Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


iiMP^h,  Google 


(/ 


VUU-^   JLHl-Ho. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


COMPLETE    POEMS 


JEAN     INGELOW. 


BOSTON; 
ROBERTS    BROTHERS. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


iiMP^h,  Google 


GEOUGE   K.   INGELOW. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


iiMP^h,  Google 


CONTENTS. 


Divided ' 

Honors.  — Fakt  I ' 

Honors.  — Part  II ^1 

Reqoiescat  in  PaceI ■!* 

Supper  at  the  Mill 5' 

Scholar  and  Cari'ENter "^ 

The  Star's  Munument 9° 

A  Dead  Year '^^ 

Reflections '^^ 

The  Letter  L     ,-■■•■        ■ 

The  High  Tide  on  the  Coast  of  Lincolnshire  .  177 

Afternoon  at  a  Parsonage     ....  iS5 

Songs  of  Seven       .        ■  ....  201 

A  Cottage  in  a  Chine ^'S 


265 


A  Sea  Song ' 

Brothers,  and  a  Sermon ^^9 

A  Wedding  Song        .        •        ■        • 


iiMP^h,  Google 


The  Four  Bridges  .... 
A  Mother  .showlnc.  the  Portrait  o 
Strii'E  and  Peace  .... 


A   STORV  OF   DOOM   AND  OTHER  POEMS. 

The  Dreams  that  came  true      .       ,       ,       ,  i 

Songs  on  the  Voices  of  Birds. 

Introduction. —  Chilb  AND  lioATHAN     .  24 
The  Nightingale  heard  hy  the  Unsatisfied 

Heart 26 

Sand  Martins 3g 

A  Poet  in  his  Youth,  and  the  CuckooEjed  30 

A  Raven  in  a  White  Chine    ....  39 

The  WAE^|.^NG  of  Blackbirds     ...  41 

SeA'Mews  in  Winter-Time       ....  43 

Laueance 46 

Songs  of  the  Night  Watches. 

iNTaoDUcroRv.  —  Evening      ....  93 

The  First  Watch. —  Tired      ....  94 

The  Middle  Watch 103 

The  Morning  Watch loS 

Concluding.  — Early  Dawn.       ,       .       .  no 


iiMP^h,  Google 


CONTENTS,  Vll 

A  Story  of  Doom "3 

Contrasted  Songs, 

Sailing  beyond  Seas 230 

Rkmonstrance 232 

Song  for  the  Night  of  Christ's  Resurrection  233 

Song  of  Mari^aret 242 

SoNr,   OF  THE  going   AWAY 244 

A  Lily  and  a  I-ute 246 

Gladys  and  her  Island         .....  259 
Songs  with  Preludes. 

Wedlock 297 

Regret 3°' 

Lamentation 303 

Dominion  ........  307 

Friendship    ., 3" 


MONITIONS  OF  THE  UNSEEN,  ETC. 
The  Monitions  of  the  Unsebn 


Not  in  vain  I  waited 33 

A  Gleanixg  Song 33 

WiTlj  A  Diamond 37 


iiMP^h,  Google 


r-'"" 3S 

Co«,..,s«,o» 3, 

Looking  Dow^j ^o 

Married  Ixjvers .41 

A  Winter  Song '   ,  44 

BrNDi.vG  Sheaves  ...               ...  46 

Work 4g 

Wishing 49 

On  the  Borders  of  Cannock  Chase  .         .         .51 

The  Mariner's  Cave 52 

A  Reverie 68 

Dkfton  Wood 70 

The  Snowdrop  Monument  (in  Lichfield  Ca- 
thedral)       73 

An  Ancient  Chess-King  dug  from  some  Ruins  76 

Comfort  in  the  Night 77 

Though  all  Great  Def,ds 78 

The  Long  White  Seam 7g 

An  Old  Wife's  Song Si 

Cold  and  Quiet 84 

A  Snow  Mountain S6 

Sleep  (a  Woman  Speaks)         ■        .         .        .  87 
Promisikg  (a  Man  Speaks)          .        ,        .        .88 

Love 8y 

Poems  on  the  Deaths  of  Three  Lovely  Chil- 

n^s" 90 

The  Two  Margarets. 

I-  Margaret  by  the  Mere  Sidb      .        .  107 
IL  Maroauet  IN  THE  Xebec   .        .        .        .121 


iiMP^h,  Google 


POEMS. 


S^ttS^'lBBM^  empty  sky.  a  world  of  heather, 
SHHVA^^H        Purple   of  foxj^Luve,  yellow  of 
R^^^V^B^I  hroom ; 

w^ntHil^    We  two   among  them  wading  to- 
|iflHM^^  gether, 

^^^^^^*™-'        Shaking    out    honey,    treading 

Crowds  of  bees  are  gUidy  ivith  clover, 
Crowds  of  grasshoppers  skip  at  our  feet, 

Crowds  of  larks  at  their  matins  hang  over, 
Thanking  the  Lord  for  a  life  so  sweet. 
[71 
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Flusiietli  the  rise  with  her  purple  favor, 
Gloweth  tJie  cleft  with  her  golden  ring, 

Twixt  the  two  brown  butterflies  waver 
Lightly  settle,  and  sleepily  swing. 


We  two  walk  till  the  purple  dieth 

And  short  dry  grass  under  ibot  is  brown. 

But  one  little  streak  at  a  distance  lieth 
Green  like  a  ribbon  to  prank  tlie  down. 


Oyer  tbe  grass  we  stepped  unto  it. 

And  God  He  knoweth  how  blithe  we  were ! 

Never  a  Toioe  to  bid  us  eschew  it : 

Hey  the  green  ribbon  that  showed  so  fair ! 


Hey  the  green  ribbon  !  we  kneeled  beside  it. 
We  partijd  the  grasses  dewy  and  sheen ; 

Drop  over  drop  Here  filtered  and  slided 
A  tiny  bright  beck  that  trickled  between- 
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Tinkle,  tinkle,  sweetly  it  sung  to  us, 
Light  was  our  talk  as  of  fcery  bells  — 

Faery  wedding-bells  faintly  rung' to  ua 
Down  in  their  fortunatu  parallels. 


Hand  in  hand,  while  the  suft  peered  over, 

We  lapped  the  grass  on  that  youngUng  spring ; 

Swept  back  its  ruahes,  smoothed  its  clover, 
And  said,  "  Let  us  follow  it  westering." 


A  dappled  sky,  a  world  of  meafJows. 

Cireling  above  us  the  black  rooks  fly 
Forward,  backward ;  lo,  their  dark  shadows 

Flit  on  the  blossoming  tapestry  — 


Flit  on  the  beck,  for  her  long  grass  partcth 
As  hair  from  a  maid's  bright  eyes  blown  back ; 

And,  lo,  the  sun  like  a  lover  darteth 
His  flattering  smile  on  her  wayward  track. 
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Sing  on !  we  sing  in  the  glorious  wftather 
Till  one  steps  over  the  tiny  strand, 

So  narrcfw,  in  sooth,  timt  still  together 
On  either  brink  we  go  hand  in  hand. 


The  beck  grows  wider,  the  hands  must  se 
On  eitier  margin,  our  songs  all  done. 

We  move  apart,  while  she  siiigeth  ever, 
Taking  the  course  of  the  stooping  sun. 


He  prays,  "Come  over"  —  !  may  not  follow; 

I  cry,  • '  Keturn  "  —  but  Le  cannot  come ; 
We  speak,  we  laugh,  but  with  voices  hollow ; 

Our  hands  are  hanging,  our  hearts  are  numb- 


A  breathing  sigh,  a  sigh  for  answer, 
A  little  taliting  of  outward  things ; 

The  careless  betk  is  a  merry  daneer, 
Keeping  sweet  time  to  the  air  she  si. 
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A  little  p^n  when  the  beck  grows  widur ; 

"Cross  to  me  now  —  for  her  wavelets  swell:' 
"  I  may  not  cross  "  —  and  the  voice  beside  her 
Faintly  reacheth,  though  heeded  well. 


No  backward  path ;  ah !  no  returning : 

No  second  crossing  that  ripple's  flo 

"  Come  to  rae  now,  for  tlie  west  is  bumi 

Come  ere  it  darkens;"  —  "  Al 


Then  cries  of  pain,  and  arms  outreaching  — 
The  beck  grows  wider  and  swift  and  deep: 

Passionate  words  as  of  one  beseeching  — 

The.  loud  beck  drowns  them ;  we  walk,  and  weep. 


A  yellow  moon  in  splendor  drooping, 
A  tired  queen  with  her  state  oppressed. 

Low  by  rushes  and  swordgrass  stooping. 
Lies  she  soil;  on  the  waves  at  rest. 
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The  desert  heavens  have  felt  her  sadness ; 

Her  earth  will  weep  her  some  dewy  tears 
The  wild  beck  ends  her  tune  of  gladness, 

And  goeth  stilly  as  soul  that  fears. 


We  two  walk  on  in  our  grassy  places 
On  either  mai^e  of  the  moonlit  fiooi]. 

With  the  moon's  own  sadness  in  our  faces, 
Where  joy  is  withered,  blossom  and  bud, 


A  shady  freshness,  chafers  whirring, 
A  little  piping  of  leaf-hid  birds  j 

A  flutter  of  wings,  a  fitful  stirring, 

A  cloud  to  the  eastward  snowy  as  curds. 


Bare  glassy  slopes,  where  kids  are  tethei-ed ; 

Round  valleys  like  nests  all  ferney-lined  j 
Round  hills,  with  fluttering  tree-tops  feathered. 

Swell  high  in  their  freckled  i-obes  behind. 
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A  rose-flush  tender,  a  thrill,  a  quiver. 

When  golden  gleams  to  the  tree-tops  glldi 
A  flashing  ed"e  for  the  milk-whit*  river. 

The  beck,  a  river  —  with  sfjll  sleek  tide. 


Broad  and  white,  and  polished  as  silver. 
On  she  gees  under  fmit-laden  trees ; 

Sunk  in  leafage  cooeth  the  culver. 
And  'plaineth  of  love's  disloyalties. 


Glitters  the  dew  and  shines  the  river. 
Up  comes  the  lily  and  dries  her  belli 

But  two  are  walking  apart  for  erer. 

And  wave  their  hands  for  a  mute  farewell. 


A  braver  swell,  a  swifter  sliding ; 

The  river  hasteth,  her  banks  recede : 
Wing-like  sails  on  her  bosom  gliding 

Bear  down  the  lilv  and  drown  the  ree 
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Stately  prows  are  rising  and  bowing 
(Shouta  of  mariners  winnow  the  air). 

% 


And  level  sands  for  tanks  endowinj 


The  tiny  green  ribbon  that  showed  si 


While,  O  my  heart !  as  white  sdls  shiver, 

And  crowds  arc  passing,  and  banks  stretch  yniii. 

How  hard  to  follow,  with  lips  that  quiver. 
That  moving  speck  on  the  far-off  side  ! 


Farther,  farther  —  I  see  it  —  inow  it  — 
My  eyes  brim  over,  it  melts  away ; 

Only  my  heart  to  my  heart  shall  show  it 
As  I  walk  desolate  day  by  day. 


Aad  yet  I  know  past  alt  doubting,  truly  — 
A  knowledge  greater  than  grief  can  dim  — 

I  know,  as  he  loved,  he  will  love  me  duly  — 
Yea,  better  —  e'en  better  than  I  love  him. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


And  as  I  walk  by  tlio  vast  calm  rivur. 
The  awfui  river  so  dreail  to  ecu, 

I  say,  "  Thy  breadth  and  thy  deptli  for  c 
Are  bridged  by  his  thougfils  that  tross 
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HONORS.  —  TART  I. 

A  Scholar  is  musing  on  Ms  Want  of  Saccat. 


0   strive  —  and   fail.      Yes,   I  did 

strive  and  fail, 

I  set  mine  eyes  upon  a  certain  night 

To  find  a  certain  star —  tmd  could 

not  hail 

With  tJiem  its  deep'Set  light. 


Fool  thai  I  was !    I  will  rehearse  my  fault  i 
I,  vAngless,  thnighf  myself  on  high  to  liji 
Among  the  winged  —  I  set  these  feet  thai  hiit 
To  run  against  the  smft. 

And  i/eC  this  man,  that  loved  me  so,  can  write — 

That  loses  me,  I  would  say,  can  let  me  see ; 
Or  fain  would  have  me  think  he  counts  but  light 
These  Eonors  lost  to  me. 
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HONORS.  17 

IThe  Letter  of  ku  Fnend.;] 

"  What  are  they  ?  that  old  house  of  joura  whiuh  gave 

Such  welcomes  oft  to  me,  the  suubcaicis  fall 

Still,  down  the  squares  of  blue  and  white  which  pave 

Its  hospitable  hall. 

"  A  brave  old  house !  a  garden  full  of  bees. 

Large  dropping  poppies,  and  queen  hollyhocks,. 
With  butterllies  for  crowns  —  tree  peonies 
And  pinks  and  goldilocks. 

"  Go,  when  the  shadow  of  your  house  is  long 

Upon  the  garden  —  when  some  new-waked  bird, 
Pecking  and  fluttering,  chirps  a  sudden  song, 
And  not  a  leaf  is  stirred; 

''  But  every  one  drops  dew  from  either  edge 
Upon  its  fellow,  while  an  amber  ray 
Slants  up  among  the  tree-tops  like  a  wedge 
Of  liquid  gold  —  to  play 

"  Over  and  under  them,  and  so  to  fall 

Upon  that  lane  of  water  lying  below  — 

That  piece  of  sky  let  in,  that  yoii  do  call 

A  pond,  but  which  I  know 
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"  To  be  a  deep  and  wondrous  world  ;  for  I 

Have  Been  tke  trees  within  it  —  marvellous  things : 
So  thick  no  bird  betivist  their  leaves  could  fly 
But  sho  would  saiite  her  wings;  — 

"  Go  there,  I  say ;  stand  at  the  water's  brink. 
And  shoala  of  spotted  grayling  you  shall  see 
Basking  between  the  shadows  —  look,  and  think 
'  This  beaidy  is  for  me ; 

"  '  For  me  this  freshness  in  the  morning  hours ; 
For  me  the  water's  clear  tranquillity ; 
For  mc  that  soil  descent  of  chestnut  flowers ; 
The  cushat's  cry  for  me. 

"  '  The  lovely  laughter  of  the  wind-swayed  wheat  j 

The  easy  slope  of  yonder  pastoral  hill) 

The  sedgy  brook  whereby  the  red  kine  meet 

And  wade  and  di-ink  their  fill.' 

"  Then  saunter  down  that  terrace  whence  the  sea 
All  fair  with  wing-like  sails  you  may  discern ; 
Be  glad,  and  say  '  This  beauty  is  for  me  — 
A  thing  to  love  and  learn. 
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"  '  Tor  me  the  bounding  in  of  tides  ;  for  me 
The  laying  hare  of  sands  when  tliey  retreat ; 
The  purple  flush  of  calms,  the  sparkling  glco 
When  wayes  atid  sunshine  meet.' 

"  So,  after  gazing,  homeward  turn,  ami  mount 
To  that  long  chamher  in  the  roof;  there  toll 
Your  heart  llie  laJd-up  lore  it  holds  to  connt 
And  prize  and  ponder  well. 

"  The  lockings  onward  of  the  race  before 
It  had  a  past  to  make  it  look  behind ; 
Its  reverent  wonders,  and  its  doubtings  sore. 
Its  adorations  blind. 

"  The  thunder  of  its  war-songs,  and  the  glow 
Of  chants  to  freedom  by  the  old  world  sung; 
The  sweet  love  cadences  that  long  ago 

Dropped  from  the  old-world  tongue. 

"  And  then  this  new-world  lore  that  takes  account 
Of  tangled  star-dust;  maps  the  triple  whirl 
Of  blue  and  red  and  argent  worlds  tliat  mount 
And  greet  the  Irish  Earl  ; 
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"  Or  float  across  tJie  tube  tliat  Hbrschei.  sways, 
Like  pale-rose  chaplets,  or  like  sapphire  mist; 
Or  bong  or  droop  along  the  heavenly  warn. 
Like  scarfs  of  amethyst. 

"  O  strange  it  is  and  wide  the  new-world  lore. 

For  next  it  treattth  of  our  native  dust ! 

Must  dig  out  buried  monsters,  and  explore 

The  green  earth's  fruitful  crust ; 

"  Must  write  the  story  of  her  seething  youth 

How  lizards  paddled  in  her  lukewarm  seas ; 
Must  show  the  eones  she  ripened,  and  forsooth 
Count  seasons  on  her  trees ; 

"  Must  know  her  weight,  and  pry  into  her  age. 
Count  her  old  beach  lines  by  their  tidal  swell ; 
Her  sunken  mount^ns  name,  her  craters  gauge. 
Her  cold  volcanoes  tell ; 

"  And  treat  her  as  a  hall,  that  one  might  pass 
From  tliis  hand  to  the  other  —  such  a  ball 
As  he  could  measure  with  a  blade  oi' grass. 
And  say  it  was  but  small ! 
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'■  Iloaors !     0  friend,  I  pray  you  bear  with  me : 
Tlie  grass  liath  time  to  grow  in  meadow  lands. 
And  leisurely  the  opal  luuruiuriiig  sea 
Breaks  on  her  yellow  sands ; 

"  And  leisurely  the  ring-dove  on  ber  nest 

Broods  till  her  tender  chiek  will  peck  the  shell ; 
And  leisurely  down  fall  from  ferny  crest 
The  dew-drops  on  the  wellj 

"  And  leisurely  your  life  and  spirit  grew. 

With  yet  the  time  to  grow  and  ripen  free : 
No  judgment  past  withdraws  that  boon  from  you, 
Not  grantcth  it  to  me. 

"  Still  must  I  plod,  and  still  in  cities  moil ; 
From  prei;ious  leisure,  learned  leisure  far, 
l)uU  my  best  self  with  handling  common  soil  ( 
Yet  mine  those  honors  are. 

"  Mine  they  are  called ;  they  are  a  name  which  means. 
'  Tliis  man  hart  steady  pulses,  tranquil  nerves ; 
Here,  as  in  other  fields,  the  most  he  gleans 
Who  works  and  never  swerves. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


22 


■e  not  Ills  mind ;  we  cannot  tell 
What  lieth  under,  over,  or  beside 
TLe  test  we  put  him  to ;  he  doth  excel 
We  know,  where  he  is  tried ; 


' '  Bnt,  if  he  boast  some  further  excellence  — 

Mind  to  create  i 

ts  well  as 

1  to  attair 

To  sway  his  peers 

by  golde 

ncloqne, 

ice. 

'  Aa  wind  doth  shift  a 

'  To  sing  among  the  poets  - 

-we  ore 

nought: 

We  cannot  drop 

a  line  in 

to  that  se 

la 

And  read  its  fathot 

ns  off,  n< 

)r  gauge 

a  thought. 

Nor  map  a  i 

nmlle. 

"  '  It  may  be  of  all  voices  sublunar 

The  only  one  he  echoes  we  did  try ; 

We  may  have  come  upon  the  only  star 

That  tmnkles  in  his  sky.' 

•■  And  so  it  was  with  me." 

OfaUe  my  friend'. 
False,  false,  a  random  charge,  a  blame  wtdae; 
Wreti  not  fair  reasoning  to  a  crooked  end: 
FaUe,  false,  as  you  are  true ! 
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Bui  I  read  an:  "And  bo  it  was  with  me; 
Your  golden  constellations  lying  apart 
They  ntither  hailed  nor  greeted  heartily, 
Nor  noted  on  their  chart. 

"And  yet  to  yoii  and  not  to  me  helong 

Those  finer  instincts  tliat,  like  second  Eight 
And  hearing,  catch  creation's  undersong. 
And  see  by  inner  light. 

"  You  are  a  well,  whereon  I,  gazing,  see 

Reflections  of  the  upper  heavens  —  a  well 
From  whence  come  deep,  deep  echoes  up  to  me  — 
Some  underwave's  low  swell. 

"  I  cannot  soar  into  the  heights  yon  show. 

Nor  dive  among  the  deeps  that  you  reveal; 
But  it  is  ranch  that  high  things  abe  to  know. 
That  deep  things  are  to  feel. 

"Tis  yours,  not  mine,  to  pluck  out  of  your  breast 
Some  human  truth,  whose  workings  recondite 
Were  unattired  in  words,  and  manifest 
And  hold  it  forth  to  light, 
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"  And  cry,  '  Behold  tlus  thing  that  I  have  found.' 
And  though  they  knew  not  of  it  till  that  day, 
Nor  should  have  done  with  no  man  to  expound 
Its  meaning,  yet  they  say, 

" '  We  do  accept  it :  lower  than  the  ehoals 
We  skim,  this  diver  wont,  nor  did  oreate. 
But  find  it  for  us  deeper  in  our  souls 
Than  we  can  penetrate.' 

"  You  were  to  me  the  world's  interpreter. 

The  man  that  taught  me  Nature's  unknown  tongue. 
And  to  the  notes  of  her  wild  dulcimer 
First  set  sweet  words  and  sung 

"  And  what  am  I  to  you  ?    A  steady  hand 
To  hold,  a  steadfast  heart  to  trust  withalj 
Merely  a  man  that  loves  you,  and  will  stand 
By  you,  whate'er  hefall. 

"  But  need  we  praise  his  tendance  tutelar 

Who  feeds  a  flame  that  warms  himP    Yet 'tis  tma 
I  love  you  for  the  sake  of  what  you  are. 
And  not  of  what  you  do :  — 
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"As  heaven's  high  twins,  whereof  in  Tynan  blue 
The  one  revolveth ;  through  his  course  immense 
Might  love  his  fellow  of  the  damask  hue. 
For  like,  and  difference. 

"  For  different  pathways  ever  more  decreed 
To  intersect,  but  not  to  interfere; 
For  common  goal,  two  aspects,  and  one  speed, 
One  centre  and  one  year; 

'■  For  deep  affinities,  for  drawings  strong, 

Tliat  by  iheir  nature  each  must  needs  esert( 
For  loved  alliance,  and  for  union  long. 
That  stands  before  desert. 

"  And  yet  desert  makes  brighter  not  the  less. 
For  nearest  his  own  star  he  shall  not  fail 
To  think  tliose  rays  unmatched  for  nobleness. 
That  distance  counts  but  pale. 

"  Be  pale  afar,  since  still  to  me  you  shine, 

And  must  while  Nature's  eldest  law  shall  hotd ;  ■'  — 
Ah,  there's  the  thyiigkt  which  makes  his  randoia  line 
Dear  as  refinld  gold! 
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Tkm  shall  I  drink  this  draught  of  oxymel, 

PoHsieed,  part  sharp  9    Myself  o'erprizedio  know 
la  sharp ,  the  came  is  sweet,  and  truth  to  tdl 
Few  would  that  cause  forego, 

rAia  is,  that  this  of  all  the  men  on  earih 

Doth  love  rne  well  enough  to  count  me  great  — 
To  think  my  soul  and  his  of  equal  giHh  — 
0  liberal  estimate  ! 

And  yet  it  is  so;  he  is  bound  to  me. 

For  human  love  makes  aliens  near  of  kin  ; 
By  it  I  rise,  there  is  eguolity  i 
Irige  to  thee,  my  iioin, 

"Taie  courage" — courage!  ay,  my  purple  peer, 
I  win  take  courage ;  for  thy  Tyrian  rays 
Refresh  me  to  the  heart,  and  strangely  dear 
And  healing  is  thy  praise. 

"  Take  courage,"  quoth  he,  "  and  respect  tlic  mind 
Tour  Maker  gave,  for  good  your  fate  fulfill 
The  fate  round  many  hearts  your  own  to  wind." 
Tvdnsoul,  licitl!  I  mill! 
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wlio,  jouriipying,  cbecks  the 

BetauBC  a  cbasm  doth  jawn  across 
his  way 
Too  wide  for  leaping,  and  tco  steeply 

For  climher  to  essay  — 


As  such  an  one,  being  brought  to  sudden  stand, 
Doubta  all  his  foregone  path  if  'twere  the  true 
And  turns  to  this  and  then  to  the  other  hand 
As  knowing  not  what  to  do,  — 

So  I,  being  checked,  am  with  my  path  at  strife 

Which  led  to  such  a  chasm,  and  there  doth  en. 
False  path !  it  cost  me  priceless  years  of  life. 
My  well-beloved  friend. 
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There  fell  a.  ilute  wlien  Ganjmedt  went  up  — 

The  flutt  tbat  lie  was  wont  to  play  upon ; 
It  dropped  heside  iJie  jonquil's  milk-white  cup, 
And  freckled  cowslips  wan  — 

Dropped  from  Ws   heedless  hand  when,  dazed  and 

He  sailed  upon  the  eagle's  quivering  wing. 
Aspiring,  panting  —  ay,  it  dropped  —  the  Hute 
Ere  while  a  cherished  thing. 

Among  the  delicate  grasses  and  the  bells 

Of  crocuses  that  spotted  a  rill  side, 
I  picked  up  such  a  flute,  and  its  clear  swells 
To  my  young  lips  replied. 

I  played  thereon,  and  its  response  was  sweet ; 

But,  lo,  they  took  from  me  that  solacing  reed, 
"  O  shame ! "  they  said ;  "  such  music  is  not  meet  i 
Go  up  like  Ganymede. 

"Go  np,  despise  these  humhle  i^assy  things, 

Sit  on  the  golden  edge  of  yonder  cloud." 

Alas  !  though  ne'er  for  me  those  eagle  wings 

Stooped  from  their  eyrie  proud. 
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My  fluti; !  and  flung  away  its  cclioes  sleep ; 
But  as  liir  nie,  my  lile-puUe  beaWtii  lowi 
And  like  a  last-year's  leaf'  eushi-oudeil  deep 
Under  the  drifting  snow, 

Or  like  some  vessel  wrecked  upon  the  sand 

Of  torrid  swamps,  with  all  her  merchandise. 
And  left  to  rot  betwixt  the  sea  and  land, 
My  helpless  spirit  lies. 

Kuing,  I  think  for  what  then  was  I  made ; 

What  end  appointed  for  —  what  use  designed  ? 
Now  let  me  right  this  heart  that  was  bewrayed  — 
Unveil  these  eyes  gone  blind. 

My  well-beloved  friend,  at  noon  to-day 

Over  our  cliffs  a  white  mist  lay  unfurled, 
60  thitk,  one  standing  on  their  brink  might  say, 
Lo,  here  doth  end  the  world. 

A  white  abyss  beneath,  and  nought  beside; 

Yet,  hark !  a  cropping  sound  not  ten  feet  down ! 

Soon  I  could  trace  some  browsing  lambs  that  hied 

Through  rock-patha  cleft  and  brown. 
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And  here   and   there   green   tufts   of  grass    pccreiil 
through, 
Salt  lavender,  and  sea  thrift ;  then  behold. 
The  mist,  subsiding  ever,  bared  to  view 
A  beast  of  giant  mould. 


She  seemed  a  great  sea  monster  lying  content 

With  all  her  cubs  about  her ;  but  deep  —  deep  — 
The  subtile  mist  went  floating ;  its  descent 
Showed  the  world's  end  was  steep. 

It  shook,  it  melted,  shaking  more,  till,  lo, 

The  sprawling  monster  was  a  rock  j  her  brood 
Were  boulders,  whereon  seamews  white  as  snow 
Sat  watching  for  their  food. 

Then  once  again  it  sank,  its  day  was  done : 
Part  rolled  away,  part  vanished  utterly. 
And  glimmering  softly  under  the  white  sun, 
Behold !  a  great  white  sea. 

0  that  the  mist  which  veileth  my  To-eome 

Would  so  dissolve  and  yield  unto  mine  eyes 
A  worthy  path  !     I'd  count  not  wearisome 
Long  toil,  nor  enterprise. 
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But  strain  to  reach  it;  ay,  with  wrestlings  stout 

And.hopea  that  even  in  the  dark  will  grow 
(Like  plants  in  dungeons,  reaching  feelers  out). 
And  ploddings  wary  and  slow. 


la  there  such  path  already  made  to  fit 

The  measure  of  my  foot?     It  shall  ai 

For  much,  if  I  at  length  may  light  on  ii 

And  know  it  for  mine  own. 


But  is  there  none?  why,  then  'tis  more  than  w 

And  glad  at  heart  myself  will  hew  one  out, 
Let  me  be  only  sure ;  for,  sooth  to  tell, 
The  sorest  dole  is  doubt  — 


Doubt,  a  blank  twilight  of  the  heart,  wliieh  t 

All  sweetest  colors  in  its  dimness  same ; 
A  soul-mist,  through  whose  rifts  familiar  stai 
Beholding, 


A  ripple  on  the  inner  sea,  which  shakos 

Those  images  that  on  its  breast  reposed ; 
A  fold  upon  the  wind-swayed  flag,  that  breaks 
The  motto  it  disposed. 
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0  doubt !  O  doubt !  I  know  my  destiny ; 

I  tiscl  thee  llutteriiig  bird-like  in  my  breast ; 

1  (^aunot  loose,  but  I  will  sing  to  thee, 

And  flatter  tlicc  to  rest. 

Tlicre  is  no  certainty,  "  my  bosoTn's  giiest," 

No  proving  for  tlie  tlirngs  wberuof  ye  wot ; 
For,  Ulie  tlie  dead  to  sigbt  uumaiiifeat, 
Tliey  are,  and  tliey  are  not. 

But  Eiirely  as  they  arc,  for  God  is  truth. 

And  as  they  are  not,  Ibr  we  saw  thtm  die. 
So  surely  from  the  heaven  drops  light  for  youth. 
If  youth  will  walk  tliereby. 

And  can  I  see  this  light  P    It  may  be  so ; 

"  But  see  it  thus  and  thtia,"  my  fathers  said. 
The  livH^  do  not  rule  this  worid ;  ah,  no ! 
It  is  tiie  dead,  the  dead. 

Sliall  I  be  stave  to  every  noble  soul. 

Study  the  dead,  and  to  their  spirits  bend ; 
Or  learn  to  rcail  my  own  heart's  Iblded  scroll. 
And  make  si'lf-rulc  my  cud? 
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Thouglit  from  wllkoui  —0  shall  I  taku  on  truft, 

Aiid  life  from  others  modellod  steal  or  win ; 
Or  shall  I  heave  t«  light,  and  clear  of  rust 
My  true  life  from  within. 

O,  let  me  be  myself  !     But  where,  0  where. 
Under  this  heap  of  precedent,  this  mound 
Of  tustems,  modes,  and  maxims,  cunihrant'e  rare, 
Shall  the  Myself  he  found? 

O  thou  Ml/self,  thy  fathers  thee  debarred 

Kone  of  their  wisdom,  but  their  follj'  came 
Therewith ;  they  smoothed  thy  path,  but  ujade  it  hard 
For  thee  to  quit  the  same. 

With  glosses  they  obscured  God's  natural  truth. 

And  with  tradition  tarnished  His  revealed; 

With  vain  protections  they  endangered  youth. 

With  layings  bare  they  sealed. 

IMiat  ailcth  thee,  myself  ?     Alas !  thy  hands 
Arc  tired  with  old  opinions  —  heir  and  son, 
Thou  Last  inherited  thy  fathci-'s  lauds 
And  all  his  debts  thereon. 
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O  that  some  power  would  give  mu  Adam's  eyes ! 

O  for  tlie  straight  simplicitj  of  Eve  ! 
For  I  see  nought,  or  grow,  poor  fool,  too  wise 
With  seeing  tti  believe. 

Exemplars  may  be  heaped  until  they  hide 

The  rules  that  they  were  made  to  render  plalnj 
Love  may  be  watched,  her  nature  to  decide, 
Until  love's  self  doth  wane. 

Ah  me !  and  when  Ibrgotten  and  foregone 
We  leave  the  learning  of  departed  days. 
And  eease  the  generations  past  to  con. 
Their  wisdom  and  their  waya  — 

When  fain  to  learn  we  lean  into  the  dark, 

And  grope  to  feel  the  floor  of  the  abyss, 

Or  find  the  secret  boundary  lines  which  mark 

Where  soul  and  matter  kiss — 

Fail-  world  !  these  puzzled  souls  of  ours  grow  wen 
With  beating  their  bruised  wings  against  tlio  riii 
That  bounds  tliuir  utmost  lljing,  when  they  seek 
The  distant  and  the  dim. 
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We  pant,  we  strain  like  birds  against  their  wire 
Are  siok  t«  reach  tbe  vast  and  the  beyond ;  — 
Aud  wLat  avaib,  if  still  to  our  desires 
Those  Cir-off  gulfs  respond  ? 

Contentment  comes  not  therefore ;  still  tliei^  li 

An  outer  distance  when  the  first  is  hailed, 
And  atjll  for  ever  jawns  before  our  eyes 
An  UTMOST — that  is  veiled. 


, Searching  those  edges  of  the  u 

We  leave  the  central  fields  a  fallow  part ; 

To  feed  the  eye  more  precious  things  amerce, 

And  starve  the  darkened  heart. 

Then  all  goes  wrong:  (he  old  foundations  rock-, 
One  scorns  at  him  of  old  who  gazed  unshod ; 
One  striking  with  a  pickaxe  thinks  the  shotk 
Shall  move  the  seat  of  God. 

A  little  way,  a  very  little  way 

(Life  is  so  short),  they  dig  into  the  rind, 
And  they  arc  very  sorry,  so  they  say, — 
Sorry  for  ivhat  they  find. 
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But  tj-utli  is  sacred  —  ay,  and  must  lie  loid: 

Tliure  is  a  story  long  belovwd  of  man ; 
"VVo  must  forego  it,  for  it  will  not  Lold  — 
Katiira  had  no  audi  plan. 

And  tlien,  "  if  God  hath  said  it,"  some  should  ciy, 

'■  We  have  the  stoi-j  from  tlio  fountain-head  :  " 
Why,  then,  what  hetter  than  tlic  old  rejily. 
The  first  "  Yea,  hath  God  said  ?  " 

The  garden,  O  the  garden,  must  it  jm. 

Source  of  onr  hope  and  our  most  dear  regret  ? 
The  ancient  story,  iimst  it  no  more  show 
How  uii'n  may  win  it  yet? 

And  all  upon  the  Titan  child's  decree. 

The  habj-  science,  horn  but  jesterdlay, 
That  In  its  rash  unlearned  infancy 

With  shells  and  stones  at  play, 

And  delving  in  the  outworks  of  this  world. 

And  little  crevices  that  it  could  reach, 
Discovered  certain  bones  laid  up,  and  furled 
Under  an  ancient  beach, 
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And  otiier  waifs  that  lay  tu  its  joniig  niiiiil 

Some  fatlioms  lower  than  they  ought  to  lin. 
By  gain  wlieitof  it  (.■ould  not  fail  toiind 
Mueli  proof  of  aiiciontry, 

liiiita  at  a  pedigree  withdrawn  and  vast, 

Terrible  deeps,  and  old  obsi^iii'ities. 
Or  soulless  origin,  and  twilight  passed 
In  the  primeval  seas, 

■\Vheruof  it  tells,  as  thinking  it  hath  been 
Of  (rath  not  meant  for  mail  inheritor; 
As  il"  this  knowledge  Heaven  had  ne'er  foreseen 
And  not  provided  for! 

Knowledge  ordained  to  live !  although  the  fate 

Of  much  tliat  went  before  it  was  —  to  die. 
And  be  called  ignorance  by  such  as  wait  ' 
Till  the  next  drift  conies  bv. 

0  man-ellous  credulity  of  man ! 

If  God  indeed  kept  se«ret,  coublst  thou  know 
Or  follow  up  the  mighty  Artisan 
Unless  He  willed  it  so? 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Am!  oaiiBt  thou  of  the  Mater  think  in  sooth 

That  of  the  Made  He  shall  be  found  at  fault. 
And  dream  of  wresting  from  Him  hidden  tmtti 
By  foree  or  by  assault? 

But  if  Hb  keeps  not  secret  —  if  thine  eyes 

lie  openeth  to  His  wondrous  work  ol'  late  — . 
Think  how  in  soberness  thy  wisdom  lies. 
And  have  the  grace  to  wait. 

Wait,  nor  against  tJie  half-learned  lesson  fret. 

Nor  thide  at  old  belief  as  if  it  erred, 

Because  thou  canst  not  reconcile  as  jet 

The  Worker  and  the  word. 

Either  the  Worker  did  in  ancient  days 

Give  us  the  word.  His  tale  of  love  and  might; 
(And  if  in  truth  He  gave  it  as,  who  says 
He  did  not  give  it  right  ?) 

Or  else  He  gave  it  not,  and  then  indeed 

We  know  not  if  He  is — hy  whom  our  years 
Are  portioned,  who  the  orphan  moons  doth  lead. 
And  the  unfathered  spheres. 
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We  sit  unownoil  upon  our  burial  sod, 

And  know  not  whence  wis  uome  or  whose  we  be, 
Comfortless  moumers  for  the  mount  of  God, 
The  rooks  of  Calvarj : 

Bereft  of  heaven,  and  of  the  long-loved  page 

Wrought  ns  by  some  who  thought  with  death  tfl 

Despairing  comforters,  from  age  to  age 
Sowing  the  seeds  of  hope : 

Graeious  deceivers,  who  have  lifted  us 

Out  of  the  slough  where  passed  our  unknown  youth ; 
Beneficent  liars,  who  have  gifted  us 
With  sacred  love  of  trutli ! 

Farewell  to  them :  yet  pause  ere  thou  unmoor 

And  set  thine  ark  adrift  on  unknown  seas ; 
How  wert  thou  bettered  so,  or  more  secure 
Thou,  and  thy  destinies  P 

And  if  thou  searcheat,  and  art  made  to  fear 

Facing  of  unread  riddles  dark  and  Hani, 
And  mastering  not  their  majesty  austere. 
Their  meaning  locked  and  barred; 


iiMP^h,  Google 


How  would  it  make  tlie  wcij-lit  and  woudi^r  lesa, 

If,  lifted  fruiu  iiiiiuortal  aboulders  duwn, 
Tlie  worlds  wuru  cast  on  seas  of  emptiuuss 
In  roaiinH  without  a  ci-own, 

And  (if  thore  wcro  no  God)  wore  loft  t^  rue 

Dominion  of  the  air  and  of  tlie  firu? 
Tiien  if  tliore  bo  a  God.  "  Let  God  be  true. 
And  overj'  man  a  liar." 

But  as  for  me,  I  do  not  speak  as  one 

Tliat  is  exempt ;  I  am  with  life  at  fend : 
My  heart  reproaclieth  me,  as  there  were  none 
Of  so  smiill  gratitude. 

Wborewitli  sliall  I  console  thee,  heart  o'  mine. 

And  still  tby  yearninp;  and  resolve  tliy  doubt!" 
Tliat  wbidi  I  know,  and  that  wLieh  I  divine, 
Alas !  have  left  thee  out. 

I  have  aspired  to  know  the  might  of  God, 

As  if  the  ftory  of  His  love  was  fnrlerl. 

Nor  saei-ed  foot  the  prasaes  e'er  had  trod 

Of  this  redeemed  world ;  — 
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Have  smik  my  thoughts  as  lead  iuto  the  duep. 

To  grape  lor  tliat  abyss  whence  uvil  grew, 
Aiid  spirita  of  ill,  witli  ejes  that  eannot  weup, 
HuLigry  aud  dusohite  llcw ) 

As  if  their  legions  did  not  one  day  iTowd 

TliC  death-pangs  of  the  Conquering  Good  to  see ! 
As  if  a  saered  head  had  never  bowed 
In  death  for  man  —  for  ine ; 

Nor  ransomed  back  the  souls  beloved,  the  sons 
Of  men,  from  thraldom  witli  the  netlier  kings 
.In  that  dark  couiitry  where  those  evil  ones 
Trail  their  unhallowed  wings. 

And  didst  Thon  love  the  race  that  loved  not  Tliee, 
And  didst  Tiiou  take  to  heaven  a  human  hrow? 
Dost  plead  with  mau's  votee  by  the  marvellous  sea  ? 
Art  TliOu  his  kinsman  now? 

O  God,  0  kinsman  loved,  but  not  enough ! 

O  man,  with  eyes  majestic  after  death, 
Whose  feet  have  toiled  along  our  pathways  rough, 
Wliose  lips  drawn  human  breatli ! 
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By  tliat  One  likeness  which  is  ours  an<l  Tliine, 
By  tJiat  one  nature  whidi  doth  hold  us  kin, 
By  Uiat  high  heaven  where,  sinless,  Thou  ilott  shine 
To  draw  us  sinners  in. 

By  Thy  last  silente  in  the  judgmcnf-hal!, 

%  long  Ibreknowledge  of  the  deadly  tree. 
By  darknees,  by  the  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
I  pray  Jhee  visit  me. 

Come,  lest  tliis  heart  should,  cold  and  cast  away. 

Die  ere  ihe  guest  adored  she  entertain  — 

Lest  eyes  which  never  saw  Thine  earthly  day 

Should  niiss  Thy  heavenly  reign. 

Come  weary-eyed  irom  seeking  in  the  night 

lliy  wanderers  strayed  upon  the  pathless  wold. 
Who  wounded,  dying,  cry  to  Tliee  for  light. 
And  cannot  find  their  fold. 

And  deign,  O  Watcher,  with  the  sleepless  brow, 

Pathitic  in  its  yearning  —  deign  reply : 

Is  there,  O  is  there  aught  that  such  as  Tliou 

Woulijst  take  from  sueli  as  I? 
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Are  there  no  briars  across  Tby  pathway  thrust? 

Are  there  no  thoma  that  compass  it  about? 
Nor  any  stones  that  Thou  wilt  deign  to  trust 
My  hands  to  gather  out  ? 

0,  if  Thou  wilt,  and  if  such  bliss  might  be, 
It  TPcre  a  cure  for  doubt,  regret,  dflay  — 
Lst  my  lost  pathway  go  —  what  aileth  me  ?  — 
There  is  a  better  way. 

What  though  unmarked  the  happy  workman  toil. 

And  break  unlhanked  of  man  the  stubborn  clodP 
It  is  enoiigh,  for  sacred  is  the  soil, 
Deaj  are  the  hills  of  God. 

Far  better  in  its  place'the  lowliest  bird 

Should  sing  aright  to  Ilim  the  lowliest  song, 
Than  that  a  seraph  strayed  should  take  the  word 
And  aing  His  glory  wrong. 

Friend,  it  is  time  to  work.     I  say  to  llice. 

Thou  dost  all  earthly  good  by  nmch  excel ; 

Thou  and  God's  blessing  arc  enough  for  me; 

My  work,  my  work  —  farewell ! 
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■'"  A^^^/^Sr\  r  MY  heart,  my  heart  is  sick  awishing 

^JlBl^lJ^?^      Tlic   lail   took  up  his   knapsack, 
^^^^HBg^^^  he  iFcnt,  he  went  his  nay ; 

ReHH^^^^^    And  I  looked  on  for  bis  comiug,  us 
a  prisoner  Uirough  tlie  gralJng 
Looks  and  longs  and  longs  and  wishtjs  for  its  open- 
ing day. 


On  die  wild  purple  mountains,  all  a.loni;  irlth  no  othpr. 

The  strong  tcrnble  mountains,  lie  loi.ged,  he  lunged 

til  be; 

And  he  stooped  to  kiss  bis  father,  and  lie  stooped  to 

ki^s  bi«  mother. 

And  till  I  said  "Adieu,  sweet  Sir,"  lie  quite  forgot 
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He  wrote  of  thtir  white  raiment,  the  ghostly  capes 
that  screen  thyiii. 
Of  the  storm  winds  that  beat  them,  their  thunJer- 

And  the  paradise   of  puqile,   anil   tlie  golden   slopes 

And  fields,  where  grow  (iod's  ijcutiaa  hells,  and  IIis 


ile  wrote  of  frail  gaii?,y.eioiids.  tlmt  ilrop  on  lliera  like 

And  make  green  their  fir  forests,   ami  feed  their 

[h-  come  sailing  up  the  valleys,  and  get  wreeltcd  and 
go  to  pieces, 
Like  sloops  against  their  cmel  strength :    tlien  he 


O  the  silence  that  tame  next,  the  patience  and  long 
They  never  sad  so  much  as  "  He  was  a  dear  loved 
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Not  the  father  to  tlie  niothur  nioaiiod,  that  di-earj  still- 
ness breaking : 
"Ah !  wherefore  did  he  leave  us  so  —  this,  our  only 


They  sat  within,  as  ivaitiiig,  until  the  neighbors  prayed 

At  Cromer,  by  the   sea-coast,   'twere   peaee  and 

And  to  Cromer,  in  their  patienoe,   or   that  urgency 
affray ed  them. 
Or  bei'ause  the  tiding?  tarried,  they  came,  and  took 


It  was  three  months  and  over  since  the  dear  lad  had 

On  the  green  downs  at  Cromer  I  sat  to  see  the  view ; 
On  an  open  space  of  herbage,  where  the  ling  and  fern 
had  parted. 
Betwixt  tlie  tal!  wLite  lighthouse  towers,  the  old  and 


Below  me  lay  tJie  wide  sea,  the  scarlet  sun  was  stooping. 
And  he  dvcd  tiie  waste  watei',  aa  ivilh  a  scarlet  dye ; 
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And  ho  <ljcJ  tlie  lighthouse  lowers ;  every  bird  witli 
while  wing  swoo|)iiig 
TcMjk  his  tolora,  and  thi;  eliffs  did,  and  the  yaiviiing 
■  ky. 

Over  grass  came  that  strango  flusli,  and  over  ling  and 
heather. 
Over  lioeks  of  sheep  and  laiiiljs,  and  over  Cromer 

And  cath  filmy  cloudlet  crossing  drifted  like  a  scarlet 
featlicr 
Tom  from  the  folded  wings  of  clouds,  while  lie  set- 
tled down. 

When  I  looked,  I  dared  not  sigh:  —  In  the  light  of 

God's  splendor, 

With  His  daily  blue  and  gold,  who  am  T  ?  wliat  am  I  ? 

But  that  passion  and  outpouring  seemed  an  awful  sign 

and  tender. 

Like  the  blood  of  the  Redeemer,  shown  on  eariii  and 

0  for  comfort,  O  the  waste  of  a  lonj;  doubt  and  tror.ble ! 
Oh  that  sultJ-y  August  eve   trouble  had  niad«  me 


iiMP^h,  Google 


48  RKQt'lESCAT    IN    PACK  I 

I  was  l,fpd  of  my  sorrow  — 0   so   faint,  for  it  waa 
double 
In  the  weight  or  its  oppression,  that  I  could  not 

And  a  little  coTufort  grew,  wlillo   the   dimmed  eyes 

And  the  dull  ears  with  murmur  of  waters  satisfied; 
But  a  dream  came  slowly  nigh  me,   all  my  thoughts 
and  fancy  leaJing 
Across  the  bounds  of  waking  lile  to  the  other  side. 

And  I  dreamt  that  I  looked  out,  to  the  waste  waters 

Anil  saw  the  flakes  of  scarlet  from  wave  to  wave 
tossed  on ; 
And  the  searlet  mix  with  azure,  where  a  heap  of  gold 
lay  burning 
On  the  elear  remote  sea  reaches ;  for  the  sun  was 
gone. 

Then  I  thought  a  far-off  shout  dropped  across  the  still 

A  question  aa  I  took  it,  for  soon  an  answer  came 
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From  the  tall  white  ruined  lighthouso ;   "  If  it  lie  tho 
old  man's  daugliter 
That  we  wot  of,"  ran  the  aiihwer,   "what  then  — 
who's  to  blame?  " 


I  looked  up  at  the  hghthoiise  all  roofless  and  storcii- 
brokcn ; 
A  great  white  bird  sat  on  it,  with  ncuk  stretched 

Unto  somewhat  wliirli  was  sailing  in  a  skiiF  tlie  bird 
had  spoken. 
And  a  trembling  seized  nij-  spint,  for  thej-  talked 


I  was  die  old  man's   daiigliter,  the  bird  Went  on  to 

"  Ho  toved  to  count  the  starlings  as  he  sat  in  the 

Long  ago  ho  served  with  Nekon,  and  his  story  did  not 
shame  him : 
Ay,  the  old  man  was  a  good  man  —  and  his  work 
was  done." 
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Tlie  skiff  was  like  a  croscRnt,  ghost  of  somo  moon 
(It'partod, 
Frail,  white,  she  rocked  and  curtsoyud  as  the  red 
wave  she  crossed, 
And  the  tiling  within  sat  paddling,  and  (i 
dippt'd  and  dart*:d, 
Flying  on,  again  was  thoiifing,  Li:t  the  words  w 
lost. 


I  said,  '-Tliat  tiling  is  liooded;  I  cnulil  hoar  but  that 
flowi..tli 
The  great  liood  below  its  mouth : "  then  the  bird 
made  reply, 
"  If  thej-  know  not,  more's  the  [)i'j-,   for  the   littk 
slirt'wmoMse  knowetli. 
And  fho  kite  knows,  and  the  eagle,  and  the  glead 


And  he  stooped  to  whet  his  beak  on  tlio  Bto;ies  of  tli 

And  when  once  more  the  shout  came,  in  querulot 
tones  he  spake. 
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"Wii.it  I  said  was   ' moro's  the  pity;'  if  the  heart 
bfj  long  past  hoping. 
Lei  it  say  of  death,  'I  kno"'  it,'  or  doubt  on  and 


"Mull   must   di(!  —  ono    dies  hy   day,   and  neiir  I 
moans  hia  mother. 
They  dig  his  grave,  tread  it  down,  and  go  fron 
fulllutli; 
And  Olio  dies  about  tlie  inidniglit,  and  the  wind  ino; 
and  no  otlier, 
And  the  snows  give  liini  a  burial  — and  God  k 
them  both. 


"Thcfirathatlinoadvanta^'c  — it  shall  not  soothe  Iiis 
slumber 
That  a  loek  of  his  brown  hair  his  fatlier  aye  sha.ll 

For  the  last,  he  nothing  gi-udgeth,  it  shall  nought  hiu 
(inict  cumlxT, 
That  ill  a  golden  inesh  of  ms  callow  eaglets  sloip. 
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"Men  must  (lit!  when  all  is  said,  e'en  tlie  kite  and 

glead  know  it, 

And  tlie  lad's  father  knew  it,  ind  tlit  lad,  the  lad  too  j 

[t  was  never  kept  a  secret,  waters  bring  it  aud  wind* 

blow  it. 

And  he  met  it  on  tlic  mountain  — why  then  make 


WitJi  that  lie  spread  liia  white  wings,  and  swept  across 

the  water. 

Lit  upon  the  hooded  head,  and  it  and  all  went  down ; 

And  tliey  laughed  as  tliey  went  under,  and  I  woke, 

"the  old  man's  daughter," 

And  looked  aeross  the  slope  of  grass,   aud  at  Cro- 


And  I  said,   "Is  that  the  sky,   all   grey  and   silver 
suited  ? " 
And  I  thought,  "  Is  that  the  sea  (hat  lies  so  white 

I  have  dreamed  as  I  remember:  give  me  time  —  I  was 
reputed 
Once   to   have   a   steady   courage  —  O,   1  fear  'tis 
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Ami  I  said,  "Is  tliis  m  j  licart  ?   if  it  be,  low  "tia  beat- 
ing. 
So  he  lies  on  the  iiiouiitaiii,  hard  by  the   eagles' 

I  have  had  a  dream  this  evening,  while  tlie  white  and 
gold  were  fleeting, 
'But  I  need  not,  need  not  tell  it  — where  would  be 
till;  good  ? 

"  Where  would  be  the  good  to  tbem,  his  father  and  his 
mother  ? 
For  Ihe  ghost  of  their  dead  hope  appeareth  to  them 
still. 
While  a  lonely  watch-fire   smoulders,  who  its  dying 
red  would  smother, 
That  gives  what  little  light  there  is  to  a  darksome 
hiU?" 

I  rose  up,  I  made  no  moan,  I  did  not  ery  nor  faller. 
But  slowly  in  the  twilight  I  came  to  Cromer  town. 
What  can  wringing  of  the  bands   do   that  which  it, 
ordained  to  altflr? 
He  had   climbed,   had   ellrabed   the  i 
would  ne'er  come  down. 
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But,  O  my  first,  O  my  best,  I  could  nut  chooKO  bi.t 

loye  tiii^e  I 

O,  to  be  a  wild  white  bird,  and  sei^k  tliy  rocky  bi:d  1 

From  my  breast  I'd  give  theu  burial,  pluck  iLc  ili>w:i 

and  spread  above  thee ; 

I  would  sit  and  sing  thy  requiem  on  the  inountLiii 

Fare  thee  wall,  my  love  of  loves !  would  I  liad  died 

before  thee  ! 
O,  to  be  at  least  a  cloud,  that  near  thee  I  miglit 

ilow. 
Solemnly  apjiroaeh  the  mountain,  weup  away  my  bemg 

And  veil  thy  breast  with  iciules,  and  thy  brow  with 
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SUPPER  AT  THE  MILL. 

MoTdEll. 

iLL,  Francos. 

Frances. 
Well,  good  niotbcr,  how  a 
M.   Till  licarty,  lass,  bul 
the  weather's  warm; 
I  think  'tis  mostly  wanii  on  market  days. 
I  met  with  George  behind  the  mill  r  said  he, 
"  JIuther,  go  in  and  rest  awhile." 

F.  Ay,  do, 

And  stay  to  supper ;  put  your  basket  down. 
M.  Why,  now,  it  is  not  heavy? 
F.  Willie,  m 

Get  up  and  kiss  your  Granny.     Ileavy.  no  1 
Some  call  good  churning  luck ;  but,  luuk  or  si 
Your  butter  mostly  tomes  as  firm  and  sweet 
As  if  'twas  Chrlstiuas.     So  you  sold  it  all? 
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M.  All  but  this  pat  that  i  put  by  for  George ; 
lie  always  loved  my  butter. 

■f-  That  ho  did. 

M.  And   has   your   speckled   hen   brouglit  oIF  i:er 
brood  ? 

F.  Not  yet;  but  that  old  duck  I  told  you  of, 
Slie  hatehod  eleven  out  of  twelve  to-day. 

G/iild.  And,  Grauny,  they're  so  j'ellow. 

-^'  Ay,  my  lad, 

Yellow  as  gold  — yellow  as  Willie's  hair.  [mine. 

C.  They're  all  mine,  Gi'aniiy  —  fatlier  says  tliey're 

M.  To  think  of  that ! 

^'  Yes,  Granny,  only  think! 

Why,  father  means  to  sell  them  when  they're  fat. 
And  put  lie  money  in  the  savings  bank. 
And  all  against  our  Willie  goes  to  school : 
But  Willie  would  not  touch  them— no,  not  he; 
He  knows  that  father  would  be  angry  else, 

G.  But  I  want  one  to  play  with  —  O,  I  want 
A  little  yellow  duck  to  take  to  bed ! 

M.  What!  would  ye  rob  the  poor  old  mother,  then? 
F.  Kow,  Granny,  if  you'll  hold  the  babe  awhile; 
'lis  lime  I  took  up  Willie  to  his  Ci-ib. 

[^Exii  FRA.NCBS 
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[MolUr  tings  to  the  tn/uat.] 
Playing  on  the  virginals, 

Who  but  I?     Sae  glad,  sae  ficB, 
Smelling  for  all  cordialB, 

The  green  mint  and  maijorie; 
Set  lunong  the  budding  broom, 

Kingcup  and  dalfudilly. 
By  ray  side  I  made:  him  room: 

0  love  my  Willie! 

"Lite  me,  lo\-e  me,  girl  o'  gowd," 

Sang  lie  to  mv  nimble  strain; 
Sweet  hia  ruddy  lips  o'erfl  ^wed 

Till  my  heartstrings  rang  again: 
By  the  broom,  the  bonny  broom, 

Kingcup  and  dalTodilly, 
In  my  heart  I  made  him  room : 

O  love  my  WilUe ! 

"  Pipe  and  play,  dear  heart,' '  sang  he 

"  I  muBt  go,  yet  pipe  and  play ; 
Soon  I'll  come  and  ask  of  thee 

For  an  answer  yea  or  ray!" 
And  I  waited  till  the  flocks 

Panted  in  yon  wafers  stilly. 
And  the  corn  Rtoiul  111  the  shocks: 

0  love  my  Willie! 
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But  the  year  told  out  its  9Uin 
Ere  again  thou  sst'st  by  m"! 

Thou  liiidat  nouglit  to  ask  that  day 
By  kingcup  and  daffodilly; 

IsaiJ  ueithsryeanornay! 


Elder  Geokge. 

0.  Well,  mother,  'tis  a  fortuigLt  now,  or  more, 
Sinue  I  set  cyca  on  you, 

Hf.  Ay,  George,  my  d^ai-, 

I  ret-kon  you'vu  been  busy :  so  Lave  we. 

G.  And  how  does  father? 

M.  Ho  gets  through  his  wor 

But  he  grows  stiff,  a  httle  stiff,  my  dear ; 
He's  not  so  young,  you  know,  by  twenty  years. 
As  I  am  —  n;t  so  young  by  twenty  years, 
And  I'm  past  sixty, 

0.  Yet  he's  hale  and  stout, 

And  seems  to  take  a  pleasure  in  liis  pipe ; 
And  sefms  to  take  a  pleasure  in  his  cows. 
And  a  pride,  too. 

M,  And  well  he  may,  mj  dear. 
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G.  Givu  me  the  little  one,  he  tires  jour  arm ; 
He's  sueh  a  kioking,  crowing,  wakeful  rogue. 
He  almost  wears  otir  liven  out  with  Lis  noise 
Just  at  daj'-dawiiing,  wlien  we  wish  to  sleep. 
What !  you  young  vlllaiu,  would  you  tieiuli  youi  Tisc 
In  father's  curls?  a  dusty  fatlicr,  sure. 
And  you're  as  clean  as  wax. 

Aj,  you  may  !augb , 
But  if  you  live  a  seven  years  more  or  so. 
These  hands  of  yours  will  all  be  brown  and  seratthcil 
With  climbing  a(l«r  noet^ggs.     They'll  go  down 
As  many  ral^'holes  as  are  round  the  mere ; 
And  you'll  love  muil,  all  manner  of  mud  and  dirt 
As  your  father  did  afore  you,  and  youll  wade 
After  young  water-birds ;  and  you'll  get  boffjred 
Setting  of  eel-traps,  and  you'll  spoil  your  clothes. 
And  come  home  torn  and  dripping:  then,  you  know. 
You'll  feel  tlie  stick  — you'll  feel  the  stick,  my  la<l! 

F.nfer  Fr.incrs. 

F.  You  should  not  talk  so  to  the  blessed  babe- 
How  can  you,  George?  why,  he  may  be  in  lieavep 
Before  the  time  you  tfll  of. 

M.  Look  at  him  : 


iiMP^h,  Google 


So  earnest,  sueL  an  eager  pair  of  eyes ! 
Ho  thrives,  luy  dear. 

F.  Yes,  lliat  hu  does,  tliaiik  f 

My  children  are  all  strong. 

M.  'Tis  much  to  say ; 

Siek  children  fret  their  mothers'  hearts  to  shreds, 
And  do  no  credit  to  tlieir  keep  nor  care. 
Whore  ia  your  littlo  lass  ? 

F.  Your  daugliter  came 

And  begged  her  of  us  for  a  week  or  so. 

M.  Well,  well,  she  might  he  wiser,  that  she  migl 
For  she  can  sit  at  ease  and  pay  her  way ; 
A  sober  hushanil,  too  —  a  cheerful  man  — 
Honest  as  ever  stepped,  and  fond  of  her; 
Yet  she  is  never  easy,  never  glad, 
Because  she  has  not  children.     Well-a-day ! 
If  she  could  know  how  hard  her  mother  worked. 
And  what  ado  I  had,  and  what  a  moil 
With  my  half-dozen '.     Children,  ay,  forsooth. 
They  bring  their  own  love  with  them  when  they  cor 
But  if  they  oomo  not  there  is  peace  and  rest; 
T!ic  pretty  lamhs !  and  yet  she  cries  for  more : 
Why,  the  world's  full  of  them,  and  so  is  heaven  — 
They  are  not  rare. 
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a. 

Uo,  mother,  not  at  all ; 

But  Hannah 

must  n<: 

It  keep  . 

aur  Fanny  long  — 

Slie  spoils  he 
M. 

Ah! 

1  folks  spoil  their  elilldren  non 

Wlien  I  was ; 
Vfv  made  oui 

»  young  womar 
■  ehiiilMn  fear 

1  'twas  not  30  ; 

us,  made  them  work. 

Kept  them  in 
G. 

order. 

Were 

not  proud  of  thciu  — 

«byn 


But  then  I  had  good  <:•■ 

a. 

Your  Granny  n 


My  lad,  d'ye  hear? 
it  proud,  by  no  means  proud  ! 
She  never  spoilt  your  father — no,  not  slie, 
Sor  ever  made  him  aing  at  harvest-home. 
Nor  at  the  forge,  nor  at  the  baker's  shop. 
Nor  to  the  doctor  while  she  lay  abed 
Sick,  and  ho  crept  up  stairs  to  share  her  broth. 
M.  Well,  well,  you  were  my  youngest,  and,  what 


four  father  loved  U 
Althougli,  good  mai 
From  the  other. 


-he  did, 
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F.  No,  lie  got  hU  voict  from  vou  : 
Do  use  it,  George,  aiid  send  tlie  thild  to  sleep, 

G.  Whatmuatlsing? 

F.  -ITie  ballad  of  the  man 

That  is  so  shj-  he  cannot  speak  his  mind, 

Q.  Ay,  of  the  purplu  grapes  and  crimson  leaves ; 
But,  mother,  put  your  shawl  and  bonnet  ofl'. 
And,  Frances,  lass,  I  brought  some  cresses  in : 
Just  wash  them,  toast  the  baeon,  break  some  e""-a, 
And  let's  to  supper  shortly. 

My  neiglibor  While  —  we  met  to-day  — 
He  alifflys  had  a  cheerTlil  way. 

As  if  he  hreathed  Ht  en?e; 
My  neighbor  White  lives  diwn  the  gladei 
And  I  live  higher,  in  the  shade 

Of  my  old  walnut-lrees. 

So  many  lads  and  lasses  Bniall, 
To  feed  tbem  ail,  (o  dothe  tiiein  all, 

Must  sitrely  tax  his  wit; 
1  see  his  thateh  when  I  look  oat. 
His  braoching  roses  creep  abont, 

And  vines  half  smother  it. 
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And  little  watch-fires  lieap  Willi  leaves, 

And  milky  Hlberta  board; 
And  there  his  oldest  daughter  stands 
With  downcast  eyea  and  skilfid  handi 

Before  her  irouin^-buard. 

She  comfinta  all  her  mother's  dajii. 
And  with  her  sweet  obedient  ways 

She  makes  lier  labor  light; 
So  sweet  to  hear,  so  lair  to  eee] 
O,  she  in  much  (oo  good  for  me, 

That  lovely  Leilice  WTiituJ 

'Tia  hard  to  ftcl  oneself  a  foolJ 

With  that  same  lass  I  went  to  sohod — 

I  (hen  was  great  and  wise; 
She  read  opon  an  eafiier  book. 
And  I  — I  never  cared  to  look 

Into  her  shy  blue  eyes. 

And  now  I  know  they  mint  he  there, 
Sweet  eyes,  behind  those  laafiee  fair 

That  will  not  raise  their  rim: 
If  maids  be  shy,  he  cures  who  can ; 
But  if  a  man  be  shy  —  a  man  ~ 

^Tiy  then  (lis  worse  for  him  ! 
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Mj  mother  cries,  "  For  such  a  lad 
A  nife  is  easy  to  be  had 

And  aiways  to  lie  fbudd; 
A  finer  schoiar  scarce  can  be, 
And  for  u  foot  and  icf-."  says  she, 

"  He  i)i:at3  the  tountry  round ! 

"  My  handsome  hoy  must  stoop  liis  head 
To  dear  her  door  whom  he  wouid  wed." 
Wealt  praise,  but  fondly  snugl 
"Oraotherl  scholars  sometimes  fell  — 
And  what  can  foot  and  leg  avail 
To  him  tiiat  wants  a  tongue  ?  " 

When  by  her  ironing-board  I  sit. 
Her  little  sisters  round  me  flit. 

And  bring  me  forth  their  store ; 
Darlt  cluster  grapes  of  dusty  blue, 
And  small  sweet  apples,  bright  of  huo 

But  she  abidetli  silent,  fair; 
All  ahaded  by  her  flaxen  hair 

The  blushes  come  and  go; 
1  look,  and  I  no  more  can  speak 
Than  the  red  sim  that  on  her  eheei 

Smiles  as  he  lieth  low. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Come  sailing  down  like  birds  i 
When  from  tlieir  drifts  her  board  I  clear. 
She  tlmakG  me,  but  I  soaice  uxu  hear 

The  Bhjly  uttered  words. 

Oil  have  I  wooed  aweel  Lattice  White 
By  duylight  and  by  cnndlulight 

When  we  two  wore  apart. 
Some  better  day  come  on  apace, 
And  let  me  t«ll  her  face  to  face, 

"  Maiden,  thou  haet  my  heart." 

How  gently  rock  yon  poplars  high 
Agoinet  the  reacli  of  primrose  »ky 

With  heaven's  pnic  candles  stored! 
She  sees  them  all,  sweet  lattice  White; 
I'll  e'en  go  sit  again  to-night 

Beside  her  ironing  board ! 

Why,  you  young  rasna) !  who  would  tliink  it  nowi 
Ko  sooner  do  I  stop  than  you  look  up. 
Wliat  would  you  liave  your  poor  old  father  do  P 
Twaa  a  brave  song,  long-winded,  and  not  loud. 
M.  He  heard  the  bacon  sputter  on  the  fork. 
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Ami  Ijtard  his  mother's  step  across  the  floor. 
Wliure  Uiil  jou  get  that  song?  — 'tis  new  to  mc. 

G.  I  bought  it  of  a  pedlur, 

31.  Bid  j-ou  so  ? 

Well,  j-ou  were  always  for  the  love-songs,  George. 

F.  My  dear,  just  laj-  hie  head  upon  your  arm, 
AnJ  if  you'll  pace  and  sing  two  minutes  more 
He  needs  must  sleep  —  his  eyes  are  full  of  sleep. 

G.  Do  you  sing,  mother. 

F.  Ay,  good  motlier,  do  ; 
'Tis  long  since  we  h.ivc  heard  you. 

M.  Like  enough ; 

I'm  an  old  woman,  and  the  girls  and  lads 
I  useil  to  sing  to  sleep  o'ertop  me  now. 
What  should  I  sing  for? 

G,  Why,  to  pleasure  us. 
Sing  in  the  chimney  comer,  where  you  sit. 
And  rll  pace  gently  with  the  little  one. 

When  sparrowi  liuiW,  and  tho  Icai'es  break  forth, 

My  old  sorrow  wakes  and  cries. 
For  I  know  there  is  duwn  In  the  far,  tkr  nortli, 
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Like  a  acaikt  fltiiua  llie  »Qow-fiold  aprciuls. 

And  the  icy  founts  run  free, 
And  the  berge  be^n  to  bovf  lliejr  heads, 

And  plunge,  nnd  sail  in  tbe  sea. 

0  my  lost  love,  and  ray  own,  own  love, 

And  my  love  Ihat  loved  rae  bo  ! 
Is  thcie  never  a  eliiiik  in  the  world  above 

Where  they  listen  fbr  words  Irnm  below  ? 
Nay,  I  spoke  once,  and  I  grieved  thee  sore, 

Till  ihe  sea  gives  up  her  dead. 

Thou  didst  set  thy  foot  on  the  ship,  and  sail 

To  the  ice-fields  and  the  snow ; 
Thou  wert  sad,  for  thy  love  did  nought  avail, 

And  the  end  I  could  not  know; 
How  could  I  tell  I  should  love  Uiee  to-day. 

Whom  Ihat  day  I  held  not  dear? 
How  could  1  know  I  Ehould  love  thee  away 

When  I  did  not  love  Ibeo  anear  'i 

We  shall  walk  no  raore  through  the  sodden  plaii 

With  the  faded  bents  o'erepread, 
We  shall  stand  no  more  by  the  seething  main 

While  the  dark  wrack  drives  o'erhaad ; 
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We  iliall  purt  no  n 

loreir 

,  the  wind  an 

d  Uie  r»in. 

Where  0\y  last  i 

ireweliwflSEaid: 

But  perhaps  I  shall 

Imeet 

thee  and  kn< 

,w  thee  as 

Wheii  the  sea  ^■ 

i^esup 

her  dead. 

F 

.  Asleep  at  last,  i 

ind  ti 

me  he  was, 

indeed. 

Tun 

1  back  tlie  cradle- 

quilt, 

.  and  lay  him  in; 

And 

,  mother,  will  yot 

ipfca 

so  to  draw 

your  cha 

The 

supper's  ready. 
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SCHOLAR  AKD  CARPENTER. 

5HILE   ripening  corn  grew  thick  and 

j  And  here  and  there  men  stood  to 

i-—.  vj.ie  mom  1  put  niy  heart  to  sleep, 
^^J       And  to  tiie  lanes  I  took  my  way. 
The  goldfinoli  on  a  tbistle-liead 
Stood  seattering  seedlets  wkile  slie  fed ; 
The  wrens  their  pretty  gossip  spread, 
Or  joined  a  random  roundelay. 

On  hanging  cobwebs  shone  the  dew. 
And  thick  the  wayside  clovers  grew; 
The  feeding  bee  had  much  to  do, 

So  fast  did  honey-drops  exude ; 
She  sucked  and  murmured,  and  was  gone. 
And  lit  on  other  blooms  anon. 
The  while  I  learned  a  lesson  on 

The  source  and  sense  of  quietude. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


For  Bheep-bells  thiming  Irom  a  wold. 
Or  bleat  of  lamb  within  its  fold, 
Or  cooing  of  love-legends  old 

To  doTe-wives  make  not  quiet  less ; 
Ecstatic  thirp  of  winged  tiling, 
Or  bubbling  of  the  water-spnng. 
Are  sounds  that  more  than  silence  bring 

Itself  and  ifs  delightso 


Wiile  thus  I  went  to  gladness  fain, 
I  had  but  walked  a  mile  or  twain 
Before  my  heart  woke  up  again. 

As  dreaming  she  had  slept  too  late ; 
The  morning  freshness  that  she  viewed 
With  her  own  meanings  she  endued. 
And  touched  with  her  solicitude 

The  natures  she  did  meditate. 


"Tf  quiet  is,  for  it  I  wait; 
To  it,  ah  I  let  me  wed  iny  fate, 
And,  like  a  sad  wife,  supplicate 
My  roving  lord  no  more  to  flee : 
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If  leisure  is  —  but,  all !  'tis  not  — 
'Tis  long  past  praj-ing  for,  Ood  w 
The  fasliion  of  it  men  forgot. 
About  tlie  age  of  ehivalrj'. 


"  Sweet  is  the  leisure  of  tlie  bird; 
She  craves  no  time  for  work  deferred ; 
Iler  wings  are  not  to  aching  stirred 

Pruviding  for  her  helpless  ones. 
Fair  is  the  leisiiris  of  tbu  wheat; 
All  night  the  damps  about  it  fleet ; 
All  day  it  baaketh  in  the  heat. 

And  grows,  and  whispers  orisons. 


"  Grand  is  the  leisure  of  the  earth ; 
She  gives  her  happy  myriads  birth. 
And  after  han-est  fears  not  dearth, 

But  goes  to  sleep  in  snow-wrealhs  dim. 
Dread  is  the  leisure  up  above 
The  while  He  sits  whose  name  is  Love, 
And  waits,  as  Noah  did,  for  the  dove, 
To  wit  if  she  would  fly  to  hira. 
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"  He  w!i,its  for  us,  while,  houadess  things. 
We  beat  about  with  bruited  wings 
On  the  darit  floods  and  water-springs. 

The  ruined  world,  the  desolate  sea ; 
With  open  windows  from  the  prime 
All  night,  all  day,  He  waits  sublime, 
Until  the  fulness  of  the  time 

Deereed  fi-om  Ilis  eternity. 


"  Where  is  our  leisure  ?  —  Give  us  rest. 
Where  is  the  quiet  we  possessed? 
We  must  have  had  it  onee  —  were  blest 

With  peace  whose  phantoms  yet  eutiee. 
Sorely  the  motlier  of  mankind 
Longed  for  the  garden  left  behind; 
For  we  still  prove  some  yearnings  blind 

Inherited  from  Paradise." 


"  Hold,  heart ! "  I  cried ;   "  for  trouble  sleeps ; 
I  hear  no  sound  of  aught  that  weeps ; 
I  will  not  look  into  thy  deeps  — 
I  am  afraid,  I  am  afraid ! " 
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"Afraid!"  alie  aaitli;  "and  yet  'tis  true 
That  what  rain,  dreads  hu  still  should  view 
Should  do  the  thing  he  fears  to  do, 
And  storm  tlie  ghosts  in  amhuscade." 


''  What  good  ? "  I  sigh.     "  Was  reason  nmaut 
To  straighten  branches  that  are  hoiit, 
Or  sootho  an  ancient  diseout4:tit. 

The  instinct  of  a  rate  dethroned  ? 
Ah !  douhlj-  should  that  instinct  go 
Must  the  four  rivers  cease  to.  flo«f, 
Nor  yield  those  rumors  sweet  and  low 
Wherewith  raaji's  life  is  imdertoned." 


"  Yet  had  I  but  the  past."  she  cries, 
"  And  it  was  lost,  I  would  arise 
And  comfort  nic  some  other  wise. 

But  more  than  loss  about  me  clings : 
I  am  but  restless  with  mj'  race  ; 
The  whispers  from  a  heavenly  place. 
Once  dropped  among  us,  seem  to  chase 
Rest  with  their  prophct-visi tings. 
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'■  Tlie  race  h  like  a  child,  as  jct 
Too  young  fur  ail  tilings  to  be  set 
Plainly  before  him  witb  no  let 

Or  hindrance  meet  for  his  degree ; 
But  ne'ertheleBS  by  much  too  old 
Not  to  perceive  that  men  withhold 
More  of  the  storj'  than  is  told. 

And  so  infer  a  mysteiy. 


"If  the  Celestials  daily  fly 

And  float,  our  masts  and  turrets  nigh, 

Conversing  on  Heaven's  great  intents; 
What  wonder  hints  of  coming  things, 
Whereto  man's  hope  and  yearning  clings, 
Should  drop  like  feathers  from  their  winga 
And  give  us  vague  presentiments? 


"And  as  the  waxing  moon  can  take 
Tlie  tidal  waters  in  her  wake 
And  lea<l  tliem  round  and  round  fo  breik 
Obedient  to  her  drawings  dim ; 
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So  i.iay  the  movemonts  of  His  miiid- 
Tlic  first  Great  Father  of  mankind, 
Afl'ett  with  answering  movements  iilitid, 
And  draw  the  soula  that  "jreatl";  by  Iliiij, 


"  We  had  a  message  l(>nfr  atco 
That  like  a  river  pnact*  sliouIU  flow, 
And  Eden  hloom  qfiiin  below. 

We  heard,  ami  we  began  to  wait : 
Full  soon-tha*.  rf osBafje  men  forgot ; 
Yet  waitinj;  )?  their  destined  lot. 
And  wii»\nir  for  tliej"  know  not  what 

They  strive  with  yearnings  jiassionato. 


Fcfcrpt  and  faith  alike  enchain; 
Tliere  was  a  loss,  there  comes  a  gain ; 
We  stand  at  fault  betwixt  the  twain. 

And  that  is  veiled  for  which  we  pant. 
Our  lives  are  short,  our  ten  times  seven; 
We  think  the  conneila  held  in  heaven 
Sit  long,  ere  yet  that  blissful  leaven 

Work  peace  amongst  the  militant. 
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"  Tlien  wc  blame  God  that  sin  sliould  hi 

Adam  began  it  at  the  tvce, 

'  The  woman  whom  Thou  gavest  me  ; ' 

And  we  adopt  his  dark  device, 
O  long  Thou  tarriest !  tome  and  reign. 
And  bring  forgiveness  in  Thy  train, 
And  give  us  in  our  lianils  again 

TIjc  ajiples  of  Thy  Paradise." 


"  Far-seeing  heart !  if  that  he  all. 
The  happy  tilings  that  did  not  fall," 
I  sighed,  "  from  every  coppice  call 

They  never  from  tliat  garden  went 
Behold  their  joy,  so  comfort  thee. 
Behold  the  blossom  and  the  bee. 
For  they  are  yet  as  good  and  free 

As  when  poor  Eve  was  innocent. 


"But  reason  thus :   ■  If  wo  saiilf  low. 
If  the  lost  garden  we  forego. 
Each  in  his  day,  nor  ever  know 
But  in  our  poet  souls  its  face ; 
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Yet  wt  may  rise  until  we  reach 
A  lieight  untold  of  in  its  speech  — 
A  lesson  that  it  could  not  teach 
Learn  in  this  darker  dwelling-placi 


"Anil  reason  on;  '  We  take  the  spoil j 
Loss  made  us  poets,  anil  the  soil 
Taught  us  great  patience  in  our  toil. 

And  life  is  kin  to  God  through  death. 
Christ  were  not  One  with  us  but  so. 
And  if  herefl  of  Him  we  go ; 
Dearer  the  heavenly  mansions  grow. 

His  home,  to  man  that  wandereth.' 


"  Content  thoo  so,  and  ease  thy  smart." 
With  that  she  slept  again,  my  lieart, 
And  I  admired  and  took  my  part 

With  crowds  of  happy  things  the  while: 
With  open  velvet  bjitterflies 
That  sivjing  and  spread  their  peacock  eyes. 
As  if  they  cared  no  more  to  rise 

From  off  their  beds  of  camomile. 
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The  blackcaps  in  an  oreliard  met, 
Praising  the  berries  while  they  ate ; 
The  finch  that  flew  her  beak  to  whet 

Before  she  joined  them  on  the  tree ; 
The  water  mouse  among  tlie  reeds  — 
His  bright  eyes  glancing  black  as  beads, 
So  happy  with  a  bunch  of  seeds  — 

I  felt  their  gladness  heartily. 


But  I  came  on,  1  smelt  the  hay. 
And  up  the  hills  1  took  my  way. 
And  down  them  still  made  holiday, 

And  ivalked,  and  wearied  not  a  wlii 
But  ever  with  the  lane  I  went 
Until  it  dropped  with  steep  descent. 
Cut  deep  into  the  rock,  a  t«nt 

Of  maple  branches  roofing  it. 


A  down  tlie  rock  small  runlets  wept, 
And  reckless  ivies  leaned  and  crept, 
And  little  spots  of  sunshine  slept 
On  its  brown  steeps  and  made  them  fair ; 
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And  broader  beams  athwart  it  shot, 
Where  martins  cheeped  in  many  a  knot. 
For  they  had  ta'eii  a  SMidy  plot 
And  sTOoped  another  Petra  there. 


And  deeper  down,  hemmed  in  and  hid 
From  upper  light  and  life  amid 
The  swallowa  gossiping,  I  thrid 

Its  mazes,  till  the  dipping  land 
Sank  to  the  level  of  my  lane : 
That  was  the  kst  hill  of  the  chain, 
And  fair  below  I  saw  the  plain 

That  seemed  cold  cheer  to  reprimand. 


Half-drovmcd  in  sleepy  peace  It  lay, 
As  satiate  with  the  boundless  play 
Of  sunshine  on  its  green  array. 

And  eleir-cnt  hills  of  gloomy  blue 
To  keep  it  safe  rose  up  bebind. 
As  with  a  eharmfid  ring  to  bind 
The  grassy  sen,  where  clouds  might  find 

A  plaee  to  bring  their  shadows  to. 
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I  said,  and  blest  that  pastoral  grace, 
"How  sweet  thou  art,  thou  sunny  place  I 
Thy  God  approves  thy  smiling  face : " 

But  straight  my  heart  put  in  her  word ; 
She  Miid,  "  Albeit  thy  face  I  bless. 
There  have  been  times,  sweet  wilderness. 
When  I  liaye  wished  to  lovo  thee  less, 

Such  pan^  thy  smile  administered." 


But,  Ii>!  Treached  a  field  of  wheat. 
And  by  its  gate  full  clear  and  sweet 
A  workman  sang,  while  at  his  feet 

Played  a  young  thild,  all  lift  and  stir  — 
A  three  years'  child,  with  rosy  !ip. 
Who  in  the  song  had  partnership, 
Made  happy  with  each  falling  chip 

Dropped  by  the  busy  carpenter. 


This,  reared  a  new  gate  for  the  old. 
And  loud  the  tuneful  measure  rolled. 
But  stopped  as  t  came  up  to  hold 
Some  kindly  talk  of  passing  things. 
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Bvave  were  his  eyes,  and  frank  his  ii 
Of  all  men's  faces,  calm  or  keen, 
A  better  I  have  never  seen 
In  all  my  lonely  wanderings. 


And  how  it  was  I  scarce  can  tell, 
We  seemed  to  please  each  other  well ; 
I  lingered  till  a  noonday  bell 

Had  sounded,  and  his  task  was  done. 
An  oak  had  screened  us  from  the  heat; 
And  'neath  it  in  the  standing  wheat, 
A  cradle  and  a  fair  retreat. 

Full  sweetly  slept  the  little  one. 


The  workman  rested  from  his  stroke. 
And  manly  were  the  words  he  spoke. 
Until  the  smiling  babe  awoke 

And  prayed  to  him  for  milk  and  food. 
Then  to  a  runlet  forth  he  went. 
And  brought  a  wallet  from  the  bent. 
And  bade  mo  to  the  meal,  intent 

I  should  not  quit  !iis  neighborhood. 
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"  For  here,"  said  he,  "  are  brtad  and  beer, 
And  meat  enough  to  make  good  cheer ; 
Sir,  eat  with  me,  and  liave  no  fear, 

For  none  upon  my  work  depend. 
Saving  this  child ;  and  I  may  aay 
That  1  am  rich,  for  every  day 
I  put  by  somewhat ;  therefore  stay. 

And  to  such  eating  condescend." 


We  ate.     The  child  —  child  fair  to  sec  — 
Began  to  ding  about  liis  knee, 
And  he  down  leaning  fatherly 

Received  soiC3  softly-prattled  prayer; 
He  smiled  as  if  to  list  were  halm. 
And  with  his  labor-hardened  palm 
Pushiid  from  the  bahy-forehead  calm 

Tliose  shuiing  locks  that  clustered  there. 


ihe  rosy  moutu  made  fresh  essay  — 
"  0  would  he  sing  or  wonld  he  plav  P " 
I  looked,  my  thought  would  wake  its  way- 
"  Fair  is  your  child  of  face  and  limb, 
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Tlic  round  blue  eyes  full  sweetly  sliino 
He  answered  me  witli  glance  beuign  — 
Ay,  Sir;  but  he  ia  none  of  uiiiic, 
Although  I  set  great  stoi-e  by  him." 


With  that,  aa  if  liis  heart  was  fain 
To  open  — nathlese  not  complain  — 
He  let  my  quiet  questions  gain 

His  story :  "  Not  of  kin  to  me," 
Repeating;  "but  asleep,  awako, 
For  worse,  for  better,  him  I  take, 
To  cherish  for  my  dead  wife's  sake. 

And  count  him  as  her  legacy. 


"  I  married  with  the  sweetest  lass 
That  ever  stepped  on  meadow  grass ; 
Tiiat  ever  at  her  looking-glass 

Some  pleasure  took,  some  natural  care ; 
That  ever  swept  a  cottage  floor 
And  worked  all  day,  nor  e'er  gave  o'er 
Till  eve,  then  watched  beside  the  door 

Till  her  good  man  should  meet  her  there. 
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SCIIOLAH   ANE 

"  ISiit  I  lost  all  in  its  fresh  prime ; 
My  wifo  fell  ill  lieforo  liur  time  — 
Just  as  tLc  bulls  Ijegau  to  cliimc 

One  Sunday  mora.     By  iiuxt  day's  1 
Her  little  babe  was  born  and  dead, 
And  she,  anconseious  what  she  said. 
With  {<iiihlo  hands  about  her  spread, 

Sought  it  with  yi'arnings  iiiiiuito. 


"With  raotber-longing  still  beguiled, 
And  lost  in  fevor-fancies  wild, 
She  piteously  bemoaned  her  child 

That  me  had  stolen,  she  said.  away. 
And  ten  sad  days  she  sighed  to  me,  . 
'  I  cannot  rest  until  I  see 
My  pretty  one !     I  tliink  that  he 

Smiled  in  my  face  but  yesterday.' 


"  Then  sbii  would  change,  an<l  faintly  try 
To  sing  some  tender  lullaby; 
And  '  Ah ! '  would  moan,  '  if  I  should  die. 
Who,  sweetest  babo,  would  cherish  thee: 
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TliiMi  u-f>i.'p,  '  My  pretly  boy  is  growji ; 
With  tuiiiler  fouE  on  the  cold  stone 
III!  stands,  for  ho  can  stand  alone. 
And  no  one  leads  liim  motherly.' 


"  Thon  she  with  dying  moYemcnts  s 
Would  seem  to  knit,  or  seem  to  sew 
'  His  feet  are  bare,  he  must  not  go 

Unshod : '  and  as  her  death  drew 
'  0  little  baby,'  she  would  sigh ; 
'  My  little  child,  I  cannot  die 
Til!  I  have  you  to  slumber  nigh  — ■ 

You,  you  to  set  mine  eyes  upon.' 


"  When  she  spake  thus,  and  moaning  lay. 
They  aaid,  '  She  cannot  pass  away. 
So  sore  she  longs : '  and  as  the  day 

Broke  on  the  hills,  I  left  her  side. 
Mourning  along  this  lane  I  went ; 
Some  travellbg  folk  had  pitched  their  tent 
Up  yonder:  there  a  woman,  bent 

Witl)  age,  sat  meanly  canopied. 
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SCHOLAR   AND   CARPENTER. 

"  A  twelvemonths'  cllilU  was  at  hor  siUi; ; 
'  Whose  infant  may  that  be  ? '  I  cried. 
'  His  tliat  will  own  him,'  she  replied ; 

'His  mother's  dead,  no  worse  could  be.' 
'  Since  you  can  give  —  or  else  I  erred — 
See,  you  are  taken  at  your  word,' 
Quoth  I ;   '  That  cJdld  is  niiiiB ;  I  heard. 

And  own  him !     Rise,  and  give  him  me.' 


"  She  rose  amazed,  hut  cursed  me  too ; 
She  could  not  hold  such  luck  for  true, 
But  gave  liim  soon,  with  small  ado. 

I  laid  hiin  by  my  Lucy's  side ; 
Close  to  her  face  that  baby  crept, 
And  stroked  it,  and  the  sweet  soul  wept; 
Then,  while  upon  her  arm  he  slept, 

Siie  passed,  for  she  was  satisfied. 


"I  loved  Iicr  well,  I  wept  her  sore. 

And  when  her  funeral  left  my  door 

I  thought  that  I  should  never  more 

Feel  any  pleasure  near  inc  glow; 
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But  1  have  learned,  though  this  I  had, 
Tis  someChiies  natural  to  be  glad. 
And  no  man  can  be  always  sad 
Unless  he  wills  to  have  it  so. 


"  Oh,  I  Iiad  heayy  nights  at  first, 
And  daily  wakening  was  the  worst : 
For  then  ray  grief  arose,  and  burst 

Like  something  fresh  upon  my  head ; 
Yet  when  leas  keen  it  seemed  to  grow, 
I  was  not  pleased  —  I  wished  to  go 
Mourning  adown  this  vale  of  woe, 

For  all  my  life  uncomforted. 


"I  grudged  myself  the  lightsome  ^r. 
That  makes  man  cheerful  unaware  i 
Wlien  comfort  came,  I'did  not  care 

To  take  it  in,  to  feel  it  stir : 
And  yet  God  took  with  me  His  plan. 
And  now  for  my  appointed  span 
I  think  I  am  a  happier  man 

For  having  wed  and  wept  for  ber- 
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"  Biitauae  no  natural  tie  remains, 
On  tliis  small  tiling  I  spend  my  gains ; 
God  tuakus  ino  love  him  for  my  pains. 

And  liinds  mc  so  to  wholesome  care: 
I  would  not  lose  from  my  past  life 
That  happy  year,  tiiat  happy  wife ! 
Yet  now  I  wage  no  useless  strife 

Wilh  feelings  blithe  and  debonair. 


' '  I  have  the  courage  to  be  gay. 
Although  she  lieth  lapped  away 
tinder  the  daisies,  for  I  say, 

*  Thou  wouldst  be  glad  if  thou  eouldst  &t 
My  constant  thought  makes  manifest 
I  have  not  what  I  love  the  best, 
But  I  must  thank  God  for  the  rest 

While  I  hold  heaven  a  verity." 


He  rose,  upon  his  shoulder  set 
The  child,  and  while  with  vague  regret 
We  parted,  pleased  that  we  hail  met. 
My  heart  did  with  herself  confer! 
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Witli  wholtsome  shame  ahe  did  repent 
Her  reasonings  idly  eloquent, 
And  said,  "  I  might  be  more  contodt: 
But  God  go  wit&  the  carpenter." 
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THE  STAlt'S   MONUMENT. 

IN   THE  CONOLUDINa   PART    OF   A   D1SC0DR5B   ON   FAMB. 
IHc/l      A     ] 

F  thLr     1      n  tmon  n    the  world  to 

If  tl    u^ht  rtcur  tu  «OMB  things 
•silenced  here 
I  Then  shill  the  detp  heart  be  no 
loi  ger  dun  b 
But  hnd  expression  m  that  happier  sphere ; 
It  shall  not  be  denied  their  utmost  sum 

Of  love,  to  speak  without  or  fault  or  fear, 
But  utter  to  the  barp  with  changes  sweet 
Words  that,  forbiddeu  still,  then  heaven  were  inconi- 
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[iZe  speaks, ~\ 

Now  let  us  talk  about  the  antient  daj-s, 

And  tilings  wliii:h  happened  long  before  our  birth 

It  is  a  pity  to  lament  that  praise 

Should  be  no  shadow  in  the  train  of  worth. 

What  is  it,  Madam,  that  your  heart  dismays  ? 
■flTiy  murmur  at  the  course  of  this  vast  earth  P 

Think  rather  of  the  work  than  of  the  pr^se; 

Come,  we  will  talk  about  the  ancient  days. 

There  was  a  Foot,  Madam,  onco  (s^d  he) ; 

I  will  relate  his  story  to  you  now. 
While  through  the  branehes  of  this  apple-tree 

Some  spots  of  sunshine  flicker  on  your  brow ; 
While  every  flower  hath  on  its  breast  a  bee. 

And  every  bird  in  stirring  doth  endow 
The  grass  with  falling  blooms  that  smoothly  glide. 
As  ships  drop  3own  a  river  witli  the  tide. 

For  telling  of  his  tale  no  fitter  place 

Than  this  old  orchard,  sloping  to  the  west; 

Through  its  pink  dome  of  blossom  I  can  trace 
Some  overlying  azure ;  for  the  rest, 
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These  (lowery  branches  round  us  interlace ; 

The  ground  is  holbwed  like  a  mossy  nest : 
Who  talks  of  fame  while  the  religious  spring 
Offers  the  incense  of  hor  blossoming? 


There  was  a  Poet,  Madam,  once  (said  he). 
Who,  while  he  walked  at  sundown  in  a  lane, 

Took  to  his  heart  the  liope  that  destiny 
Had  singled  him  this  guerdon  to  obtain. 

That  by  the  power  of  his  sweet  minstrelsy 

Some  hearts  for  truth  and  goodness  he  should  gain, 

And  charm  some  grovellers  to  uplift  flieir  eyes 

And  suddenly  wax  conscious  of  the  skies. 


"  Master,  good  e'en  to  ye ! "  a  woodman  said. 

Who  the  low  hedge  was  trimming  with  his  shears, 
"This  hour  is  fine"  —  the  Poet  bowed  his  head. 

'■  More  fine,"  he  tiiought,  "  O  friend !  to  me  appear 
The  sunset  than  to  you ;  finer  the  spread 

Of  orange  lustre  through  these  azure  spheres. 
Wliere  little  clouds  lie  still,  like  flocks  of  sheep. 
Or  vessels  sailing  in  God's  other  deep. 
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"  0  fintr  far !     Wliat  ivork  so  hlgli  as  mine, 
Intei-preter  betwixt  the  world  aiid  man. 

Nature's  ungathered  pearls  to  set  and  shrine, 
Tlie  mystvry  she  wraps  lier  in  to  scan ; 

Her  unsyilabic  voices  to  combine. 

Anil  serve  her  with  suth  love  as  poets  can ; 

With  mortal  words,  her  chant  of  praise  to  bind. 

Then  die,  and  leave  the  poem  to  mankind? 


"  O  fair,  O  line,  O  lot  to  be  desired ! 

Earlj-  and  late  my  heart  appeals  to  me. 
And  says,  'O  work,  O  will  —  Thou  man,  be  fired 

To  cam  this  lot,'  —  she  saj-s,  'I  would  not  be 
A  worker  for  mine  own  hrea<l,  or  one  hii-ed 

For  mine  own  profit.  0,  I  would  be  free 
To  work  for  others ;  love  so  earned  of  them 
Should  bo  my  wages  and  my  diadem. 


"  ■  Tlien  when  I  died  I  should  not  fall,'  says  she, 
■  Like  dropping  flowers  that  no  man  notieeth. 

But  like  a  great  braneh  of  some  stately  tree 
Kent  in  a  tempest,  and  flung  down  to  death. 
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Thick  with  green  leafage  —  so  Uiat  piteously 

Each  passer  by  that  ruin  shudderetli. 
And  saith,  The  gap  this  branch  hatJi  left  is  wide; 
llie  loss  thereol'  can  never  be  supplied.'" 


But,  Madam,  while  the  Poet  pondered  eo, 
Toward  the  leafy  hedge  he  turned  his  eje, 

And  saw  two  slender  branches  that  did  grow. 
And  from  it  rising  spring  and  flourish  high ; 

Tlieir  tops  were  twined  together  fast,  and,  lo. 
Their  shadow  crosseil  the  path  as  he  went  by  — 

The  shadow  of  a  wild  rose  and  a  briar, 

And  it  waa  shaped  in  aemblance  like  a  lyre. 


In  sooth,  a  lyre-!  and  as  the  soft  air  played. 
Those  branches  stirred,  but  did  not  disunite. 

"  O  emblem  meet  for  me ! "  the  Poet  said ; 
"Ay,  I  accept  and  own  thee  for  my  right: 

The  sliadowy  lyre  across  my  feet  is  laid, 

Distinct  though  frail,  and  clear  with  crimson  li 

Fast  is  it  twineil  to  bear  the  windy  strain, 

And,  supple,  it  will  bend  and  rise  again. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


■'Tins  IjTe  is  east  across  the  dusty  may. 
The  common  path  that  common  men  pursue ; 

I  crave  like  blessing  for  my  shadowy  lay, 
Lifers  trodden  paths  with  beauty  to  renew, 

And  cheer  the  eve  of  many  a  toil-stained  day. 
Light  it,  old  sun,  wet  it,  thou  common  dew, 

Tliat  'neath  men's  feet  its  image  still  may  be 

While  yet  it  waves  above  them,  living  lyre,  lil;e  tlice ! " 


But  even  as  the  Poet  spoke,  behoid 
He  lifted  up  his  face  toward  the  sity ; 

The  ruddy  sun  dipt  under  the  grey  wold, 

Hia  shadowy  lyre  was  gone ;  and,  passing  by. 

The  woodman  lifting  up  his  shears,  was  bold 
Then'  temper  on  those  branches  twain  to  try. 

And  aU  their  loveliness  and  leafage  sweet 

Fell  in  the  pathway,  at  the  Poet's  feet. 


"  All !  my  fair  emblem  that  I  ehosc,"  quoth  he, 

'■  That  for  myself  I  coveted  but  now, 
Too  soon,  mcthinks,  thou  hast  been  false  to  me; 

The  lyre  from  pathway  fades,  tJio  light  from  brow." 
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Thtn  straightway  turned  he  from  it  hastily. 

As  di'cam  Ihat  waking  sense  will  disallow; 
Aiid  while  the  highway  heavenward  paled  apace, 
Hii  went  on  westward  to  his  dwelling-place, 

lie  went  on  steadily,  while  far  and  fast 

The  sninmer  darkness  dropped  upon  tlio  world, 

A  gentle  air  among  the  cloudlets  paased 

And  fanned  away  their  crimson ;  then  it  curled 

The  yellow  poppies  in  the  field,  and  cast 
A  dimness  on  the  grasses,  for  it  furled 

Their  daisies,  and  swept  out  the  purple  stain 

That  eve  had  left  upon  the  pastoral  plain. 

He  reached  his  city.     Lo !  the  darkened  street 
Where  he  abode  was  full  of  gazing  crowds ; 

He  heard  the  muffled  tread  of  many  feet ; 
A  multitude  stood  gazing  at  the  clouds. 

"AVliat  mark   yc  there,"  said   lie,   "and   whcrcfor( 

Only  a  passing  mist  the  heaven  o'ershrouds ; 
It  breaks,  it  parts,  it  drifts  like  scatl-ered  spars  — 
What  lies  behind  it  but  the  nightly  stars  ?  " 
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Tlicn  Old  the  gazing  crowd  to  him  aver 

They  sought  a  lamp  in  heaven  whose  light  waa  hid  ; 
For  that  in  sooth  an  old  Astronomer 

Down  from  his  roof  had  rushed  info  their  mid, 
Frighted,  and  fain  with  others  to  confer, 

That  he  had  cried,  "  O  sirs ! "  —  and  upward  bid 
Tliem  gaze  —  "O  sirs,  a  light  is  ijuenched  afar; 
Look  up,  my  masters,  we  have  lost  a  star ! " 


The  people  pointed,  and  the  Poet's  eyes 
Flew  upward,  where  a  gleaming  sisterhood 

Swam  in  the  dewy  heaven.     The  very  skies 
Were  mutable  ;  for  all7amazed  he  stood 

To  see  that  truly  not  in  any  wise 

He  eould  behold  them  as  of  old,  nor  could 

His  eyes  receive  the  whole  whereof  he  wot, 

But  when  he  told  them  over,  one  was  not. 


While  j-et  he  gazed  and  pondered  reverently, 
The  fickle  folk  began  to  move  away. 

"  It  is  hut  one  star  less  for  us  to  see ; 

And  what  docs  one  star  signily  ? "  quoth  they ; 
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'■  The  heayens  are  full  of  them."     "  But,  ah  ! "  said  he, 
"That  star  was  brightwhile  yet  she  lasted."    "  Ay  !" 
They  answered :   "  praise  her.  Poet,  an'  ye  will : 
SoKie  aiu  now  shining  that  are  brighter  still." 


"  Poor  star !  to  be  disparaged  so  soon 
On  her  withdrawal,"  thus  tho  Poet  sighed ; 

"  That  men  should  miss,  and  straight  deny  Ler  noon 
Its  brightness ! "    But  the  people  in  their  pride 

Said,  "  How  arc  we  beholden."  'twas  no  boon 
She  gave.     Her  nature  'twas  to  shine  so  wide : 

She  could  not  choose  but  shine,  nor  could  we  know 

Such  star  had  ever  dwelt  in  heaven  but  so," 


Tho  Poet  answered  sadly,  "  That  is  true ! " 
And  then  he  thought  upon  uuthank fulness ; 

While  BOmc  went  homeward ;  and  (he  residue, 
llcilecting  that  the  stars  are  numberless, 

Mourned  tliat  man's  daylight  hours  should  he  so 
So  short  the  shining  that  his  path  may  bless : 

To  nearer  themes  then  tuned  their  willing  lips. 

And  thought  no  more  upon  the  star's  eclipse. 
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But  Lt!,  the  Poet,  could  not  rest  content 
Till  lie  had  found  that  old  Astronomer ; 

Tiiei'tfore  at  midnight  to  his  house  he  went 
And  prayed  him  be  his  tale's  interpreter. 

And  jet  upon  the  heaven  his  ejes  he  bent. 
Hearing  the  marvel ;  jet  he  eouglit  for  her 

That  was  awantmg,  in  the  hope  her  face 

Once  more  might  fill  its  reft  abiding-place. 


Then  aaJd  the  ohl  Astronomer  r  "  My  son, 
I  sat  alone  upon  my  roof  to-jiigbt ; 

I  saw  the  stars  come  forili,  and  scareely  shun 
To  fringe  the  edges  of  the  western  light ; 

1  marked  those  aneieut  elusters  one  by  one, 
Tlie  same  that  blessed  our  old  forelather's 

For  God  alone  is  ohlev — none  but  He 

Can  ehai'ge  the  stars  with  mutability ; 


"The  elders  of  the  night,  the  steadfast  si 
The  old,  old  stars  which  God  lias  let  us 

That  they  might  be  our  soul's  auxHiars, 
And  help  us  to  the  truth  how  young  we 
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God's  youngest,  latest  boi'ii,  as  if,  some  spars 

And  a  little  clay  being  over  of  them  —  He 

Had  made  our  world  and  ua  thereof,  yet  given, 

To  humble  us,  the  sight  of  His  great  heavca. 


"  But  ah !  my  son,  to-night  mine  eyes  have  seen 
The  death  of  light,  the  end  of  old  renown ; 

A  shrinking  back  of  glory  that  had  been, 
A  dread  eclipse  before  the  Eternal's  frown. 

How  soon  a  little  grass  will  grow  between 
These  eyes  and  those  appointed  to  look  down 

Upon  a  world  that  was  not  made  on  high 

Till  the  last  scenes  of  their  long  einpiry ! 


"  To-night  that  shining  cluster  now  despoiled 
Lay  in  day's  wake  a  perfect  sisterhood ; 

Sweet  was  its  light  to  me  tliat  long  had  toiled, 
It  gleamed  and  trembled  o'er  the  distant  wood ; 

Blown  in  a  pile  the  elouib  from  it  recoiled. 
Coot  twilight  up  the  sky  her  way  made  good ; 

I  saw,  but  not  believed  —  it  was  so  strange  — 

That  one  of  those  same  stars  ha<l  suffered  change. 
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"  The  darkness  gathered,  and  metliougbt  she  spread, 
Wrapped  in  a  reddish  haze  that  waxed  and  waned  ; 

But  notwitlistanding  to  myself  I  said — 

■  Tlie  stars  are  changeless ;    sure   some  wote  hath 
stained 

Mine  eyes,  and  her  fair  glory  minishfid.' 
Of  age  and  failing  vision  I  complained, 

And  thought  '  some  vapor  in  the  heavens  doth  swim, 

Tlmt  makes  her  look  so  hirgo  and  yet  so  dim.' 

"  But  I  gazed  round,  and  all  her  lustrous  peers 
In  her  red  preseuce  showed  but  wan  and  white ; 

For  like  a  living  coal  beheld  through  tears 

She  glowed  and  quivered  with  a  gloomy  light: 

Methought  she  trembled,  as  all  siuk  through  fears. 
Helpless,  appalled,  appealing  to  the  night ; 

Lite  one  who  throws  his  arms  op  to  the  sky 

And  bows  down  Buffering,  hopeless  of  reply. 

"  At  length,  as  if  an  everlasting  Hand 
Had  tsken  hold  upon  her  in  her  place. 

And  swiftly,  like  a  golden  grain  of  sand. 
Through  all  the  deep  infinitudes  of  space 
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Was  drawing  her  —  God's  truth  as  hero  I  stand  — 

Backward  and  inward  to  itself  j  her  face 
Fast  lessened,  lessened,  till  it  looked  no  more 
Than  siniiUest  atom  on  a  boundless  shore. 


"And  she  that  was  so  fair,  I  saw  her  lie, 
The  smallest  tiling  in  God's  great  firmament. 

Till  niglit  was  at  the  darkest,  and  on  high 

Her  sisters  glittered,  though  her  light  waa  spent; 

I  strained,  to  follow  her,  eaeh  aching  eye. 
So  swiftly  at  her  Maker's  will  she  went ; 

Hooked  again  — Hooked  — the  star  was  gone,  ■ 

And  nothing  marked  in  heaven  where  she  had  shone." 


"Gone!"  said  the  Poet,   " and  about  to  ! 

Forgotten :  (),  how  sad  a  fate  is  hers  < " 
"  How  is  it  sad,  my  son  ?  "  all  reverently 

The  old  man  answered ;   *'  though  she 
No  longer  with  her  lamp  to  nie  and  tliee. 

She  has  fulfilled  her  mission.  God  transfers 
Or  dims  her  ray ;  yet  was  she  blest  as  bright. 
For  all  her  life  was  spent  in  giving  light." 
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"  Her  mission  slie  fulfilled  assuredly ," 
The  Poet  cried :   ' '  but,  0  unhappy  star ! 

None  pr^se  and  few  will  bear  in  memory 
The  name  she  went  by.    O,  from  far,  from  far 

Comes  down,  methinks,  her  mournful  voice  to  me. 
Full  of  regrets  that  men  so  thankless  are." 

So  s:iicl,  he  tuld  that  old  Astronomer 

All  that  the  gazing  crowd  had  said  of  her. 


And  he  went  on  to  speak  in  bitter  wise. 
As  one  who  seems  to  tell  another's  fete. 

But  feels  that  nearer  meaning  underlies, 
And  points  its  saducss  to  his  own  estate : 

"  If  such  be  the  reward,"  he  said  with  sighs, 
"  Envy  to  earn  for  love,  for  goodness  hate  — 

If  such  be  thy  reward,  hard  case  is  thine! 

It  had  been  better  for  thee  not  to  shine. 


"  If  to  reflect  a  light  that  is  divine 
Makes  that  which  doth  reflect  it  better  se 

And  if  to  see  is  to  contemn  the  ahrine, 
'Twere  surely  better  it  had  never  been ; 
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It  had  been  better  for  her  not  to  shine. 

And  for  mc  not  to  sing.  Better,  I  ween. 
For  U3  to  yield  no  more  that  radiance  bright. 
For  them,  to  lack  die  light  than  scorn  the  light.' 


Strange  words  were  those  from  Poet  tips  (said  he)  ; 

And  then  he  paused,  and  sighed,  and  turned  to  look 
Upon  the  lady's  downcast  eyes,  and  see 

How  fast  the  honey  bees  in  settling  shook 
Those  apple  blossoms  on  lier  from  the  tree ; 
He  watched  her  busy  fingers  as  they  took 
And  slipped  the  knotted  thread,  and  thought  how  much 
He  would  have  given  that  hand  to  hold — to  touch. 


At  length,  as  suddenly  become  aware 

Of  this  long  pause,  she  lifted  up  her  face. 

And  he  witlidrew  his  eyes  —  she  looked  so  fair 
And  cold,  he  thought,  in  her  unconscious  grace. 

"Ah !  little  dreams  she  of  the  restless  care," 
He  thought,  "  that  makes  my  heart  to  tlirob  apace : 

Though  we  this  morning  part,  the  knowledge  sends 

Ko  thrill  to  her  calm  pulse  —  we  arc 
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All !  turret  irlock  (he  thought),  I  would  thy  hand 
Were  hid  behind  yon  towering  maple-trees ! 

Ah !  tell-tale  shadow,  but  one  monictit  stand  — 
Dark  shadow  —  fast  advancing  to  my  knees ; 

All !  foolish  heart  (he  thought) ,  that  vainly  planned 
By  feigning  gladness  to  arrive  at  ease ; 

Ab  !  painful  hour,  yet  pain  to  think  it  ends  ; 

I  must  remember  that  we  are  but  friends. 


And  while  the  knotted  thread  moved  to  and  fro, 
In  sweet  regretful  tones  tint  lady  s^d : 

'■  It  seemeth  that  the  fame  you  would  forego 
The  Poet  whom  you  tell  of  coveted ; 

But  I  would  fain,  inethinks,  his  story  know. 

And  was  lie  loved?"  said  she,  "  or  was  he  wed? 

And  had  he  friends?"     "One  friend,  perhaps,"  said  he 

■'But  for  the  rest,  I  pray  you  let  it  be." 


Ah !  little  bird  (he  thought),  most  patient  bird, 
Breasting  ihy  speckled  e^a  the  long  day  through. 

By  so  much  as  my  reason  is  preferred 

Above  thine  instinct,  I  my  work  would  do 
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Bcjttoi-  than  Lbou  dost  thine.     Thou  iiast  not  stirred 

This  hour  tliy  wing.     All !  russet  bird,  I  sue 
For  a  liko  patience  to  wear  tlirougli  these  liours  — 
Bird  on  thy  nest  among  the  applo-flowcrs. 


I  will  not  speak  —  I  will  not  speak  to  thee, 
Mj-  star !  and  soon  to  ho  my  lost,  lost  star. 

Tiie  sweetest,  first,  that  ever  shone  on  me. 
So  high  above  me  and  beyond  so  far ; 

I  can  forego  thee,  but  not  bear  to  see 
My  love,  like  rising  mist,  tliy  lustre  mar; 

Tliat  were  a  base  return  for  thy  sweet  light. 

Shine,  though  I  never  more  shall  see  that  thou  art  bright. 


Never !     Tis  certain  that  no  hope  is  — none ! 

No  hope  for  mo,  and  yet  for  thee  no  fear. 
The  hardest  part  of  my  hard  task  is  done  ; 

Thy  eahn  assures  mc  that  I  am  not  dear ; 
Though  far  and  fast  tlio  rapid  moments  run. 

Thy  bosom  heavetli  not,  thine  eyes  are  clear; 
Sllunt,  perhiipM  a  little  sad  at  heart 
Sliu  is.     T  UM  her  friend,  and  I  depart. 
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Silent  she  had  been,  but  sho  raised  lier  face ; 

"  And  will  yoa  end,"  sdd  she,  "  this  hali-told  tale  ?  " 
"Yes,  it  were  best,"  he  answered  lier.     "The  place 

Whore  I  left  off  was  wliore  lie  felt  to  fail 
Hia  courage.  Madam,  through  the  fancy  liaae 

That  they  who  love,  endure,  or  work,  may  rdl 
And  cease  —  if  all  their  love,  tlie  works  lliey  wrought. 
And  their  endurance,  men  have  set  at  nought." 


"  It  had  been  better  for  mc  not  to  sing," 
My  Poet  said,  "  and  for  her  not  to  shine ; " 

But  him  the  old  man  answered,  sorrowing, 
"  My  son,  did  God  who  made  lier,  the  Divine 

Lighter  of  suds,  when  down  to  yon  bright  ring 
He  cast  her,  like  some  gleaming  almandinc, 

And  set  her  in  her  place,  begirt  with  rays. 

Say  unto  her  '  Give  light,'  or  say  '  Earn  praise  ? ' " 


Tlie  Toot  said,  "  He  made  her  to  give  hght." 
"  My  son,"  tlie  old  man  answered,  "  blest  arc  sui 

A  blessed  lot  is  theirs ;  but  if  each  night 

Mankind  had  praised  her  radiance  — inasmuch 
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An  praise  had  never  made  it  wax.  more  bright, 

And  cannot  now  rekindle  with  its  touch 
Her  lost  effulgence,  it  is  nought.     I  wot 


"  Ay,"  said  the  Poet,  '■  I  my  words  abjure. 
And  I  repent  me  that  I  uttered  them ; 

But  by  her  light  and  by  its  forfeiture 
She  shall  not  pass  without  her  requiem. 

Though  my  name  perish,  yet  shall  hers  endure ; 
Though  I  should  be  forgotten,  she,  lost  gem. 

Shall  be  remembered;    though  she  sought  not  fame. 

It  shall  be  busy  with  her  beauteous  name. 


"  For  I  will  raise  in  her  bright  memory. 
Lost  now  on  earth,  a  lasting  monument. 

And  graven  on  it  shall  recorded  bo 

That  all  her  rays  to  light  mankind  wore  si 

And  I  will  sing  albeit  none  heedeth  mo. 
On  her  exemplar  being  still  intent : 

While  in  men's  sight  shall  stand  the  record 

'So  long  as  she  did  last  she  nght«d  us.'" 


iiMP^h,  Google 


So  said,  he  raisi^d,  according  to  liis  vow, 
On  the  gretn  grass,  where  oft  his  townsfolk  mpt. 

Under  the  shadow  of  a  lealy  bough 
That  leaned  toward  a  singing  rivulet, 

One  pure  whil«  stone,  whereon,  like  crown  on  brow. 
The  image  of  the  vanished  star  was  set ; 

And  this  was  graven  on  the  pure  white  stone 

In  golden  letters  —  "  Whu.e  she  lived  she  shone.'' 

Madam,  I  cannot  give  this  story  well  — 

My  heart  is  beating  to  another  chime; 
My  voice  must  needs  a  different  cadence  swell ; 

It  is  yon  singing  bird,  which  all  the  time 
Wooeth  his  nested  mate,  that  doth  dispel 

My  thoughts.   What,  deem  you ,  could  a  lover's  rbymo 
The  sweetness  of  that  passionate  lay  excel? 
Osoft,  O  low  hervoico  —  "  I  cannot  tell." 

[fle  tkinks.l 
The  old  man  —  aye  he  spoke,  he  was  not  hard ; 

"  She  was  bis  joy,"  he  said,  "  his  comforter. 
But  he  would  trust  me.     I  was  not  debarred 

Whate'er  my  heart  approved  to  say  to  bar." 
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Approved !     O  torn  and  temptsid  and  ill-starred 
And  breaking  heart,  approve  not  nor  demur ; 
It  is  the  serpent  that  beguileth  thee 
With  "God  doth  know"  beneath  this  apple-tree. 

Yea,  God  doth  know,  and  only  God  doth  know. 

Ilftye  pitj-,  God,  my  spirit  groans  to  Thee ! 
I  bear  Thy  turse  primeval,  and  i  go ; 

But  heavier  than  on  Adam  falls  on  me 
My  tillage  of  the  wilderness ;  for,  lo ! 

I  leave  behind  the  woman,  and  I  see 
As  'twere  the  gates  of  Eden  closing  o'er 
To  hide  her  from  my  sight  for  e' 


[5e  speakx.'] 
I  am  a  fool,  with  sudden  start  he  eried. 

To  let  the  song-bird  work  me  such  unrest ; 
If  r  break  off  again,  I  pray  you  chide. 

For  morning  fleet«th,  with  my  tale  at  best 
Half  told.    That  white  stone,  Madam,  gleamed  beside 

The  little  rivulet,  and  all  men  pressed 
To  read  the  lost  one's  Btory  traced  tliereon, 
The  golden  legend  —  "While  she  lived  slie  shone." 
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And,  Madam,  when  the  Poet  heard  them  read. 
And  children  spell  the  letters  softly  through, 

It  nmy  be  that  he  felt  at  heart  somo  need, 
Some  craving  to  be  thus  remembered  too ; 

It  may  be  that  he  wondered  if  indeed 
lie  must  die  wholly  when  he  passed  from  view; 

It  may  he,  wished,  when  death  his  eyes  made  dim. 

That  Borac  kind  hand  would  raise  such  sfoue  for  h 


Bnt  shortly,  as  there  comes  to  most  of  us. 

There  came  to  him  the  need  to  quit  his  home : 

To  tell  you  why  were  simply  hazardous. 

What  said  T,  Madam  ?  —  men  were  made  to  ros 

My  meaning  is.     It  hath  been  always  thus : 
They  are  athirst  for  mountains  and  sea  foam ; 

Heirs  of  this  world,  what  wonder  if  perchanee 

Tliey  long  to  see  their  grand  inheritance? 


He  left,  his  city,  and  went  forth  to  teach 
Mankind,  his  peers,  the  hidden  harmony 

That  underlies  God's  discords,  arKl  to  reach 
And  touch  the  master-string  that  like  a  sigh 
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Tiirills  in  their  souls,  as  if  it  would  beseech 

Some  hand  to  Eound  it,  and  to  satJsfy 
Its  yearning  for  expression :  but  no  word 
Till  poet  toiieli  it  hatli  to  make  its  music  heard. 

[Jle  iUnlcs-l 
I  know  that  God  is  good,  tliough  evil  dwells 

Among  us,  and  doth  all  things  lioliest  share ; 
That  there  is  joy  in  heaven,  while  yet  our  knells 

Sound  for  (he  souls  which  He  has  summoned  there ; 
That  painful  love  unsatisfied  hath  spells 

Earned  by  its  smart  to  soothe  its  fellow's  care : 
But  yet  tbis  atom  cannot  in  the  whole 
Forget  itself-— it  aches  a  separate  soul. 

{He  speaks."] 
But,  Madam,  to  my  Poet  I  return. 

With  his  sweet  eadeneea  of  woven  wonls 
lie  made  their  rude  untutored  hearts  to  bum 

And  melt  like  gold  refined.     No  brooding  birds 
Sing  better  of  Hie  love  that  doth  sojourn 

Hid  in  the  nest  of  home,  which  softly  girds 
The  beating  heart  of  life ;  and,  strait  though  it  be. 
Is  straitness  better  than  wide  Lberty. 
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He  taught  them,  and  they  learued,  but  not  llie  loss 
Kemaini:d  unuonsclous  whence  that  lore  tbey  drew. 

But  dreamed  that  of  theu'  native  noblencsa 

Some  lofty  thoughts,  that  he  had  planted,  grew; 

Ills  glorious  maxims  in  a  lowly  dress, 

Like  seed  sown  broadcast,  sprung  in  all  men's  view. 

The  sower,  passing  onward,  was  not  known, 

And  all  men  reaped  the  harvest  as  their  own. 


It  may  be.  Madam,  tliat  those  ballads  sweet. 
Whose  rhythmic  measures  yesterday  we  sung. 

Which  lime  and  changes  make  not  obsolete. 
But  (as  a  river  hears  down  blossoms  flung 

Upon  its  breast)  take  with  them  while  they  fleet  — 
It  may  be  from  his  lyre  that  first  they  sprung: 

But  who  can  tell,  since  work  survivetb  fame?  — 

The  rhyme  is  left,  but  lost  the  Poet's  name. 


lie  worked,  and  bravely  he  fulfilled  his  trust  — 
So  long  he  wandered  sowing  worthy  seed. 

Watering  of  wayside  buds  that  were  adust, 
And  touching  for  the  common  ear  his  reed  — 
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So  long  to  wear  away  tlic  cankering  rust 

That  dulls  the  gold  of  life  —  so  long  lo  plead 
With  sweetest  music  for  all  souls  oppressed, 
Tliat  he  was  old  ere  he  had  thought  of  rest. 


Old  and  grey-headed,  leaning  on  a  staff. 
To  that  great  eity  of  his  birth  he  eame, 

And  at  its  gates  he  paused  with  wondering' laugh 
To  think  how  changed  were  all  his  thoughts  of  fame 

Since  first  he  carved  the  golden  epitaph 
To  keep  in  memory  a  worthy  name, 

And  thought  for^etfulness  had  been  i,,s  doom 

But  for  a  few  bright  letters  on  a  tomb. 


The  old  Astronomer  had  long  since  died ; 

The  friends  of  youth  were  gone  and  far  dispersed; 
Strange  were  the  domes  that  rose  on  every  side ; 

Strange  fountains  on  his  wondering  vision  burst; 
The  men  of  yesterday  their  business  pUcd ; 

No  face  was  left  that  he  had  known  at  first ; 
And  in  the  city  gardens,  lo  !  he  sees 
The  saplings  that  he  set  are  stately  trees. 
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upon  the  grass  banoatli  their  welcome  shade, 
Behold  I   he  marka  the  fair  white  monument, 

And  on  its  face  the  golden  words  displayed, 
For  sixty  years  their  lustre  have  not  spent; 

He  sitteth  by  it  and  is  not  afraid, 
But  in  its  shadow  he  is  well  eontcnt ; 

And  envies  not,  though  bright  their  glearaings  ai 

The  golden  letters  of  the  vanished  star. 


Ho  gazeth  up ;  exceeding  bright  appears 
That  golden  legend  to  his  aged  eyes. 

For  they  are  dazzled  till  they  fill  with  tears. 
And  his  lost  Youth  doth  like  a  vision  rise ; 

She  saith  to  him,  "  In  all  these  toilsome  years. 
What  hast  thou  won  by  work  or  enterprise? 

What  hast  thou  won  to  make  amends  to  thee, 

As  thou  didst  swear  to  do,  for  loss  of  me  ? 


'■  O  man  !  O  white-haired  mi 

"  Sinee  we  two  sat  beside  this  rr 
Life's  clearest  hues  are  all  evanisL^ii, 

The  golden  wealth  thou  hadst  of  me  is  spent; 
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The  wind  hath  swopt  tliy  flowers,  tliuir  leaves  art  ahiid ; 

Tilt!  music  is  played  out  that  witli  time  went." 
"  Peace,  peace ! "  he  cried;  "Iloatthee,  but,  in  tnith, 
Theru  are  worse  losses  than  the  loss  of  youth." 


He  said  not  wliat  those  losses  were  —  but  I^ 
But  I  must  leave  them,  for  the  time  draws  near. 

Some  lose  not  only  joy,  hut  memory 
Of  how  it  felt:  not  love  that  was  so  dear 

Lose  only,  but  the  steadfast  certainty 

That  once  they  had  it ;  doubt  comes  on,  tJieti  fear. 

And  after  that  despondency.     I  wis 

The  Poet  must  have  meant  such  loss  as  this. 


But  while  he  sat  and  pondered  on  his  youth, 
He  said,  "  It  did  one  deed  that  doth  remain, 

For  it  preserved  the  memory  and  the  truth 
Of  her  that  now  doth  neither  set  nor  wane, 

But  shine  in  all  men's  thoughts ;  nor  sink  forsooth. 
And  be  forgotten  like  the  summer  rain. 

0,  it  ia  good  that  man  should  not  foi^et 

Or  benefits  foregone  or  brightness  set ! " 
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IIg  spoki!  and  said,  "  My  lot  contentetli  me ; 

I  am  right  glad  for  tiiis  her  worthy  fame  j 
That  whith  was  good  and  great  I  fain  would  see 

Drawn  with  a  halo  round  what  rests  —  its  name 
Tliis  while  the  Poet  said,  behold,  there  laune 

A  workman  with  his  tools  anear  the  tree. 
And  when  he  read  the  words  he  paused  awhile 
And  pondered  on  tlicm  witli  a  wondering  smile. 


And  tlicn  he  said,  "  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  mean 
The  golden  letters  of  this  monument?" 

In  wonder  quoth  the  Poet,  "  Hast  thou  been 
A  dweller  near  at  hand,  and  their  intent 

Hast  neither  heard  by  voice  of  fame,  nor  seen 
The  marble  earlier?"     "Ay,"  said  lie,  and  leant 

Upon  his  spade  to  hear  the  tale,  then  sigh. 

And  say  it  was  a  marvel,  and  pass  by. 


Then  said  the  Poet,  "  This  is  strange  to  me. 

But  as  he  mused,  with  trouble  in  his  mind, 
A  hand  of  maids  approached  him  leisurely, 

Lite  vessels  sailing  with  a  favoring  wmd; 
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And  of  their  rosy  lips  requested  he, 

As  one  that  for  a  doubt  would  solving  find, 
riie  tale,  if  tale  there  were,  of  that  white  atone, 
And  those  fair  letters  —  "  While  she  lived  she  shone-" 


Then  like  a  fleet  that  floats  heealmed  they  stay. 

"  O,  Sir,"  saith  one,  "  this  monument  is  old ; 
But  we  have  heard  ouv  virtuous  mothers  say 

That  by  their  mothers  thus  the  tale  was  told : 
A  Poet  made  it;  journeying  then  away. 

He  left  us ;  and  though  some  the  meaning  hold 
For  other  than  the  ancient  one,  yet  we 
Receive  this  legend  for  a  certainty :  — 


"  There  was  a  lily  once,  most  purely  white. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  these  boughs  it  grew: 

Its  starry  blossom  it  uneloaed  by  night, 

And  a  young  Poet  loved  its  shape  and  hue. 

He  watehed  it  nightly,  'twas  so  fair  a  sight, 
Until  a  stormy  wind  arose  and  blew, 

And  when  he  came  once  more  his  flower  to  greet 

Its  fallen  petals  drifted  to  his  feet. 
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"  And  for  his  beautiful  white  lily's  sake. 
That  she  might  be  remembered  where  Lor  scent 

Had  been  right  sweet,  he  said  that  ht;  would  make 
In  her  dear  memory  a  monument: 

For  she  was  purer  tlian  a  driven  flake 

Of  stiow,  and  in  her  grace  most  excellent; 

The  loveliest  hfe  that  death  did  ever  mar, 

As  beautiful  to  gaze  on  as  a  star." 


"I  thank  you,  mwd,"  the  Poet  answered  her, 
"  And  I  am  glad  that  I  have  heard  your  tale," 

With  that  they  passed ;  and  as  an  inlander. 
Having  heard  breakers  raging  in  a  gale 

And  falling  down  in  thunder,  will  aver 
That  sljll,  when  Ear  away  in  grassy  vale, 

He  seems  to  hear  those  seething  waters  bound, 

So  in  his  ears  the  maiden's  voice  did  sound. 


He  leaned  liis  face  upon  his  hand,  and  thought 
And  thought,  until  a  youth  came  by  that  way; 

And  once  again  of  liim  the  Poet  sought 
The  story  of  the  star.     But,  well-a-day! 


iiMP^h,  Google 


120 


lit  saicj,  "  Tho  meaning  with  much  doubt  is  fraught, 

The  sonsc  thereof  can  no  man  surely  saj ; 
R>r  still  tradition  sways  the  common  ear. 
That  of  a  truth  a  star  did  disappear. 


"  But  they  who  look  beneath  the  outer  shell 
That  wraps  the  '  kernel  of  the  people's  lore,' 

Hold  THAT  for  superstition ;  and  they  ttU 
That  seven  lovely  sisters  dwelt  of  yore 

In  this  old  city,  where  it  so  befell 

That  one  a  Poet  loved ;  that,  furthermore. 

As  stars  above  us  she  was  pure  and  good, 

And  fairest  of  that  beauteous  sisterhood. 


"  So  beautiful  they  were,  those  virgins  seven. 

That  all  men  called  them  clustered  stars  in  si 
Forgetful  that  the  stars  abide  in  heaven : 
But  woman  bideth  not  beneath  it  long ; 
For  0,  alas !  alas !  one  feted  even. 
When  stars  their  azure  deeps  began  to  throng. 
That  virgin's  eyes  of  Poet  loved  waxed  dim, 
And  all  their  lustrous  shining  waned  to  him. 
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■'  In  summer  dusk  aim  drooped  her  head  and  siyl 
Until  what  time  the  evening  star  went  down. 

And  all  tlio  other  stara  did  shining  bjdo 
Cleat  in  the  luslre  of  their  old  renown, 

And  then  —  the  virgin  laid  her  down  and  died: 
Forgot  her  youth,  forgot  her  beauty's  «rown. 

Forgot  the  sisters  whom  she  loved  before, 

And  broke  her  I'oet's  heart  for  evermore," 


"  A  mournful  tale,  in  sooth,"  the  lady  saith ; 

"But  did  he  truly  grieve  for  evci-more?" 
"  It  may  he  you  forget,"  he  anawereth, 

"  That  this  ia  but  a  fable  at  the  cote 
O'  the  other  fable."     "Though  it  be  but  breath," 

She  asketh,  "  Was  it  true  ?  "     Then  he,  '•  This  lore, 
Since  it  is  fable,  either  way  may  go ; 
-Then,  if  it  please  you,  think  it  might  be  so." 


"  Nay,  but,"  she  saith,  "  if  I  bad  told  your  talc. 
The  -virgin  should  have  lived  his  home  to  bless. 

Or,  must  she. die,  I  would  have  made  to  fail 
Ilis  useless  love."     "  I  tell  you  not  the  less," 
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He  siglis.  "bci;ausii  it  was  of  no  avail: 

His  heart  the  Pout  would  not  diapoBsess 
Tliereof.  But  let  us  leave  tlio  fable  now. 
My  Poet  heard  it  witli  an  auLiiig  brow." 


And  ho  made  ansiver  thus :   "  I  iJiank  thee,  youth ; 

Strange  is  thy  story  to  these  aged  ears, 
But  I  bethink  me  tJiou  hast  told  a  truth 

Under  the  guise  of  fable.     If  my  tears. 
Thou  lost  beloved  star,  lost  now,  forsooth. 

Indeed  could  bring  thee  back  among  thy  peers, 
So  new  thou  shouldst  be  deemed  as  newly  seen, 
For  men  forget  that  thou  hast  ever  been. 


"  There  was  a  morning  when  I  longed  for  fame, 
I'hero  was  a  noontide  when  I  passed  it  by, 

There  is  an  evening  when  I  think  not  shame 
Its  substanee  and  its  being  to  deny ; 

Tor  if  men  bear  in  mind  great  deeds,  the  name 
Of  him  that  wrought  them  shall  they  leave  to  die; 

Or  if  his  name  they  shall  have  deathless  writ. 

They  ebange  the  deeds  that  first  ennobled  it. 
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"  O  golden  letters  of  this  a 

O  words  to  celebrate  a  loved  renown 
Lost  now  or  wrested !  and  to  fancies  lent. 

Or  on  a  febled  forehead  set  for  crown. 
For  my  departed  star,  I  am  content, 

Though  legends  dim  and  years  her  memory  drown ; 
For  what  were  fame  to  her,  compared  and  Bot 
By  this  great  truth  which  ye  make  lustrous  yet  P " 


"  Adieu ! "  the  Poet  awd,  "  my  vanished  star. 
Thy  duty  and  thy  happiness  were  one. 

Work  is  heaven's  hest ;  its  fame  is  sublunar ; 

The  fame  thou  dost  not  need  —  the  work  is  done. 

For  thee  I  am  content  that  these  things  arc ; 
More  than  content  were  I,  my  race  being  run, 

Might  it  be  true  of  me,  though  none  thereon 

Should  muse  regretful  — '  While  he  lived  he  shone.' ' 


So  said,  the  Poet  rose  niid  went  his  way, 
And  that  same  lot- he  proved  whereof  he  spake. 

Madam,  my  story  is  told  out;  the  day 

I>raws  out  her  shadows,  time  doth  overtake 
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12i  TUl!   STAK'a   MONUMENT. 

The  raorning.     Tliat  whifh  endetJi  taU  a  lay. 

Sung  after  pause  —  a  motto  in  the  break 
Between  two  chapters  of  a  talc  not  new, 
Nor  jojful  —  but  a  common  tale.     Aiiieu ! 


And  tliat  same  God  who  made  your  face  so  fair. 
And  gave  your  woman's  heart  its  teJiderness, 

So  shield  the  blessing  He  implanted  there, 
That  it  may  never  turn  to  your  distress. 

And  never  cost  you  trouble  or  despdr. 

Nor  granted  leave  the  granter  comfortless ; 

But  like  a  river  blest  where'er  it  flows. 

Bo  still  receiving  while  it  still  bestows. 


Adieu,  he  said,  and  paused,  while  she  sat  mute 
In  the  soft  shadow  of  the  apple-tree  ; 

The  skyUrk's  song  rang  like  a  joyous  flute, 
The  brook  went  prattling  past  her  restlessly : 

She  let  their  tongues  be  her  tongue's  substitute ; 
It  was  the  wind  that  sighed,  it  was  not  she : 

And  what  the  lark,  the  brook,  the  wind,  had  said 

We  cannot  tell,  for  none  interpreted. 
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TUB  star's  mokdmbkt. 

Their  counsels  might  be  hard  fo  reconcile. 
They  might  not  suit  the  moment  or  thu  spot. 

She  rose,  and  laid  lier  work  aside  the  while 
Down  in  the  sunshine  of  that  gi'ftssy  plot; 

She  looked  upon  him  with  an  almost  smile, 
And  held  to  him  a  hand  tliat  faltered  not. 

One  moment  —  bird  and  brook  wont  warbling  on 

And  the  wind  sighed  again  —  and  he  was  gone. 


So  quietly,  as  if  she  heard  no  more 

Or  skylark  in  the  azure  overiiead. 
Or  water  slipping  past  the  cressy  shore. 

Or  wuid  that  rose  in  sighs,  and  sighing  fled  — 
So  quietly,  until  the  aiders  hoar 

Took  liim  beneath  them ;  till  the  downward  8])read 
Of  planes  engulfed  him  in  their  leafy  seas- 
She  stood  beneath  her  rose-flushed  apple-trees. 


And  tlien  she  stooped  toward  the  mossy  grass. 
And  gathered  up  her  work  and  went  her  way ; 

Straight  to  tliat  ancient  turret  she  did  pass, 
And  startle  back  some  famna  that  were  at  play. 
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She  did  not  sigh,  she  never  said  "Aks!" 

Although  he  was  her  friend :  but  still  that  day. 
Where  elm  and  lioriibcain  spread  a  towuring  dome. 
She  crossed  the  duils  to  her  antestral  home. 


And  did  she  love  liiui  ?  —  what  if  she  did  not  P 
Then  home  was  still  the  home  of  happiest  years ; 

Nor  thought  was  exiled  to  partake  his  lot, 

Nor  heart  lost  courage  through  foreboding  fears; 

Nor  echo  did  against  her  secret  plot, 
Nor  music  her  betray  to  painful  tears ; 

Nor  life  become  a  d:-cam,  and  sunshine  dim. 

And  rielics  poverty,  because  of  him. 


But  did  she  love  him?— what  and  if  she  did? 

Love  eannot  cool  the  burning  Austral  sand. 
Nor  show  the  secret  waters  that  lie  hid 

In  arid  valleys  of  that  desert  land. 
Love  has  no  spells  can  scorching  winds  forbid. 

Or  bring  the  help  which  tairies  near  to  hand. 
Or  spread  a  cloud  for  curtaining  faded  eyes 
That  gaze  up  dying  into  alien  skies. 
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A  DEAD  YEAR. 

1  lOOK  a  year  out  of  my  life  and 

[j  A  dead  year,  and  said,  "  I  will  hew 
tliee  a  tomb ! 
'AU  the  kings  of  the  nations  lie  in 
glory ; ' 

Cased  In  L-edar,  and  shut  in  a  sacred  gloom; 
Swathed  in  linen,  and  precious  unguents  old; 
Painted  with  cinnabar,  and  rich  with  gold, 

"  Silent  they  rest,  in  solemn  aalvatoi-y. 
Sealed   from  tbo  moth  and  the   owl  and  the   flitter 

Eat-h  with  liis  name  on  his  brow. 
'All  the  kings  of  the  nations  lie  in  glory, 
Every  one  in  his  own  house : ' 

■  Then  why  not  thou  P 
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"  Year,"  I  said,  "tiiou  shalt  not  lack 
Bribes  to  bar  thy  coming  back ; 
Doth  old  Egypt  wear  her  best 
In  the  ehambers  of  her  rest  ? 
Doth  she  take  to  her  last  oed 
Beaton  gold,  and  glorious  red? 
Envy  not !  for  tliou  wilt  wear 
In  the  dark  a  shroud  as  fair ; 
Golden  with  the  sunny  ray 
Thou  wilhihuwest  from  my  day ; 
Wrought  upon  with  colors  fine 
Stolen  from  this  life  of  mine : 
Like  the  dusty  Libyan  kings, 
Lie  with  two  wide-open  wings 
On  tliy  breast,  as  if  to  say. 
On  these  wings  hope  flew  away ; 
And  so  housed,  and  thus  adorned. 
Not  forgotten,  but  not  scorned. 
Let  the  dark  for  evermore 
Close  thee  when  I  close  the  door ; 
And  the  dust  for  ages  fall 
In  the  creases  of  thy  pall ; 
And  no  voice  nor  visit  rude 
Break  thy  sealed  solitude," 
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A   DEAD   YEAR.  1^9 

I  took  thu  year  out  of  my  life  and  ?tory, 
The  (lead  year,  and  said,  "  I  have  hewed  tlieu  a  tomb ! 

'  All  the  kings  of  tlio  nations  lie  in  glory,' 
Cased  in  cedar,  and  shut  in  a  eacred  gloom ; 
But  for  the  sword,  and  the  sceptre,  and  diadem. 

Sure  thou  didst  reign  like  tliem." 
So  I  laid  her  with  those  tyrants  old  and  hoary. 

According  to  my  vow ; 
For  I  said,  "  The  kings  of  the  nations  lie  in  glory, 
And  so  shalt  thou ! " 

"Rock,"  1  said,  "thy  ribs  are  strong, 

That  I  bring  thee  guard  it  long ; 

Hide  the  light  from  buried  eyes  — 

Hide  it,  lest  the  dead  arise." 

"Year,"  I  said,  and  turned  away, 

"  I  am  free  of  tbee  this  day ; 

All  that  we  two  only  know, 

I  forgive  and  I  forego. 

So  thy  face  no  more  I  meet 

In  the  field  or  in  the  street." 

Tims  we  parted,  slio  and  I; 
Life  lud  death,  and  put  it  by  • 
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Life  hid  ileatli,  and  said,  "  Be  freel 
I  have  no  more  iited  of  thee." 
No  more  need !     O  mad  mistake, 
With  repoiitaiice  in  its  wake ! 
Ignorant,  and  rash,  and  blind. 
Life  tad  left  the  grave  behind; 
Dut  had  locked  within  its  hold 
With  the  spites  and  the  gold. 
All  she  had  to  keep  her  warm 
In  the  raging  of  the  storm. 

Scarce  tlie  sunset  bloom  was  gone. 
And  the  little  stars  outshone, 
Ere  the  dead  year,  stiff  and  stark. 
Drew  me  to  her  in  the  dark ; 
Death  drew  life  to  come  to  her. 
Beating  at  her  sepnlelire, 
Cvj-ing  out,  "  How  ean  I  part 
With  the  best  share  of  my  heart? 
Lo,  it  lies  upon  the  bier, 
Captive,  with  the  buried  year. 
0  my  heart ! "     And  I  fell  prone. 
Weeping  at  the  seaMd  stone ; 
"  Year  among  the  shades."  I  said, 
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"  Since  I  live,  and  thou  art  ilead. 
Let  my  captive  heart  be  frcie 
Like  a  bird  to  fly  to  me." 
And  I  stayed  some  voice  to  win, 
But  none  answered  from  witiiin ; 
And  I  kissed  the  door  —  and  night 
Deepened  UU  the  stars  waxed  brighti 
And  I  saw  them  set  and  wane. 
And  the  world  turned  green  again, 

"  So,"  I  whispered.  "  open  door, 
I  muat  tread  tliis  palace  floor  — 
Sealed  palace,  rich  and  dim. 
Let  a  narrow  sunbeam  swim 
Alter  me,  and  on  me  spread 
While  I  look  upon  my  dead ; 
Let  a  little  warmth  be  free 
To  come  after;  let  me  see 
Through  the  doorway,  when  I  sit 
Looking  out,  tbe  swallows  flit. 
Settling  not  till  daylight  goes ; 
Let  me  amell  the  wild  white  rose. 
Smell  the  woodbine  and  the  may ; 
Mark,  upon  a  sunny  day. 
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Satod  from  their  blossoms  riso 
Honey-bucs  and  butterllius. 
Let  mc  hear,  0 !  let  me  hoar. 
Sitting  by  my  buried  year, 
Finehea  thirping  tfl  their  young. 
And  the  little  noises  flung 
Out  of  defb  where  rabbits  play, 
Or  from  falling  water-epray ; 
And  the.graeioua  echoes  woke 
By  man's  work :  the  woodman's  stroke 
Shout  of  shepherd,  whistlings  blithe, 
And  the  whetting  of  the  scythe ; 
Let  this  be,  lest^shut  and  furled 
From  the  well-belovgd  world, 
I  forget  her  yearnings  old, 
And  her  troubles  manifold. 
Strivings  sore,  submissions  meet. 
And  my  pulse  no  longer  beat. 
Keeping  time  and  bearing  part 
With  the  pulse  of  her  great  heart. 


g  open  door,  and  shade 
I  atn  not  afraid, 
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For  the  thna  will  not  bu  lung ; 
Soon  I  shall  have  waien  strong  — 
Strong  enough  tit;'  own  to  win 
From  the  grave  it  lies  within." 

Anil  I  entered.     On  her  bier 
Quiet  lay  the  buried  year; 
I  sat  down  where  I  could  see 
Life  without  and  sunshine  free, 
Death  within.    And  I  between, 
Waited  my  own  heart  to  wean 
From  the  shroud  that  shaded  her 
In  the  rook-hewn  sepukhre  — 
Waited  till  the  dead  should  say, 
"  Heart,  be  free  of  me  this  day"— 
Waited  with  a  patient  will  — 


I  take  the  year  back  to  my  life  and  story. 
The  dead  year,  and  say,  "  I  will  share  in  thy  tomb. 

'  All  the  kings  of  the  nations  lie  in  glorj- ; ' 
Cased  in  cedar,  and  shut  in  a  sacred  gloom  ! 
They  reigned  in  their  lifetime  with  sceptre  and  diadem. 
But  thou  excellest  them ; 
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l:U  A   DEAD   YE.IU. 

Fur  life  doth  make  tliy  grave  her  oriLtor}', 

And  the  trown  is  still  on  thy  brow ; 
All  the  kings  of  the  naljons  lie  in  glory' 
And  BO  doBt  thou.'* 
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KEFLECTIOKS. 


Ipn  for  The  Poetfo 


Looking  over  a  Gate  at  a  Pool  ii 


IIAT  (change  has  madu  the  pastures 


And  readied  tlie  daisies  at  my  feet, 
And  tloud  tiiat  wears  a  goldeo 


'   TLis   loielj   world,   the   bills,   I 
sward  — 
They  all  look  fresh,  as  if  our  Lord 
But  yesterday  had  finished  them. 


And  hero's  the  field  with  light  aglow ; 
How  fresh  its  boundary  lime-trees  show. 
And  how  its  wet  leaves  trembling  shina . 
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Between  their  trunks  cojiie  tlirougli  to  ni 
The  morning  sparklea  of  tbe  sea 
Below  the  level  browsing  line. 

I  see  the  pool  more  dear  by  half 
Than  pools  where  other  waters  laugh 

tJp  at  the  breasts  of  coot  and  rail. 
There,  as  she  passed  it  on  her  way, 
I  saw  reflected  yesterday 

A  maiden  with  a  milking-pa!L 

There,  neither  slowly  nor  in  baste. 
One  hand  upon  bur  slender  wdst. 

The  other  lijled  to  her  pail. 
She  rosy  in  the  morning  light. 
Among  the  water-daisies  white. 

Like  some  fair  sloop  appcai-ed  to  sail. 

Against  her  ankles  as  she  trod. 
The  lucky  huttercups  did  nod. 

I  leaned  npon  the  gate  t«  see : 
The  sweet  thing  looked,  but  did  not  spea 
A  dimple  came  in  cither  check, 

And  all  my  heart  wis  gone  from  me. 
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Then,  as  I  lingoriid  on  the  gate, 
And  she  came  up  like  coining  fkte, 

I  saw  my  picture  in  her  eyes  — 
Clear  daucing  cjcs,  more  Llatk  tliaii  sloes, 
Cliecka  like  the  mountain  pink,  that  grows 

Among  white-headed  majesties. 

1  said,  "  A  tale  was  made  of  old 
That  I  woiJd  fain  to  tliee  unfold ; 

Ah!  letme  —  letme  tellthetale." 
But  high  she  held  her  eomelj  head ; 
"  I  cannot  heed  it  now,"  she  said, 

"  For  carrying  of  tlie  milking-pail." 

She  laughed.     What  good  to  make  ado  ? 
I  held  the  gate,  and  she  camo  through. 

And  took  her  homeward  path  anon. 
From  the  clear  pool  her  face  had  fled ; 
It  rested  on  my  heart  instead. 

Reflected  when  the  maid  was  gone. 

With  happy  youth,  and  work  content. 
So  Bweet  and  stately  on  she  went. 
Eight  careless  of  the  untold  tale. 
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Each  iitep  s!ie  took  I  lovtd  Ler  more. 
And.  Ibllowcd  to  hur  dairy  door 
The  maiden  with  the  milking-pail. 


For  hearia  where  wakened  love  doth  lurk, 
How  fine,  how  blest  a  thing  is  work ! 

For  work  does  good  whoa  reasons  fail  — 
Good ;  yet  the  axe  at  every  stroke 
The  echo  of  a  name  awoke  — 

Her  name  is  Mary  Martindale. 

I'm  glad  that  echo  was  not  heard 
Aright  by  other  men ;  a  bird 

Knows  doubtless  what  his  own  notes  tell ; 
Aiid  I  know  not,  but  I  can  say 
I  felt  as  shame-faced  all  that  day 

As  if  folks  heard  her  name  right  well. 

And  when  the  west  began  to  glow 
I  went  —  I  could  not  choose  but  go  — 
To  that  same  dairy  on  the  hill ; 
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And  while  sweet  Mary  moved  about 
Within,  I  came  to  her  without, 
Aud  leaned  upon  (he  window-sUl. 

The  garden  border  where  I  stood 

Was  sweet  with  pinks  and  southernwood. 

I  spoke  — her  answer  seemed  to  fail : 
I  smelt  the  pinks  —  I  could  not  see; 
The  dusk  came  down  and  sheltered  me. 

And  in  the  dusk  she  heard  my  tale. 

And  what  is  left  that  I  should  tell  ? 
I  begged  a  kiss,  I  pleaded  well : 

The  rosebud  lips  did  long  decline ; 
But  yet  I  think,  I  think  'tJs  true. 
That,  leaned  at  last  into  tlie  dew. 

One  little  iustant  they  were  mine. 

O  life !  how  dear  thou  hast  become : 
She  laughed  at  dawn,  and  I  was  dumb. 

But  evening  counsels  best  pi-evail. 
Fwr  shine  the  blue  that  o'er  her  spreads. 
Green  lie  the  pastures  where  she  treads. 

The  maiden  with  the  milking-pail ! 
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THE  LETTER  L. 


mt  on  griasy  slopes  that  meet 
With  sudden  dipth«  level  strand; 
The  trees  hiing  overiiead  —  our  feet 
Were  on  the  sand. 


Two  silent  girla,  a  thoughtful  man, 

We  sunned  ourselves  in  open  light. 
And  felt  sueh  April  airs  as  fan 
The  Isic  of  Wight; 


And  smelt  the  wall-flower  in  tLe  erag 

Whereon  that  dainty  wall  had  fed, 

Wliich  made  the  heli-hmig  cowslip  wag 

Her  delieate  head ; 
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And  let  alighting  jackdaws  fleet 

Adown  it  open-winged,  and  pass 
Till  they  could  toueli  Fith  outstrctchiid  feet 
The  warmed  gi-ass. 

The  happy  wave  ran  up  and  rang 

Like  serriee  bells  a  long  way  off. 
And  clown  a  little  freshet  sprang 
From  mossy  trough. 

And  splashed  into  a  rain  of  spray, 

And  fretted  on  with  daylight's  loss. 
Because  so  many  blue-hells  lay 
Leaning  across. 

Blue  martins  gossiped  in  the  sun, 

And  pairs  of  shattering  daws  flew  by. 
And  sailing  brigs  rocked  softly  on 
In  company. 

Wild  cherry  boughs  above  us  spread 

The  whitest  shade  was  ever  seen, 
And  flicker,  flicker,  came  and-fled 
Sun  spots  between. 
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red  in  the  milk-white  bloom 
As  babea  will  sigh  for  deep  content 
When  their  sweet  liearta  for  peace  make  n 
As  gi-vcn,  not  lent. 

And  we  saw  on :  we  said  no  word. 

And  one  wits  lost  in  niiisings  rare, 
One  buoyant  as  the  wall  that  stirred 
Her  shining  hair. 

Hia  eyes  were  licnt  upon  the  sand, 

Unlathonied  deeps  within  them  lay. 
A  slender  rod  was  in  his  hand  — 
A  hazel  spray. 

Her  eyes  were  resting  on  his  face. 

As  shyly  gUd,  by  stcaltli  to  glean 
Impressions  of  his  manly  grace 
And  guarded  mien; 

The  mouth  witli  steady  sweetness  set. 

The  distant  hint  of  some  regret 
That  harbored  there. 
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She  gazed,  and  in  the  tender  iipsh 

That  made  her  face  like  roses  blown. 
And  in  tlie  radiance  and  the  hush. 
Her  thought  was  shown. 

It  was  a  happy  thing  to  ait 

She  looked  not  for  a  part  in  it. 
So  meek  was  she. 

But  it  was  solace  for  her  ■eyes. 

And  for  her  heart,  that  yearned  to  him. 
To  watch  apart  in  loving  wise 
Those  musings  dim. 

Lost  — lost,  and  gone !     Tiie  Pelham  woods 

Were  full  of  doves  that  cooed  at  ease  j 
The  orchis  filled  her  purple  hoods 
For  dainty  bees. 

Ho  heard  not;  all  the  delicate  air 

Was  fresh  with  falling  watcr-sprayi 
It  mattered  not  —  he  was  not  there. 
But  &r  away. 
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Till  with  tlie  hazel  In  Lis  hand, 

Stili  drowned  in  thought,  it  thus  hcfcll ; 
He  drew  a  letter  on  the  sand  — 
The  letter  L. 

And  looking  on  it,  straight  there  wrought 

A  ruddy  flush  about  liis  brow  j 
Ilia  letter  woke  him ;  abseut  thought 
Rushed  homeward  now. 

And  half-abashed,  his  hasty  touch 

Effaced  it  with  a  t«ll-tale  care. 

As  if  his  action  had  been  much. 

And  not  his  air. 

And  sheP  she  watched  his  open  pahn 

Smooth  out  the  letter  from  the  sand, 
And  rose,  with  aspect  almost  calm, 
And  filled  her  hand 

With  cherry  bloom,  and  moved  away 

To  gather  wild  forget-me-not, 

And  let  her  errant  footsteps  stray 

To  one  sweet  spot. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


As  if  she  coveted  the  lair 

White  lining  of  the  silver-weed. 

And  euekoo-pint  that  sliaded  there 

Empurpled  seed. 

She  had  not  feared,  as  I  divine. 

Because  she  liad  not  lioped.     Alas  t 
The  sorrow  of  it !  for  that  sign 
Came  but  to  pass ; 

And  yet  it  robbed  her  of  the  right 

To  give,  who  looked  not  to  receive. 
And  made  her  blush  i[i  love's  despite 
That  she  should  grieve. 

A  shape  in  white,  she  turned  to  gaze ; 

Her  eyes  were  shaded  with  her  hand. 
And  half-way  np  the  winding  ways 
We  mw  her  stand. 

Green  hollows  of  the  fringed  cliff. 

Red  rocks  that  under  waters  show. 
Blue  reaches,  and  a  sailing  skitF, 
Were  spread  below. 
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She  stood  to  gaze,  jierhaps  to  sJgL, 

Peiiiaps  to  think ;  but  who  can  tell. 
How  hi^&vy  on  her  heart  must  lie 
The  letter  L ! 


She  came  anon  TOitli  r[uiet  grace ; 

And  ■'  What,"  slie  murmured,  "  silent  yet! ' 
lie  answered,  "  'Tis  a  haunted  place. 
And  spell-beset. 

"0  speak  to  us,  and  break  the  spell!" 

"  The  spell  is  broken,"  she  replied. 
"  I  crossed  the  running  brook,  it  fell. 
It  could  nut  bide. 

"  And  I  have  brought  a  budding  world, 

Of  orchis  spires  and  tlaisics  rank, 

And  ferny  plumes  but  half  uncurled. 

From  yonder  bank ; 
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"And  I  sball  weave  of  them  a  crown. 
And  at  the  well-head  launch  it  free. 
That  so  the  brook  may  Goat  it  down, 
And  out  to  sea. 

"  Tlierc  may  it  to  some  English  handa 
From  fairy  meadow  seem  to  come  j 
Tte  fairyest  of  fairy  lands  — 
The  land  of  home," 

"Weave  on,"  he  said,  and  as  she  wovi 

We  told  bow  currents  in  the  deep, 
With  branches  from  a  lemon  grove, 
Blue  bergs  will  sweep. 

And  messages  from  shipwrecked  folk 

Will  navigate  the  moon-led  main, 

And  painted  boards  of  splintered  oak 

Their  port  regain. 

Then  floated  out  by  vagrant  thought, 

My  soul  beheld  on  torrid  sand 
The  wasteful  water  set  at  nought 
Man's  skilful  hand. 
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AuU  suck  out  gold-dust  from  the  box, 
And  waah  it  down  in  weedy  whirls, 
And  split  tlie  wine-keg  on  the  roeks. 
And  lose  the  pearls. 

"  Ah !  why  to  that  whlth  needs  it  not," 

Metliought,  "  should  costly  things  be  given  P 
How  mucli  is  wasted,  wrecked,  forgot, 
Ou  this  side  heaven  ! " 

So  masing,  did  mine  ears  awake 

To  maiden  tones  of  sweet  reserve. 
And  manly  speech  that  seemed  to  make 
The  steady  curve 

Of  lips  that  uttered  it  defer 

Their  guard,  and  soften  for  the  thought : 
She  listened,  and  his  talk  with  her 
Was  fancy  fraught, 

"There  ia  not  much  in  liberty"  — 
With  douhtful  pauses  ho  began ; 
And  said  to  her  and  said  to  me, 
"There  was  a  man — 
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"  There  was  a  man  who  dreamed  one  night 

That  his  dead  father  came  to  him ; 

And  said,  mlii^n.  fi.-e  was  low,  and  light 

Was  huniing  dim  — 


"  '  Why  vagrant  thus,  my  sometiiiie  pride, 

Unloved,  unloving,  wilt  thou  roam? 
Sure  home  is  best ! '     Tlie  son  replied, 
'  I  have  no  home' 

" '  Shall  not  I  speak? '  his  father  siud, 

'  Who  early  ehosc  a  jontliful  wife, 
And  worked  for  her,  and  with  her  led 
My  happy  life. 

"  '  Ay,  I  will  speak,  for  I  was  young 

As  thou  art  now,  when  I  did  hold 

The  prattling  sweetness  of  thy  tongue 

Dearer  than  gold ; 

' ' '  And  rosy;  from  thy  noonday  sleep 

Would  bear  thee  to  admiring  kin. 

And  all  thy  pretty  looks  would  keep 

My  heart  within. 
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"  'Then  after,  'mid  thy  young  allies 

For  thee  ambition  fluslied  my  brow 

I  coveted  the  schoolboy  prize 
Far  more  tlian  thou. 

" '  I  thought  for  tliee,  I  thought  for  all 

My  gainusome  imps  that  round  me  grew ; 
The  dews  of  blessing  heaviest  fall 
Where  care  falls  too. 

" '  And  I  that  sent  my  hoys  away, 

In  youthful  strength  to  earn  thtir  bread. 
And  died  before  the  hair  was  grey 
Upon  my  head  — 

'"I  say  to  thee,  though  free  from  care, 

A  lonely  lot,  an  aimless  life. 
The  crowning  comfort  is  not  there  — 
Son,  take  a  wife.' 

" '  Father  beloved,'  the  son  replied. 

And  failed  to  gather  to  his  breast. 

With  arms  in  darkness  searching  wide. 

The  formless  guest. 
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" '  1  am  but  free,  as  sorrow  is, 

To  dry  her  tearSj  to  laugh,  to  talk ; 
And  free,  as  sick  men  arc,  1  wis 
To  rise  and  walk. 

"  '  And  free,  as  poor  men  are,  to  buy 

If  they  have  nought  wherewith  to  pay ; 
Nor  hope,  the  debt  before  they  die, 
To  wipe  away. 

" '  What  'vails  it  there  are  wives  to  win. 
And  faithful  hearts  for  those  to  yearn. 
Who  find  not  night  thereto  akin 
To  make  return  ? 

"  '  Shall  he  take  much  who  little  gives. 

And  dwells  in  spirit  far  away. 

When  she  that  in  his  presence  lives. 

Doth  never  stray, 

"  'But  waking,  guideth  as  beseems 

The  happy  house  ia  order  trim, 
And  tends  her  babes ;  and  sleeping,  dreams 
Of  tliem,  and  him? 
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"  '  O  base,  O  cold,'' "  —  while  tlius  lie  spake 

The  dream  broke  off,  the  visioD  fled ; 
He  carried  on  fc  is  speech  awake 
And  sighing  said  — 

'"I  had  —  ah  hitppy  man !  —  I  had 

A  precious  JGwel  in  my  breast. 
And  while  I  kept  it  I  was  glad 
At  work,  at  rest ! 

"  '  Call  it  a  heart,  and  call  it  strong 

As  upward  stroke  of  eagle's  wing ; 

Then  call  it  weak,  you  shall  not  wrong 

The  beating  thing. 

"  '  In  tangles  of  the  jungle  reed, 

Whose  heats  are  lit  with  tiger  eyes. 
In  shipwreck  drifting  with  the  weed 
'Noath  rainy  skies, 

" '  Still  youthful  manhood,  fresh  anil  keen, 

At  danger  gazed  with  awed  delight, 
As  if  sea  would  not  drown,  I  ween, 
Nor  serpent  bite. 
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"  '  1  had  —  all  happj- !  liut  'tis  gone. 
The  priceless  jewel ;  one  eame  by. 
And  saw  and  stood  awhile  to  con 
Wltli  curious  eye, 

"  '  And  wished  for  it,  and  faintly  smiled 

From  under  lashes  black  as  ilooni, 
With  subtle  sweetness,  tender,  mild. 
That  did  illume 

"  'The  perfect  face,  and  ehed  on  it 

A  charm,  half  feeling,  half  surprise, 
And  brim  with  dreams  the  exquisite 
Brown  blessed  eyes. 

"  '  Was  it  for  this,  no  more  but  this, 

I  took  and  laid  it  in  her  hand, 
By  dimples  ruled,  to  bint  submiss. 
By  frown  unmanned? 

"  '  It  was  for  this  —  and  0  farewell 

The  fearless  foot,  the  present  mind. 
And  steady  will  to  breast  the  swell 
And  face  the  mind ! 
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"  'I  gav  ilie  jewel  Irom  my  breast, 
SUe  played  with  it  a  litUo  while 
As  I  sailed  down  iuto  the  west. 
Fed  by  her  smile ; 

"  '  Then  weary  of  it  —  far  from  land, 

With  sigh  as  deep  aa  destiny, 
She  let  it  drop  from  her  fair  hand 
Into  the  sea, 

'"  And  watched  it  sink ;  and  I  —  andl,- 

Wiiat  shall  I  do,  for  all  is  vain  ? 
No  wave  will  bring,  no  gold  will  buy, 
No  toil  attain ; 

" '  Nor  any  diver  reach  to  raise 

My  jewel  from  the  blue  abyss ; 

Or  could  they,  still  I  should  but  praise 

Their  work  amiss. 

"  '  Tiirown,  thrown  away  !     But  I  love  yet 
The  fair,  fair  hand  which  did  the  deed ; 
That  wayward  sweetness  to  forget 
Were  bitter  meed. 
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"  '  No,  let  it  lit!,  and  let  the  wave 

EoU  over  it  for  evermore ; 
Whelmed  where  the  sailor  hath  his  grave  — 


"  '  My  heart,  my  sometime  happy  heart ! 

And  0  for  once  let  me  complain, 
I  must  foi-ego  life's  better  part — 
Man's  dearer  gain. 

"  '  I  worked  afar  that  I  might  rear 

A  peaceful  home  on  English  soil; 
I  labored  for  the  gold  and  gear— 
I  loved  my  tod. 

"  '  For  ever  in  my  spirit  spake 

The  natural  whisper,  "  Well  'twill  be 
When  loving  wife  and  children  break 
Tlieir  bread  with  thee !  " 

•'  '  The  gathered  gobl  is  turned  to  drosa, 

Tlie  wife  hath  faded  into  air. 

My  heart  is  thrown  away,  my  loss 

I  cannot  spare. 
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" '  Not  spare  unsated  tliought  iier  food- 
No,  not  one  rustle  of  tliK  Ibid, 
Nor  scent  of  eastern  sandalwood. 
Nor  gleam  of  gold ; 

"  '  Nor  quaint  devices  of  the  shawl, 

Far  less  tlie  drooping  lashes  meek; 
The  gracious  figure,  lithe  and  tall. 
The  dimpled  cheeki 

"  '  And  all  tie  wonders  of  tier  eyes. 

And  sweet  caprices  of  her  air, 
Alhcit,  indignant  reason  cries. 
Fool !  have  a  care, 

"  '  Fool !  join  not  madness  to  mistaie ; 

Thou  knowest  she  loved  tliee  not  a  wlii 
Only  that  slie  thy  heart  might  break  — 
Slie  wanted  it, 

" '  Only  the  conquered  thing  to  chain 

So  fast  that  none  might  set  it  free, 

Nor  other  woman  there  might  reign 

And  comfort  thee. 
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"  '  Roblied,  robbed  of  life's  illusions  sweet ; 

Love  dead  outside  lier  dosfeil  door, 
And  pasfiion  fdnting  at  lier  feet 
To  wake  no  more  ; 

"  '  Wbat  oanst  thou  give  that  unknown  bride 

Whom  tbou  diilst  work  for  in  the  waste, 
Ere  fated  !ov<!  was  bom,  and  cried  — 
Was  dead,  ungraced  P 

" '  Uo  more  but  this,  the  partial  care. 

The  natural  kindness  for  its  own, 
Tlie  trust  tliat  waxeth  unaware. 
As  worth  is  known  ; 

*' '  Observance,  and  complacent  thought 

Indulgent,  and  the  honor  due 
Tliat  many  another  man  has  brought 
IVTio  brought  love  too. 

"  'Nay,  then,  forbid  it  Heaven!'  he  said, 

'  The  saintly  vision  fades  from  me ; 
0  bands  and  chains !  I  cannot  wed  — 
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With  that  lie  raised  his  face  to  view ; 

"What  think  you,"  asking,  "  of  my  tale? 
And  was  he  right  to  let  the  dew 
Of  mom  exhale, 

"  And  burdened  in  the  noontide  sun. 

The  grateful  shade  of  home  forego  — 
Could  he  be  right  — I  ask  na  one 
Who  fain  would  know?  " 

He  spoke  to  her  and  spoke  to  me ; 

The  rebel  rose-hue  dyed  her  eheek ; 
The  woven  crown  lay  on  her  knee ; 
She  would  not  speak. 

And  I  with  doubtful  pause  —  averse 

To  let  occasion  drift  away  — 
I  answered —  "  If  his  case  were  worse 
Than  word  can  say, 

"  Time  is  a  healer  of  sick  hearts. 

And  women  have  been  known  to  choose. 
With  purpose  to  allay  their  smarts. 
And  tend  their  bruise. 
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"Tliesc  for  themselves.     Content  to  give, 

In  tlieir  own  lavisli  love  complete, 
Taking  for  sole  prerogative 

Their  tendance  sweet. 

"  Such  meeting  in  their  diadem 

Of  crowning  love's  ethereal  lire. 

Himself  he  roba  who  robbcth  them 

Of  their  desire. 

"Therefore  tlie  man  who,  dreaming,  cried 

Against  his  lot  that  evensong, 
I  judge  him  honest,  and  decide 
That  he  was  wrong." 

"  When  I  am  judged,  ah  may  my  fate," 
He  wliispered,  "  in  thy  code  be  read  I 
Be  thou  both  judge  and  advocate." 
Then  turned,  ho  sdd  — 

"Fair  weaver!"  touching,  while  he  spoke. 

The  woven  crown,  the  weaving  hand, 
"And  do  you  this  decree  revoke, 
Or  may  it  stand? 
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"  This  friend,  you  ever  think  her  riglit  — 

She  ia  not  wro«g,  theu  ?  "     Soft  and  low 
The  little  treinbling  word  took  flight : 
She  answered,  "No." 


A  meadow  where  the  grass  was  deep,  , 
Rich,  square,  and  golden  to  the  view, 
A  belt  of  elms  with  levfil  sweep 
About  it  j^rew. 

The  sun  beat  down  on  it,  the  line 

Of  shade  was  clear  lieneath  the  trees ; 
There,  hy  a  clustering  eglantine. 
We  sat  at  ease. 

And  0  the  buttercups !  that  field 

0'  the  doth  of  gold,  where  pennons  s' 
Where  France  set  up  liis  lilied  shield. 
His  oriAanib, 
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Aiiil  Henry's  liou-standard  rolled : 

What  was  it  to  their  matchless  sheen. 
Their  million  million  drops  of  gold 
Among  the  green ! 

We  sat  at  case  in  peaceful  trust, 

For  he  bad  written,  ' '  Let  us  meet ; 
My  wife  grew  tired  of  smoke  and  dust, 
And  London  heat, 

"  And  I  have  found  a  quiet  grange. 

Set  back  in  meadows  sloping  west, 
And  there  our  little  ones  can  range 
And  she  can  rest. 

"  Come  down,  that  we  may  show  the  vie 

And  she  may  hear  your  voice  again. 
And  Ulk  bcr  woman's  talk  with  you 
Along  the  lane." 

Since  he  had  drawn  with  listless  hand 

The  letter,  six  long  years  had  fled. 

And  winds  had  blown  about  the  sand, 

And  tliey  were  wfld. 
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Two  rosy  urchins  near  him  played. 

Or  watched,  entranced,  the  shapely  sbips 
That  with  his  knife  for  them  Le  wade 
Of  elder  slips. 

And  where  the  flowers  were  thickest  slied. 

Each  blossom  like  a,  burnished  gem, 
A  creeping  baby  reared  its  head. 
And  WDoed  at  them. 

And  calm  was  on  the  father's  face. 

And  loye  was  in  the  motlior's  eyes ; 
She  looked  and  listened  from  her  place. 
In  tender  wise. 

She  did  not  need  to  raise  her  voice 

That  they  might  hear,  she  sat  so  nigh; 
Yet  we  could  speak  when  'twas  our  choice. 
And  Bofl  reply. 

Holding  onr  quiet  talk  apart 

Of  household  Ibings ;  till,  all  nnsealed, 
The  guarded  outworks  of  the  heail 
Began  to  yield ; 
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And  much  that  prudence  will  not  dip 

The  pen  to  fix  and  send  awaj-, 
Passed  safely  over  from  the  lip 
That  summer  day. 

"  I  fihoiild  be  happy,"  with  a  look 

Towards  her  husband  where  lie  lay, 
Lost  in  the  pages  of  his  booli, 
Soft  did  she  say. 

"  I  am,  and  yet  no  lot  below 

For  one  whole  day  eludeth  care; 
To  marriage  all  the  stories  flow. 
And  finish  there : 

"As  if  with  marriage  came  the  end. 

The  entrance  into  settled  rest. 
The  calm  to  which  love's  tossings  fend. 
The  quiet  breast. 

"  For  me  love  played  the  low  preludes. 

Yet  life  began  but  with  the  ring, 
Such  infinite  solicitudes 
Around  it  cling. 
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"  I  did  not  for  my  heart  divine 

Her  destiny  so  meek  to  grow ; 
The  higlier  nature  matclie<l  with  mine 
Will  have  it  so. 

"  Still  I  consider  it,  and  still 

Aeknowledge  it  m}'  master  made, 
Above  me  hy  the  steadier  will 
Of  nought  afraid. 

"Above  me  by  the  candid  speech; 

The -temperate  judgment  of  its  own ; 
The  keener  thoughts  that  grasp  and  reach 
At  things  unknown. 

"But  I  look  up  and  he  looks  down, 

And  thus  our  married  eyes  can  meet ; 
Unclouded  his,  and  clear  of  frown, 
And  grareiy  sweet. 

"  And  yet,  0  gciod,  O  wise  and  tine  t 

I  would  for  all  my  fealty, 
That  I  could  be  as  much  to  you 
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■'  And  knew  the  deep  secure  content 

Of  wives  who  hive  been  hariUy  won, 
And,  long  petitioned,  gave  assent, 
Jealous  of  none. 

"But  proudly  sure  in  all  the  earth 
No  other  in  that  homage  shares, 
Nor  otlicr  woman's  face  or  worth 
Is  prized  as  theirs."' 

I  said;   "And  yet  no  lot  hdow 

For  one  whole  day  dtukth  care. 
Your  thouglit."     She  answered,  "  Even  so. 
I  would  beware 

"  Regretful  questionings ;  be  sure 
That  very  seldom  do  they  rise, 
Nor  for  myself  do  I  endure  — 
I  sympathize. 

"  For  once  "  —  she  turned  away  her  head. 
Aerns.s  the  grass  she  swept  her  hand  — 
"  There  was  a  letter  once,"  she  said, 
"  Upon  the  sand." 
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"  There  was,  in  truth,  a  letter  writ 

On  Baud,"  I  said,  "  and  swept  from  vi 
But  that  same  hand  which  fashionud  it 
Is  given  to  you. 

"Effiice  the  letter;  wherefore  keep 

An  image  which  the  sands  forego?" 
' '  Albeit  that  fear  had  secraed  to  sleep," 
She  answered  low, 

*'  I  could  not  choose  but  wate  it  now ; 

For  do  but  turn  aside  your  face, 
A  liouse  on  yonder  liiliy  brow 
Tour  eyes  may  trace. 

"  The  chestnut  shelters  it ;  ah  me, 
That  I  should  have  so  faint  a  heart ! 
But  yeatereve,  as  by  the  sea 
I  sat  apart, 

"  I  heard  a  name,  I  saw  a  hand 

Of  passing  stranger  point  that  way  — 
And  will  he  meet  her  on  the  strand, 
When  late  we  stray  ? 
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"For  she  is  come,  for  elie  is  there, 

I  heard  it  in  the  dusk,  and  heard 

Admiring  words,  that  named  her  fair. 

But  little  stirred 

"  By  beaiitv-  of  the  wood  and  wave. 
And  weary  of  an  old  man's  sway ; 
For  it  was  sweeter  to  enslave 
Tlian  to  obey." 

—  The  voice  of  one  that  near  us  stood, 

The  rustle  of  a  silken  fold, 
A  scent  of  eastern  sandalwood, 
A  gleam  of  gold ! 

A  lady !     In  the  narrow  space 

Between  the  husband  and  the  wife. 

But  nearest  him  — she  showed  a  face 

Willi  dangers  rife  ; 

A  subtle  smile  that  dimpling  fled. 

As  nighUikek  lashes  rose  and  fell: 
r  looked,  and  to  myself  1  said, 
"The  letter  L." 
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He,  too,  looked  up,  and  with  arrest 

Of  breath  and  motion  liuld  his  gaze. 
Nor  cared  to  hide  witLin  his  breast 
His  deep  amaze ; 

Nor  spoke  till  on  her  neai'  advance 

His  dark  clieek  flushed  a  ruddier  hue ; 
And  with  hia  change  of  countenanee 
Hers  altered  too. 

"Leuore!"  his  voice  was  like  the  cry 

Of  one  entreating ;   and  he  said 
But  liiat  —  then  paused  with  such  a  sigh 
As  mourns  the  dead. 

And  seated  near,  with  no  demur 

Of  bashful  doubt  she  silence  broke, 
Though  I  alone  could  answer  her 
When  first  she  spoke. 

She  looked ;  her  eyes  were  hcaTity's  ovra ; 

She  shed  their  sweetness  into  his ; 
Nor  spared  the  married  wife  one  moan 
That  bitterest  is. 
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Slie  spoke,  and  lo,  her  loveliness 

Metliought  she  damaged  with  lier  tongue ; 
And  every  seiitciiee  made  it  less, 
So  fidsu  they  ruog. 

The  rallying  voice,  the  light  demand. 

Half  flippant,  half  unsatisfied ; 
The  vanity  sincere  and  bland  — 
The  answers  wide. 

And  now  her  talk  was  of  the  East, 

And  next  her  talk  was  of  tie  sea ; 
"And  has  the  love  foi-  it  increased 
You  shared  with  mo  ? " 

He  answered  not,  but  grave  and  still 

With  earnest  eyes  her  face  perused. 
And  locked  his  lips  with  steady  will, 
As  one  that  mused  — 

That  mused  and  wondered.     Wliy  his  ga^e 

Should  dwell  on  her,  methonglit,  was  plain 
But  reason  that  should  wonder  raise 
1  sought  in  vain. 
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And  near  aad  near  the  children  drew. 

Attracted  by  her  ritli  array, 
And  gems  that  trembling  into  view 
Like  raindrops  lay. 

He  spoke :  the  wife  her  baby  took 

And  pressed  the  little  face  to  hers; 
What  pain  soe'ur  Jier  bosom  shook, 
■What  jealous  stirs 

Might  stab  her  heart,  she  hid  them  so. 

The  cooing  babe  a  veil  supplied; 

And  if  she  listened  none  might  know. 

Or  if  she  sighed ; 

Or  if  forecasting  grief  and  care 

Unconscious  eolace  thence  she  drew. 
And  iullod  her  babe,  and  unaware 
Lulled  sorrow  too. 

The  lady,  she  interpreter 

For  looks  or  language  wanted  none. 
If  yet  dominion  stayed  with  her — 
So  lightly  won ; 
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If  yet  tlie  heart  she  woundeil  sore 

Could  yearn  to  her,  and  let  her  see 
The  homage  that  was  evermore 
Disloyalty  ; 

If  sign  would  yield  that  it  had  Mod, 
Or  ralliiid  from  the  faithless  blow. 
Or  sick  or  sullen  stooped  to  wed. 
She  craved  to  know. 

Now  dreamy  deep,  now  sweetly  keen. 

Her  asking  eyes  would  round  him  shine ; 
But  guarded  lips  and  settled  mien 
Refused  the  sign. 

And  unbeguiled  and  unbetrayed, 

The  wonder  yet  within  his  breast. 

It  seemed  a  watchful  part  he  played 

Against  her  quest. 

Until  with  accent  of  regret 

She  touched  upon  the  past  once  more, 
As  if  she  dared  him  to  forget 
His  dream  of  yore. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


And  words  of  iittlc  weight  let  fall 

The  fancy  of  the  lower  mind ; 

How  waxing  life  must  needs  leave  all 

Its  beat  behind ; 

How  he  had  said  that  "  he  would  fain 

(One  morning  on  the  halcyon  sea) 
That  hfe  would  at  a  stand  remain 
Eternally ; 

"  And  sails  he  mirrored  in  the  deep. 
As  then  they  wore,  for  evermore, 
And  happy  spirits  waltc  and  sleep 
Afar  from  shore : 

"The  well-contented  heart  he  fed 
Ever  as  then,  and  all  the  world 
(It  were  not  Bmali)  unshadowed 
When  eaila  were  furled. 

"Tour  words"  —  a  pause,  and  quietly 

With  touch  of  calm  self-ridicule : 
"It  may  be  so  —  for  then,"  said  he, 
"  I  was  a  fool." 
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With  that  he  took  his  hook,  and  left 

An  awkward  silence  to  my  care, 
That  soon  I  filled  with  questions  deft 
And  debonair; 

And  slid  into  an  easj  vein. 

The  favorite  picture  of  the  year ; 

The  grouse  upon  her  lord's  domain  — 

The  salmon  weir; 

Till  she  could  feign  a  sudden  thought 

Upon  neglected  guests,  and  rise, 

And  make  us  her  adieus,  witli  nought 

In  lier  dark  ejes 

Acknowledging  or  shame  or  pain ; 
But  just  unveiling  for  our  view 
A  little  smile  of  still  disdain 
As  she  withdrew. 

Then  nearer  did  the  sunshine  creep, 

And  warmer  came  the  wafting  breeze ; 
The  little  bahe  was  fast  asleep 
On  mother's  knees. 
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Fair  was  the  face  that  o'er  il  loaiit, 

The  eheekfi  with  beauteous  blushea  dyed ; 
The  downcast  lashes,  shjlj  bent, 
That  failed  to  hide 

Some  tender  shame.     She  did  not  see ; 
She  fult  his  eyes  that  would  not  stir. 
She  looked  upon  her  babe,  and  he 
So  looked  at  her. 


So  grave,  so  wondcrinj 
As  one  new  waked  ti 
Whose  sudden  joy  with  fi! 
He  said,  "My  w 


"  My  wife,  how  lieautiful  you  are ! " 

Then  closer  at  her  side  reclined, 

"  The  bold  brown  woman  from  aflir 

Comes,  to  me  blind. 

"And  by  comparison,  I  see 

The  majesty  of  matron  grace. 
And  learn  how  pare,  how  fair  can  bi 
My  own  wife's  face ; 
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"Pure  wMi  all  railhful  passion,  lair 

With  tender  smiles  that  come  and  go; 
And  comforting  as  April  air 
After  the  snow. 

"  Fool  that  I  was !  my  spirit  frets 

And  man-cls  at  the  liuinbling  truth, 

That  I  have  deigned  to  spend  regreta 

On  liiy  hruised  youth. 

"  Its  idol  mocked  tliee,  seated  nigh. 

And  shamed  me  for  tliti  mad  mistake ; 
I  thank  my  God  He  pould  deny, 
And  she  forsake. 

"Ah,  who  am  I,  that  God  hath  saved 

Me  from  the  doom  I  did  desire, 
And  crossed  the  lot  myself  had  craved, 
Tosetmehigher.i' 

"  What  have  T  done  that  He  shoidd  bow 
From  heaven  to  choose  a  wife  for  me? 
And  what  deserved,  He  should  endow 
My  home  with  theb.^' 
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"  My  ivifo ! "     With  tliat  slie  tumeil  lier  face 

To  kiss  the  hand  aliout  licr  net;k ; 
And  I  went  down  and  sought  the  place 
Where  leaped  the  beck  — 

The  busy  heck,  that  still  would  run 

And  fall,  and  falter  its  refrain  ; 

And  pause  and  shjmiucr  in  the  sun. 

And  fall  again. 

It  led  me  to  the  sandy  shore. 

We  sang  together,  it  and  I  — 
"  The  daylight  eomes,  the  dark  is  o'er. 
The  shadows  %." 


I  lost  it  on  the  sandy  shi 
"  O  wife  !  "  its  litest  i 
"O  wife,  be  glad,  anil  fear 
The  lctt<;r  L." 
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TIIE  inCII  TIDE  ON  TITE    COAST  OF  LIX- 
COLNSHUIE. 


HE  old  mayor   climbed   tlio   lielfry 

The  ringers  ran  by  two,  by  threy ; 
'TuU,  if  ye  never  piJled  before; 
:^|       Good  ringers,  pull  j-our  best," 
quoth  he. 

"  Play  uppe,  play  uppe,  O  Boston  bells  I 
Ply  all  your  changes,  all  your  swells. 

Play  uppe  '  The  Brides  of  Enderby.' " 


Men  say  it  was  a  stolen  tyde  — 
The  Lord  that  sent  it,  He  knows  all; 

Bnt  in  myne  ears  doth  still  abide 
The  message  that  the  i)ells  let  fall : 
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And  there  was  nought  of  strange,  beside 
The  flights  of  mews  and  peewits  piiid 

By  millions  crouthed  on  the  old  eca  wall. 

I  sat  and  spun  within  the  doore, 

My  thread  brake  olT,  I  raised  mjne  eyes ; 
Tlie  level  sun,  like  ruddy  ore. 

Lay  sinking  in  tlie  barren  skies ; 
And  dark  against  day's  golden  death 
She  moved  where  Lindis  wanderelh. 
My  Sonne's  fairc  wife,  Elizabeth. 

"Cusha!  Cusha!  Cuaha!"  calling. 
Ere  the  early  dews  were  falling, 
Farro  away  I  heard  her  song. 
"Cusha!  Cusha!"  all  along; 
Where  the  reedy  Lindis  floweth, 

Fioweth,  floweth. 
From  the  meads  where  melick  groweth 
Faintly  came  her  milking  song  — 

"Ciislia!  Cusha!  Cusha!"  calling, 
'■  For  the  dews  will  soone  be  falling; 
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LeavG  jour  meadow  gi-asses  iiielloiv. 

Mellow,  mellow; 
Quit  your  cowslips,  cowslips  yellow ; 
Come  uppe  Whitefoot,  come  uppe  Lightfoot ; 
Quit  the  stalks  of  parsley  hollow. 

Hollow,  hollow; 
Come  uppe  Jetty,  rise  and  follow. 
From  the  clovers  lift  your  head ; 
Come  uppe  Wliitefoot,  come  uppe  Lightfoot, 
Come  uppe  Jetty,  rise  and  follow. 
Jetty,  to  the  milking  shed." 

If  it  he  long,  ay,  long  ago, 

When  I  begiune  to  think  howe  long, 
Againe  I  hear  the  Lindis  flow. 

Swift  as  an  arrowe,  sharpe  and  strong; 
And  all  the  aire,  it  seemeth  mce, 
Bin  full  of  floating  bells  (sayth  shee). 
That  ring  the  tune  of  Enderby. 

Ai!e  fresh  the  level  pasture  lay. 
And  not  a  shadowe  mote  be  scene, 

Save  where  full  fjye  good  miles  away 

The  steeple  towered  from  out  the  greene; 
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And  lo !  tlio  great  bell  farre  and  wide 
Was  heard  in  all  the  countrj  side 
That  Saturday  at  eventide. 

The  Bwanherds  where  their  sedges  are 
Moved  on  in  sunset's  golden  breath, 
The  eliepherde  lads  I  heard  afarre. 
And  mj-  Bonne's  wife,  Elizabeth; 
Till  floating  o'er  the  grassy  sea 
Came  downe  that  kyndly  message  free. 
The  "Brides  of  Mavia  Enderby." 

Then  some  looked  uppe  into  the  sky. 
And  all  along  where  Lindis  flows 

To  where  the  goodly  vessels  lie, 
And  where  the  lordly  steeple  shows. 

They  aayde,  "And  why  should  this  tiling  bcP 

^Vhat  danger  lowers  by  land  or  sea  ? 

They  ring  the  tune  of  Enderby! 

"For  evil  news  from  Mablethorpe, 
Of  pyrate  galleys  warping  doivn ; 

For  aiiippes  ashore  beyond  the  scorpe. 
They  have  not  spared  to  wake  the  towne : 
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But  while  the  west  bin  red  to  see, 
And  storms  be  none,  and  pyrates  flee, 
Why  ring  '  The  Brides  of  Enderhy '  f  " 

I  looked  without,  and  lo  !  my  sonno 
Came  riding  downe  with  might  utid  m 

lie  raised  a  shout  as  he  drew  on. 
Till  all  the  welkin  rang  again, 

"Elizabetli!  Elizabeth!' 


(i. 


^^  drew  breath 


Thau  my  Sonne's  wife,  Elizabeth.) 

"  The  olde  sea  wall  (he  cried)  is  downe. 

The  rising  tide  comes  on  apace. 
And  boats  adrift  in  yonder  towne 

Go  sailing  uppe  the  market-place." 
He  shook  aa  one  that  looks  on  death : 
"God  save  you,  mother  1"  straight  he  saitt] 
'*  Where  is  my  wife,  Elizabeth  P " 

"  Good  sonne,  where  Lindis  winds  her  way. 
With  her  two  bairns  I  marked  her  long ; 

And  ere  yon  bells  beganne  to  play 
Afar  I  heard  her  milking  song." 
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He  looked  across  the  grassy  lea, 
To  right,  to  loft,  "  Ho  Enderbj !  " 
They  rang  "  The  Brides  of  Knderbj !  " 

With  that  he  cried  and  beat  his  breast ; 

Tor,  lo !  along  the  rirer's  bed 
A  mighty  eygre  roared  his  trest. 

And  uppe  the  Lindis  raging  aped. 
It  swept  with  thunderous  noises  loud ; 
Shaped  like  a  curling  snon-wliite  cloud. 
Or  like  a  demon  in  a  shroud. 

And  rearing  Lindis  backward  pressed 

Shook  all  her  trembling  bankes  amaine 
Then  madly  at  the  eygre's  breast 

Flung  uppe  her  weltering  walls  again. 
Tlien  bankes  came  downe  with  ruin  and  re 
Then  beaten  foam  flew  round  about  — 
Then  all  tlie  mighty  floods  were  out. 

So  farre,  so  fast  the  eygre  drave, 
The  heart  had  hardly  time  to  beat. 

Before  a  shallow  seething  wave 
Sobbed  in  the  grasses  at  oure  feet ; 
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The  feet  had  hardly  time  to  flee 
Before  it  brake  agiunst  the  knee, 
And  all  the  world  was  in  the  sea. 

Upon  the  roofe  we  sate  that  night. 
The  noise  of  bells  went  sweeping  by; 

I  marked  the  lofty  beacon  light 

Stream  from  the  duirch  tower,  red  and  high- 

A  lurid  mark  and  dread  to  see ; 

And  awsome  bells  they  were  to  mee, 

That  in  the  dark  rang  "  Enderhy," 

They  rang  the  sailor  lads  to  guide 

From  roofe  to  roof*  who  fearless  rowed; 

And  I  —  my  sonne  was  at  my  side. 
And  yet  the  ruddy  beacon  glowed ; 

And  yet  he  moaned  beneath  his  breath, 

"  O  come  in  life,  or  come  in  death ! 

O  lost!  my  love,  Elizabeth." 

And  didst  thou  visit  htm  no  more? 

Thou  didst,  thou  didst,  my  daughter  deare; 
The  waters  laid  thee  at  his  doorc. 

Ere  yet  the  early  dawn  was  clear. 
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Thy  pretty  bainis  in  fast  embrace. 
The  lifted  sun  shone  on  thy  fate, 
Dowae  drifted  to  thy  dwelling-placp. 

That  flow  strewed  wrecks  about  the  grass. 
That  ebbe  swept  out  the  flocks  to  sea ; 

A  fatal  ebbe  anil  flow,  alas ! 

To  caatiyu  more  than  myne  and  mce  : 

But  each  will  mourn  his  own  (sho  sailh). 

And  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  breath 

Than  my  Sonne's  wife,  Elizabeth, 

I  shall  never  hear  her  more 
By  the  reedy  Lindis  shore, 
"Cusha!  Cuaha!  Ciieha!"  calling. 
Ere  the  early  dews  be  falling ; 
I  shall  never  hear  her  song, 
"Cusha!  Cusha!"  all  along 
"Where  the  sunny  Lindis  floweth, 

Goeth,  floweth ; 
IVom  the  meads  where  melick  groweth, 
When  the  water  winding  down, 
Onward  floweth  to  the  town. 
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I  sliall  never  si^t  her  more 

Where  tlie  reeds  and  ruslies  quiver. 

Shiver,  quiver; 
Stand  beside  the  sobbing  river, 
Sobbing,  throbbing,  in  its  failing 
To  tlie  sandy  lonesome  sliore ; 
I  shall  never  hear  her  calling, 
"Leave  your  meadow  grasses  mellow. 

Mellow,  mellow ; 
Quit  your  eowslips,  cowslips  jellow ; 
Come  uppe  Whitefoot,  come  uppo  LightToot; 
Quit  your  pipes  of  parsley  hollow. 

Hollow,  hollow; 
Come  uppe  Liglitfoot,  rise  and  follow; 

Lightfoot,  Whitefoot, 
From  your  clovers  lift  the  head ; 
Come  uppe  Jetty,  follow,  follow, 
Jetty,  to  the  milking  sbed." 
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AFTERJTOON  AT  A  PARSOJTAGE. 


7-^,-y-a. 


jIIAT  wonder  man  should  fail  to  stay 
A  nursling  watted  from  above, 
The  growth  celestial  come  astray. 
That  tender  growth  whose  name 


It  If  IS  if  liigh  winds  in  heaven 
Had  »liaken  the  celestial  trees, 

And  to  tliis  earth  below  Had  given 

Some  feathered  seeds  from  one  of  these. 

0  perfect  love  that  'dureth  long  ! 

Dear  growth,  that  shaded  by  the  palms. 
And  breathed  on  by  the  angel's  song. 

Blooms  on  in  heaven's  eternal  calms  I 
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AFTEBNOON   AT    A   r.lltSOSAGE. 

How  great  the  task  to  guard  thee  here, 
Where  wind,  is  rough,  and  frost  is  keen, 

And  all  the  ground  with  doubt  and  fear 
Is  chequered  hirth  and  death  between ! 

Spaee  is  against  thee  — it  can  part; 

Time  is  against  thee  —  it  can  chill ; 
Words— they  but  render  half  the  heart; 

Deeds  — tbcy  arc  poor  to  our  ridi  will. 


Merton.     Though   she   had   loved   me,   I   had   i 

hound 
Her  beauty  to  my  darkness ;  that  had  been 
Too  hard  for  her.     Sadder  to  look  so  near 
Into  a  face  all  shadow,  than  to  stand 
Aloof,  and  then  withdraw,  and  afterwards 
Suffer  forgetfulneas  to  comfort  her. 
I  think  so,  and  I  loved  her ;  therefore  I 
Have  no  compl^nt ;  albeit  she  Is  not  mine : 
And  yet  — and  yet,  withdrawing  I  would  fain 
She  would  have  pleaded  duty  — would  have  said 
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1M8  AFTEKNOON   AT   A   PARSONAOK. 

"Mj-  fatlitr  wills  it;  "  would  have  turned  away. 
As  lingering,  or  unwillingly  ;  for  tlico 
Slie  would  have  done  no  damage  to  tlic  past; 
Now  she  has  roughly  used  it  —  flung  it  down 
And  brushed  ita  bloom  away.     If  she  had  said, 
"  Sir,  I  have  promised ;  therefore,  lo !  my  hand  "  - 
Would  I  have  taken  it  P     Ah  no !  by  all 
Most  saored,  no '. 

I  would  for  my  solo  share 
Have  taken  first  her  recollected  blush 
The  day  I  won  her ;  next  her  shining  tears  — 
The  tears  of  our  long  parting ;  and  for  all 
The  rest —  her  cry,  her  bitter  heart-sick  cry. 
That  day  or  night  (I  know  not  which  it  was. 
The  days  being  always  night),  that  darkest  night. 
When  being  led  to  her  I  heard  her  cry, 
"O  blind!  filind!  blind!" 

Go  witli  thy  chosen  ma 
The  fashion  of  thy  going  nearly  cured 
The  sorrow  of  it.     I  am  yet  so  weak 
That  half  my  thoughts  go  after  thee ;  but  not 
So  weak  that  I  desire  to  have  it  so. 
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When  the  dimpled  water  elippeth, 
Full  of  Unghter,  on  its  wny, 

And  her  wing  tlie  wagtail  dippeth, 
Running  by  the  brink  at  ptay; 

When  the  poplar  leaves  atreinble 


And  Out  sunbeams  fail  and  Hatter 
Woodland  inoss  and  branehes  brown, 

And  the  glossy  fincheg  chatter 
Up  and  down,  up  and  down : 

Though  the  heart  be  not  attending. 
Having  music  of  her  own, 

On  the  grass,  through  meadows  wending, 


When  the  falling  watera  utter 

Something  mournful  on  their  way, 
And  departing  swallows  flutter. 

Taking  leave  of  bank  and  brae ; 
When  the  chaffinch  idly  sittefh 

With  her  mate  upon  the  sheaves. 
And  the  wistful  robin  flitteth 

Over  beofl  of  yellow  leaves  i 
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When  the  clouds,  like  ghosts  that  ponder 

Evil  fate,  float  by  and  frown, 
And  the  listless  wind  doth  wander 

Up  and  down,  up  and  down: 
Thongh  Ihe  heart  be  not  attending, 

Having  Borrows  of  her  own, 
Through  the  fields  and  faUuws  wending, 

It  is  sad  to  walk  alone. 

Merfon.     Blind  !  Hind !  bimrl ! 
Oh!  sitting  in  the  dark  for  evermore, 
And  doing  nothing  —  putting  oiit  a  hand 
To  feel  wliat  lies  about  me,  and  to  say 
Not  "  This  is  blue  or  red,"  but  "  This  is  cold, 
And  this  tbc  sun  is  shining  on,  and  this 
I  know  not  till  they  tell  its  name  to  me." 

O  that  I  might  beh'old  once  more,  my  God ! 
The  shining  rulers  of  the  night  and  day ; 
Or  B  star  twinkling ;  or  an  almond-tree. 
Pink  with  her  blossom  and  alivo  with  bees, 
Standing  against  the  azure  !     0  my  sight ! 
Lost,  and  yet  living  in  the  sunlit  cells 
Of  memory  —  that  only  lightsome  place 
Where  lingers  yet  the  dayspring  of  my  youth : 
The  years  of  mourning  for  thy  death  are  long. 
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Be  kind,  sweet  memory  I     0  desert  me  not ! 

For  oft  thou  show'st  me  lucent  opaJ  seas. 

Fringed  with  their  coeoa-palms,  and  dwarf  red  crags, 

Whereon  the  placid  moon  doth  "  rest  her  chin ; " 

For  oft  by  favor  of  tliy  visttings 

I  feel  the  dimness  of  an  Indian  night, 

And  lo !  the  sun  is  coming.     Red  as  rust 

Between  the  latticed  blind  his  presence  humg, 

A  ruby  ladder  running  up  the  wall ; 

And  all  the  dust,  printed  with  pigeons'  feet, 

la  reddened,  and  the  crows  that  ftallt  anear 

Be^n  to  trail  for  heat  tbcir  glossy  wings, 

And  the  red  flowers  give  back  at  once  the  dew. 

For  night  is  gone,  and  day  is  bom  so  fast, 

And  is  so  strong,  that,  huddled  as  in  flight, 

The  fleeting  darkness  paleth  to  a  shade. 

And  while  she  ealls  to  sleep  and  dreams  "  Come  on," 

Suddenly  waked,  the  sleepers  ruli  their  eyes, 

Which  having  opened,  lo!  she  is  no  more. 


O  misery  and  mourning !     I  ha^c  felt- 
Yes,  T  have  felt  like  some  deserted  world 
That  God  had  done  with,  and  had  cast  aside 
To  rock  and  stagger  through  the  gulf=  of  I'paoe, 
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He  never  looking  on  it  any  more  — 
Uiitilivd,  no  use,  no  pleasure,  not  desired, 
Nor  ligbteil  on  l)j-  angela  in  their  flight 
Fi-om  heaven  to  happier  planets,  and  the  race 
That  once  had  dwelt  on  it  Tvitbdrawn  or  dead. 
Could  such  a  world  have  hope  that  some  blest  day 
God  would  remember  her,  and  fashion  her 
Anew  i* 

Jessie.  What,  dearest  ?     Did  you  speak  to  rae  ? 

Child.  I  think  he  spoke  to  us. 

M.  No,  little  elves. 

You  were  so  quiet  that  I  half  forgot 
Your  ncigliborhood.     What  are  you  doing  there  ? 

J.  Tlicy  sit  together  on  the  window-mat 
Nursing  their  dolls. 

C.  Yes,  Uncle,  our  new  dolls  — 

Our  boat  dulls,  that  you  gave  us. 

M.  Did  you  say 

The  afternoon  was  bright  P 

J.  YOs,  bright  indeed ! 

The  sun  is  on  the  plane-tree,  and  it  llames 
AI!  ml  and  orange. 

C.  T  can  see  my  liithor  — 

Look !  look  !  the  leaves  are  falling  on  his  gown. 
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C.  In    the    churchyard,    Uncle  —  he    is 

lie  passed  behind  the  tower. 

M.  I  heard  a  bell : 

There  is  a  funeral,  tlien,  behind  the  chureh. 
2(1^  Child.   Are  the  trees  sorry  when  their  leaves 

drop  off  ? 
Isl  Child.   You  talk  such  silly  words  ;  —  no,  not  at 
all. 
There  goes  another  leaf. 

2nd  ChUd.  I  did  nnl,  see. 

Ist  Child.    Look !   on  the  grass,  between  the  little 
hills, 
Just  where  tiity  planted  Amy. 


Dear  little  Amy !  wben  yi 


Amy  died - 
LI  talk  of  her. 


2Hd  Child.  Tliey  planted  her- 

WiU  she  come  up  next  yearP 

Isi  Child.  K"o,  nut  so  soon ; 

But  some  day  God  will  call  her  to  come  up. 
And  then  slie  will.     Papa  knows  everything  — 
lie  said  she  would  before  he  planted  her. 
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2nd  Child.  It  was  at  nlijlit  she  wont  lo  beavon.    Last 

We  saw  a  star  liefore  wc  went  to  boil. 

Isl  Child.   Yes,  Uncle,   did  you  know?      A  large 

And  at  her  side  she  had  some  little  ones  — 
Some  yoiing  ones. 

M.  Young  ones  t  no,  my  little  maid, 

Thoee  stars  are  very  old. 

l»t  Child.  Whit!  all  of  them? 

M.  Yes. 

\st  CIdld.  Older  than  our  father? 

M.  Ohkr,  far. 

2wf  Gidld.     Thpy  must  be  tired  of  sliiniug  there  so 
long. 
Perliaps  they  wish  they  might  come  down. 

f^-  Pei'haps ! 

Dear  eLildren,  talk  of  what  you  understand. 
Come,  I  nmst  lift  the  trailing  creepers  up 
Tliat  last  night's  wind  has  loosened. 

1st  Chad.  Jlay  we  help  ? 

Aunt,  ■may  we  help  to  nail  thciii  ? 

J.  ■We  shall  see. 

Go,  find  and  bring  tie  hammer,  and  sonic  shreds. 
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Sbould  I  chftDgG  my  alteglanue  for  rancor 

If  fortune  changes  her  side  ? 
Or  should  I,  like  it  vessel  at  anchor, 

Turn  wi(h  the  turn  of  the  tide  ? 
J-iftl  0  hft,  thou  lowering  sky! 

An  thou  wih,  Ihy  gloom  forego ! 
An  thoQ  wilt  not,  he  and  I 

Need  not  part  for  drifts  of  snow. 


M.  [within]     Lift!  no,  ttou  lowering  slij,  tliou  wilt 
not  lift  — 
Tliy  motto  readeth,  "Kever." 

Childi-en.  Here  they  are  ! 

Here  are  the  nails !  and  may  we  help  ? 

J.  You  shall. 

If  I  should  want  help. 

l3t  Child.  Will  you  want  it,  then  ? 

Please  want  it — we  like  nailing. 

2nd  Chad.  Yes,  we  do. 

J.     It  seems  I  ought  to  want  it ;  hold  tlie  hough. 
And  each  may  nail  in  turn. 
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raioutof  reuetii 


rall-flgw 


Lift!  0  lift,  tliou  lowering  sliy; 

An  lliou  eansi,  llij'  blue  regain  [ 
An  thou  canst  not,  lie  aiiit  I 

Need  not  part  for  drops  of  rajiip 

1st  Child.     Now,  have  we  nailed  enough? 
J.  [trains  the  creepers']     Yes,  you  may  go ; 
But  do  wot  play  too  near  the  chureliyard  patli. 
M.   [within]     Even  misfortune  docs  not  sti 


As  my  dependunee.     0,  in  youth  and  strength 
To  sit  a  timid  coward  in  the  dark, 
And  feel  before  I  set  a  cautious  step ! 
It  is  so  very  dark,  so  far  more  dark 
Than  any  night  that  day  comes  after  —  night 
In  which  there  would  be  stars,  or  else  at  least 
The  silvered  portion  of  a  sombre  oloud 
Through  wliieh  the  moon  is  plunging. 

/.  [a>ierittg]  Merton ! 
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M.  Tos. 

J.     Dear  Mcrton,  did  you  know  tint  I  could  licar? 

M.     No  :  e'en  my  solitude  is  not  nihic  now, 
And  if  I  be  alone  is  oftticnes  doubt, 
Alas!  far  inoro  than  eyesight  have  I  lost; 
For  mauly  courage  driftetli  aftor  it  — 
E'en  as  a  splintered  spar  would  drift  away 
From  some  dismasted  wreck.     HeaJ',  I  complain  — 
Like  a  weak  ailing  woman  I  complain. 

J.     For  (lie  first  time. 

M.  I  cannot  bear  the  dark. 

J,     My  brother !  you  do  bear  it  — bear  it  well  — 
Have  borne  it  twelve  long  months,  and  not  complained. 
Comfort  your  heart  with  music :  all  the  air 
Is  warm  with  sunbeams  where  the  or^an  stands. 
You  like  to  feel  them  on  you.     Come  and  play. 

M.     My  fate,  my  fate  is  lonely ! 

J.  So  it  is  — 

I  know  it  is. 

M.  And  pity  breaks  my  licart. 

J,     Does  it,  dear  Merton? 

M.  Yes,  I  say  it  does. 

What !  do  yon  think  I  am  so  dull  of  ear 
That  I  can  mark  no  changes  in  the  tones 
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That  reach  inn  ?     Once  I  liki^d  not  girlish  pride 

And  tliat  coj'  quiet,  chary  of  reply, 

That  held  me  distant :  now  the  sweetest  lipa 

Open  to  entertain  mo  —  fairest  hands 

Arc  proffered  me  to  guide. 

J.  That  is  not  well? 

M.     No:  give  me  coldness,  pride,  or  still  disdain. 
Gentle  withdrawal.     Give  me  an3-thing 
But  this  —  a  fcarleas,  sweet,  confiding  ease, 
Wheteof  I  may  expect,  I  may  exact. 
Considerate  caro  and  have  it  —  gentle  speech. 
And  have  it.     Gire  me  anything  but  this  I 
!For  they  who  give  it,  give  it  in  tlie  faith 
That  I  will  not  misdeem  them,  and  forget 
My  doom  so  far  as  to  perceive  thereby 
Hope  of  a  wife.     They  make  this  thought  too  plain; 
They  wound  me  —  O  they  cut  mo  to  the  heart ! 
When  have  I  said  to  any  one  of  them, 
"  I  am  a  blind  and  desolate  man ;  —  come  here, 
I  pray  you  —  be  as  eyes  to  me  ?  "     When  said. 
Even  to  her  whose  pitying  voice  is  sweet 
To  my  dark  ruined  heart,  as  must  be  hands 
That  clasp  a  lifelong  captive's  through  the  grate. 
And  who  wiP  ever  lend  her  delicate  wd 
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To  guide  me,  dark  ineuinbrancc  that  T  am!  — 
When  have  I  said  to  her,  "  Comforting  voice, 
Belonging  to  a  face  unknown,  I  pray 
Be  my  wife's  voici!  ?  " 

J.  !Nevcr,  my  brotlior  — ^ni 

M.  What  could  sliu  think  of  me 

If  I  forgot  myself  so  far?  or  what 
Could  she  reply  ? 

J.  You  ask  not  as  men  ask 

Who  care  for  an  ofwnion,  else  perhaps, 
Although  I  am  not  aure  —  although,  perfiaps, 
I  have  no  right  to  give  one  —  I  should  say 
She  would  rei^y,  "  I  will  1 " 


AJieetluniQlit. 

Man  dwells  apart,  though  not  alone. 
He  walks  among  his  peers  unread; 

The  best  of  thoughts  wliieh  he  hath  known. 
For  laek  of  listeners  are  not  said. 
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Yet  dreaming  on  cartli's  clustered  islos, 
He  saitli,  "  Tfiey  dwell  not  lone  liku  mt 

Forgetful  tbat  their  sunflueked  smiles 
Flash  far  bejoiid  each  other's  ken. 

He  loolcs  on  God's  eternal  suns 
That  sprinkle  tliu  eelestial  blue. 

And  saith,  "  Ah !  happy  aliining  ones, 
I  would  tliat  men  were  grouped  like  j-oi 

Tet  this  ia  sure :  the  loveliest  star 
That  clustered  with  its  peers  we  see. 

Only  because  froiij  us  so  far 
Doth  near  its  fellows  seem  to  be. 
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IIIERE'S  no  iluw  left  on  tlii;  daisio 
and  clover, 
There's  no  rain  left  in  heaven ; 
re  said  my  "seven  times"  ovu 


I  am  old,  BO  old,  I  can  write  a  letter ; 

My  birthday  lessons  are  done ; 
The  lamlia  play  always,  they  know  no  better ; 

Tliey  are  only  one  times  one. 

O  moon !  in  the  night  I  have  seen  you  sailing 

And  shining  so  round  and  low ; 
Ton  were  bright !  ah  bright !  but  your  light  is  fail! 

You  are  notliing  now  but  a  bow. 
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You  moon,  have  you  done  somtthing  wrong  in 

That  God  has  bidden  your  face  ? 
I  hope  if  you  have  you  will  soon  be  forgiven, 

And  shine  again  in  your  place. 


O  velvet  bee,  you're  a  dusty  fellow, 
You've  powdered  your  legs  with  gold ! 

O  brave  marsh  marybuds,  rk-h  and  yellow. 
Give  me  your  money  to  hold! 


O  columbine,  open  your  folded  wrapper, 
Where  two  twin  turtle-doves  dwell ! 

O  cuckoopint,  toll  me  the  purple  clapper 
That  hangs  in  your  clear  green  bell ! 


And  show  mo  your  nest  with  tlie  you:)g  ones 

I  will  not  steal  them  away ; 
I  am  old!  you  may  trust  me,  linnet,  linnet  — 
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Tou  bells  in  the  stflcple,  ring,  i-in. 

How  many  soever  tlrey  be, 
And  let  the  brown  meidow-krk's 


Yet  bird's  clearest  carol  by  fall  or  by  swoUing 

No  magical  sense  conveys, 
And  bells  have  forgotten  tiieir  old  art  of  telling 

The  fortune  of  future  days. 


*'  Turn  again,  turn  again,"  once  tliey  rang  cheerily, 

Wliile  a  boy  listened  alone ; 
Made  bis  heart  yeam  again,  musing  so  wearily 

All  by  biuiaelf  on  a  stone. 


Poor  bells !  I  forgive  yon ;  your 
And  mine,  they  we  yet  to  be ; 

No  listening,  no  longing  sliall  au; 
Tou  leave  the  story  to  me. 
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The  fosglovG  shoots  out  of  the  groi^ii  iiiatti^d  hea 

Preparing  her  hoods  of  snow ; 
She  was  idle,  and  slept  till  the  sunshiny  weather : 

O,  children  take  Ion"  to  irrow. 


f  wish,  and  I  wish  that  tlio  spring  woid.I  go  faster, 

Nor  long  eummer  bide  so  late  ; 
And  I  eould  grow  on  like  the  foxglove  and  aster, 


I  wait  for  the  day  when  dear  hearts  shall  diseover. 
While  dear  hands  are  laid  on  my  head ; 

"  The  diild  is  a  woman,  the  book  may  elose  over. 
For  ill  tlie  lussons  arc  said." 


[  wait  for  my  story  —  tlie  bii'ds  cannot  sing  it, 

Not  one,  as  lie  sils  on  the  tree ; 
The  hells  eannot  ring  it,  but  long  years,  0  bring  it  1 

Such  as  I  wish  it  Ui  ]m. 
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I  leaned  ont  of  window,  I  smelt  the  white  clover, 

Dark,  dark  was  thu  garden,  I  saw  not  the  gati! ; 
"Now,  if  tliere  be  footsteps,  he  comes,  my  one  lover 
Hush,  nightingale,  hush !     O,  sweet  nightingale,  n 
Till  I  listen  and  hear 
If  a  step  draweth  near, 
For  my  love  ho  is  late ! 


"  Tlio  skies  ill  tlio  darkness  stoop  nearer  and  nearer, 

A  cluster  of  stars  hangs  like  fniit  in  the  tree, 

The  fall  of  the  water  comes  sweetev,  comes  clearer : 

To  what  art  thou  listening,  and  vhat  dost  thou  sec 

Let  the  star-clusters  grow. 

Let  the  sweet  waters  flow, 

Aud  cross  cjuickly  to  me. 


"  You  nlglit  mollis  fliat  liover  wlifire  lioney  brims  ore 
From  sj-eamore  blossoms,  or  settle  or  sleep ; 

You  glowworms,  shine  out,  and  the  pathway  discover 
To  him  that  Pomes  darkling  along  tlie  rough  steep. 
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Ah,  Diy  sailor,  make  liaste. 
For  the  time  runs  to  waste, 
And  my  love  lieth  deep  — 

"  Too  deep  for  swift  falling ;  and  yet,  my  one  lover. 

Pre  conned  thee  an  answer,  it  waits  tlico  to-night." 

By  the   sycamore  passed  he,  and  through  the  white 

Then  all  the  sweet   speech   I   Jiad  fashioned  took 
flight; 

But  m  love  him  more,  more 
Than  e'er  wife  loved  before, 
Be  tlie  days  dark  or  bright. 


Heigh  ho !  daises  and  buttercups. 

Fair  yellow  daffodils,  stately  and  tall! 
When  the  wind  wakes  how  they  rock  in  tlie  grasses, 

And  dance  with  the  cuckoo-buds  slender  and  small  1 
Hero's  two  bonny  boys,  and  hero's  mother's  oivn  lasses, 
Eager  t^>  gather  tliem  all. 
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Heigli  ho !  daisies  and  buttercups  ! 

Mother  shall  thread  tliom  a  daisy  chain; 
Ding  them  a  song  of  the  pretty  hedge  sparrow, 

That  loved  her  brown  little  ones,  loved  tliem  full  fain  ; 
hing,  "  Heart,  thou  art  wide  though  the  housu  be  but 

Sing  once,  and  sing  it  again. 


Heigh  ho !  daisies  and  buttercups. 

Sweet  wagging  cowslips,  they  bend  and  tlicy  bow  ; 
A  ship  sails  afar  over  warm  ocean  waters. 

And  haply  one  musing  doth  stand  at  her  prow. 

0  bonny  brown  sons,  and  Q  sweet  little  daughters, 

Maybe  he  thinks  on  you  now  ! 


Heigh  ho !  daisies  and  buttercups. 

Fair  yellow  daffodils,  stately  and  tall  — 

A  sunshiny  world  full  of  laughter  and  leisure, 

And  fresh  hearts  unconscious  of  son'ow  and  thrall ! 

Send  down  on  their  pleasure  smiles  passing  its  mea- 

God  that  is  over  us  all ! 
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I  sleep  and  rest,  ray  lieart  makes  mi 
Before  I  am  well  awake  [ 

"Let  me  bleed  !     O  let  me  alone. 
Since  I  must  not  break  ! " 


For  eliililren  wake,  tlio-i^li  fathers  sleep 
With  a  stone  at  foot  and  ut  liead : 

O  sleepless  Ood,  for  evev  keep. 
Keep  both  living  and  ilnad ! 


I  lift  mine  eyes,  and  what  tn  see 
But  a  world  happy  and  fair! 

I  have  not  wished  it  to  mourn  Tith  tr 
Comfort  is  not  there. 


O  what  anear  but  golden  brooi 
And  a  waste  of  re.cdy  riils ! 

0  what  afar  but  the  fine  gloom 
On  tlie  rare  blue  hills ! 
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I  shall  not  die,  but  live  forlore  — 
How  bitter  it  is  to  part ! 

O  to  meet  tliee,  my  love,  once  ni 
O  my  heart,  my  heart ! 


No  more  to  hear,  no  more  to  see! 

0  that  an  echo  might  wake 
And  -waft  one  note  of  thy  psalm  ti 

Ere  my  heart-strings  break ! 


I  should  know  it  how  faint  bi 


And  witii  angel 

D  once  to  feel  thy  spi 

I  could  1)0  con 


K  blent; 


Dr  once  between  the  gates  of  gold. 
While  an  entering  angel  trod, 

But  once  —  thee  silting  to  behold 
Oil  the  hills  of  God! 
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To  bear,  to  nurse,  to  rear. 

To  watch,  and  tlien  to  lose : 
To  see  my  bright  ones  disappear. 

Drawn  up  like  morning  dews  — 
To  liear,  to  nurse,  to  rear, 

To  wjitth,  and  iben  to  lose : 
Tliis  have  I  done  when  God  drew  near 

Among  his  own  to  choose. 

To  hear,  to  heed,  to  wed. 

And  witli  thy  lord  depart 
In  tears  that  lie,  as  soon  as  shed. 

Will  let  no  longer  smart.  — 
To  hear,  to  heed,  to  wed. 

This  wliile  thou  didst  I  smiled. 
For  now  it  was  not  God.  who  said. 

"  Mother,  give  me  thy  child," 

0  fond,  O  fool,  and  blind. 

To  God  I  gave  with  tears ; 
But  when  a  man  like  graec  would  find. 

My  soul  put  by  her  fears  — 
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O  fond,  O  fool,  and  blind, 

God  guards  in  happier  aplieres  ; 

That  man  will  guard  where  lie  did  hind 
Is  hope  for  uiikaown  ytars. 

To  hear,  to  heed,  to  wed, 

F^r  lut  that  maidens  choose. 
Thy  mother's  tenderest  words  are  said, 

Thy  face  no  more  she  views ; 
Thy  mother's  lot,  my  dear, 

She  doth  in  nought  accuse ; 
Her  lot  to  bear,  to  nurse,  to  rear. 

To  love  —  and  then  to  lose. 


A  song  of  a  boat :  — 
There  was  once  a  boat  on  a  billow ; 
Lightly  she  rocked  to  her  port  remote. 
And  the  foam  was  white  in  her  wake  like  snow. 
And  her  trail  mast  bowed  when  the  breeze  would  blow. 
And  bent  like  a  wand  of  willow. 
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I  shaded  mine  eyes  one  day  when  a  boat 

Went  curtseying  over  the  billow, 
I  marked  her  course  till  a  dancing  mote 
She  faded  out  on  the  moonlit  foam. 
And  I  stayed  behind  in  the  dear  loved  home; 
And  my  thoughts  all  day  were  about  the  boat 
And  my  dreams  upon  the  pillow. 


I  pray  you  hear  my  song  of  a  boat. 

For  it  is  but  short :  — 
My  boat,  you  shall  find  none  fairer  afloat. 

In  river  or  port. 
Long  I  looked  out  for  the  lad  she  horc. 

On  the  open  desolate  sea, 
And  I  think  he  sailed  to  the  heavenly  shore. 

For  he  came  not  back  to  me  — 

Ah  me! 


A  song  of  a  nest :  — 
There  was  once  a  nest  in  a  hollow  r 
Down  in  the  mosses  and  knot-grass  pressed, 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Soft  and  warm,  and  full  to  tl,e  l.rLra- 

Vetches  leaned  over  It  purple  and  diu 

With  buttercup  buds  to  fuUow. 


I  pray  you  hear  my  song  of  a  nest, 

Fork  is  not  long;  — 
Tou  shall  never  light,  in  a  summer  quest 

The  bushes  among  — 
Shall  never  light  on  a  prouder  sitter, 

A  fairer  nestful,  nor  ever  know 
A  softer  sound  than  their  tender  twitter. 
That  wind-like  did  come  and  go. 


I  had  a  nestful  once  of  my  own, 
Ah  happy,  happy  I ! 
ght  dearly  I  loved  them :  but  when  they  «ere  grown 
They  spread  out  their  wings  to  fly  — 
0,  one  after  one  they  flew  away 

Far  up  to  the  heavenly  blue, 
To  the  better  country,  the  upper  day. 
And  — 1  wish  I  was  going  too. 
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I  pray  jou,  what  is  the  nest  to  me, 

My  empty  neat? 
And  what  is  the  shore  when;  I  stood  to  see 

My  boat  soil  down  to  tlic  west? 
Can  I  call  that  home  where  I  anchor  yet. 

Though  my  good  man  ha^  sailodP 
Can  I  call  that  home  where  my  nest  was  set 

Now  all  its  hope  hath  failed? 
Nay,  but  the  port  where  my  sailor  went. 
And  the  land  where  ray  nestlings  be : 
There  is  the  home  where  my  thoughts  are  s< 
The  only  home  for  me  — 

Ah  iiie  1 
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A  COTTAGE  IN  A  CHINE. 

E  reached  the  place  by  night, 

And  heard  the  waves  lireaking: 
Thsy  came  to  meet  us  with  candles 

To  show  the  path  we  wore  taking. 
A  myrtle,  trained  on  the  gate,  was 

With  tufted  flowers  down  shaking. 

With  head  beneath  her  wing, 

A  little  wreu  was  sleeping  — 
So  near,  I  had  found  it  an  easy  liing 

To  steal  her  for  my  keeping 
From  the  myrtle  bough  that  with  easy  swing 

Across  the  path  was  sweeping. 

Down  rocky  steps  rough-hewed, 

Where  cup-mosses  flowered. 
And  under  the  trees,  all  twisted  and  rude, 
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WljerBwith  thfi  dell  was  dowered, 

TLey  led  ua,  where  deep  in  its  solitude 

Lay  the  cottage,  leaf-einbowered. 

The  thatcU  was  all  bespread 

With  climbing  passion  flowers ; 
They  were  wet,  and  glistened  with  raindrops, 

That  day  in  genial  showers. 
"  Was  never  a  sweeter  nest,"  wi;  said, 

"  Than  this  little  nest  of  ours." 

We  laid  us  down  to  sleep : 

But  as  for  me  —  walcing, 
I  marked  the  plunge  of  the  niuffled  deep 

On  its  sandy  reaches  breaking ; 
For  heartgoyance  doth  sometimes  keep 

From  slumber,  like  heart-aching. 

And  I  was  glad  that  night, 

With  uo  reason  ready, 
To  give  my  own  heart  for  its  deep  delight, 

That  flowed  like  some  tidal  eddy, 
Or  shone  like  a  star  that  was  rising  bright 

With  comforting  radiance  steady. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


But  on  A  sudden  —  bark! 

Music  stnitk  asunder 
Tliose  meshes  of  bliss,  and  I  wept  in  llie  dark, 

So  aweet  was  the  unseen  wonder; 
So  swiftly  it  touched,  as  if  struck  at  a  mark, 

The  trouble  that  joy  kept  under. 


I  rose— them 

I  saw  the  sea  heaving, 
And  a  little  vessel  sailing  alone. 

The  small  crisp  wavelet  cleaving; 
T  was  she  as  she  sailed  to  her  ])ort  unkn 

Was  that  track  of  sweetness  leaving. 


We  know  they  music  made 

In  heaven,  ere  m 
3ut  when  God  threw  it  down  to  us  that  strayed, 

It  (Iropt  with  lamentation. 
And  ever  since  doth  its  sweetness  shade 

With  sighs  for  its  first  station. 

Its  joy  suggests  regret — 

Its  most  for  more  is  yearning ; 
And  it  brings  to  the  soul  that  its  voice  hath  met 
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it  cadence  learning, 
IS  part  iD  the  sigha  that  fret 
Its  nature  for  returning. 

O  Evo,  sweet  Evo !  methought 
When  sometimes  comfort  winnin", 

As  she  watched  the  first  children's  ttmier  sport. 
Sole  joy  horn  since  her  sinning. 

If  a  bird  anear  them  sang,  it  brought 
The  pang  as  at  beginning. 

While  swam  the  unshed  tear. 

Her  prattlers  little  heeding. 
Would  murmur,  "  This  bird,  witli  iLi  carol  clear 

Wlieii  the  red  day  was  kneaden, 
And  God  made  Adam  our  father  dear, 

Sang  to  him  thus  in  Eden." 

The  moon  went  in  —  the  sky 

And  earth  and  sea  hiding, 
I  laid  me  down,  with  the  yearning  sigh 

Of  tliat  strain  in  my  heart  abiding ; 
I  slept,  and  the  bai-que  that  had  sailed  so  nigh 

In  my  dream  mas  ever  gliding. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


I  slept,  but  waked  ama/ed, 

With  sodden  noise  frighted. 
And  voices  without,  and  a  flash  that  dazed 

My  eyes  from  candles  lighted. 
"Ahl  surely,"  methought,  "by  these  shouts  upraised 

Some  travellers  are  benighted." 

A  voiee  was  at  mj-  side  — 

"  Waken,  madam,  waken ! 
The  long  prayed-for  ship  at  her  anchor  doth  ride. 

Let  the  child  from  its  rest  be  taken. 
For  the  captain  doth  weary  for  babe  and  for  Lridc  — 

Waken,  madam,  waken ! 

"The  home  you  left  but  late, 

He  speeds  to  it  light-hearted; 
By  the  wires  he  sent  this  news,  and  straight 

To  you  with  it  they  started." 
O  joy  for  a  yearning  heart  too  great, 

0  union  for  the  parted ! 

We  rose  np  in  the  night, 

The  morning  star  was  shining ; 
We  carried  the  child  in  its  slumber  light 
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Out  by  the  myrtles  twining: 

Orion  ovtir  the  sea  liuiig  bright. 

And  glorious  in  declining. 

Mother,  to  meet  her  son, 

Smiled  first,  tlifln  wept  llie  rather ; 
And  wife,  to  Iiind  up  those  links  undone. 

And  cherished  words  to  gather. 
And  to  show  the  face  of  her  little  one. 

That  hud  never  seen  its  futher. 

That  cottage  in  a  chine. 

We  were  not  to  behold  it ; 
But  there  may  the  purest  of  sunbeams  sliine, 

May  freshest  flowers  enfold  it, 
For  sake  of  the  news  which  our  hearts  must  twine 

With  the  bower  where  we  were  told  it ! 

Now  oft,  left  lone  again. 

Sit  mother  and  eit  daughter, 
And  bless  the  good  ship  that  sailed  over  the  main, 

And  the  favoring  winds  that  brought  her ; 
While  still  some  new  beauty  they  fable  and  feign 

For  the  cottage  by  the  water. 
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PERSEPHONE. 


-"  Li.jht  and  Shade-- 


jIIE  stepped  upon  Sicilian  grass, 
Ucmeter's  daughter  frush  and  fair, 
A  child  of  light,  a  radiant  lass, 

And  gamesome  as  the  morning  air. 
The  daffodils  were  fair  to  see, 
Tbey  nodded  lightly  on  the  lea, 
Perseplioiie  —  Persephone ! 


Lo  !  one  slic  marked  of  rarer  growth 

Than  orchis  or  anemone  ; 
For  it  the  maiden  left  them  both, 

And  parted  from  her  company. 
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Drawn  jiigh  slie  ileeraod  it  fairer  stJU, 
And  stoopud  to  gather  by  the  rill 
The  daffcHlil,  the  daflbdil. 

What  ailed  the  meadow  that  it  shook? 

What  ailed  the  air  of  Sicily  ? 
She  wondered  by  the  brattling  brook. 

And  trembled  with  the  trembling  lea. 
"The  coal-black  horses  rise  —  they  rise: 
0  mother,  mother  !  "  low  she  trios  — 
Persephone  —  Persephone  ! 

" O  light,  light,  light ! "  she  cries,  "farewell; 

The  coal-black  horses  wait  for  me. 
O  ehade  of  shades,  where  I  must  dwell, 

Dcraeter,  mother,  far  from  thee ! 
Ah,  fated  doom  that  I  fulfil ! 
Ah,  fateful  flower  beside  flie  rill ! 
The  daffodil,  the  daffodil  I " 

What  ails  Lor  that  she  comes  not  home  ? 

Demeter  seeks  her  far  and  wide, 
And  gloomj'-browed  doth  ceaseless  roam 

From  many  a  morn  till  eventide. 
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"  Mj  life,  immortal  tliougli  it  be, 

Is  nouglit,"  slie  cries,   "for  want  of  tliee, 

PersKphone  —  Perscplioiie  ! 

"  Meadows  of  Entia,  let  the  rain 
No  longer  drop  to  feed  your  rills, 

Nor  dew  refresh  tlie  fields  again. 
With  all  their  nodding  daffodils ! 

Fade,  fade  and  droop,  O  lilied  lea, 

Where  thou,  dear  heart,  wert  reft  from  me 

Persephone  —  Pcravjilione ! " 


She  reigns  upon  her  duelty  throne, 

TUid  shades  of  heroes  dread  to  see; 
Among  the  dead  she  breathes  alone, 

Persephone  —  Persephone! 
Or  seated  on  the  Elysian  hill 
She  dreams  of  earthly  daylight  still. 
And  munnnrs  of  the  daffodil. 


A  voice  in  Hades  soundcth  clear. 
The  shadows  monrn  and  flit  below ; 

[t  cries  —  "  Thou  Lord  of  Hades,  hear. 
And  let  Dcmeter's  daiighti^r  go. 
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Tl;s:  tcndor  corn  upon  the  loa 

Droopa  in  her  goddess  gloom  nlicn  she 

Cries  for  her  lost  Pevsephonc. 

"  From  land  to  land  she  raging  flies, 
Tlic  green  fniit  falleth  in  lier  wake. 

And  harvest  fields  beneath  lier  eyes 
To  eavth  the  grain  unripencd  shake. 

Arise,  and  set  the  maiden  frte ; 

Why  should  thu  world  such  sorrow  dree 

He  takes  the  cleft  pomograuate  secils : 
"  Love,  cat  with  ine  (liis  parting  day ; 

Then  bids  them  fetch  the  coal-hlack  steeds  — 
"  Demeter's  daughti:r,  wouldst  away  ?  " 

Tlie  gates  of  Hades  set  lier  free ; 

"  She  wfll  return  fuU  soon,"  saith  he  — 

"  My  wife,  my  wife  Persephone." 

Low  laughs  the  dark  king  on  iil^  throne  — 
"I  gave  her  of  pomegranate  seeds." 

Demeter's  daughter  stands  alone 
Upon  the  fair  Eleusian  meads. 
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Her  mother  meets  her.     "  Hail !  "  saith  she  ; 
"  And  doth  ouv  daylight  dazzle  thee, 
My  love,  my  child  Fereephonc  P 

"  Wliat  moved  thee,  daughter,  to  forsake 
Thy  fellow-maids  that  fatal  morn. 

And  give  thy  dark  lord  power  to  take 
TTiee  living  to  his  realm  forlorn  ?  " 

Her  lips  reply  without  her  will, 

Ab  one  addressed  who  slumbereth  stiil  — 

"The  daffodil,  (he  daffodil!" 

IIoi"  eyelids  droop  with  light  oppressed. 
Anil  sunny  wafts  that  round  her  stir. 

Her  check  upon  her  mother's  breast  — 
Denieter's  kisses  comfort  her. 

Calm  Queen  of  Hades,  art  thou  she 

Who  stepped  so  lightly  on  the  lea  — 

Persephone,  Persephone  P 

Wlien,  in  her  destined  course,  the  moon 
Meets  the  deep  shadow  of  this  world, 

And  laboring  on  doth  seem  to  swoon 

Through  awful  wastes  of  dimness  whirled - 
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Emerged  a.t  length,  no  trace  hath  she 
or  that  dark  hour  of  destiny, 
Still  silyerj'  sweet — Fersephone. 

The  greater  world  may  near  the  less. 

And  draw  it  through  her  weltering  shade. 

But  not  one  biding  trace  impress 
Of  all  the  darkness  that  she  made ; 

The  greater  soul  tliat  draweth  theo 

Hatli  left  hia  shadow  [)Iaiu  to  aco 

On  thy  fair  face,  Persephone  [ 

Demeter  sighs,  hut  sure  'tia  well 
The  wife  should  love  her  destiny : 

They  part,  and  yet,  as  legends  tell. 
She  mourns  her  ioat  Persephone ; 

While  chant  the  maids  of  Enna  stQl  — 

"  O  fati'fal  tiower  beside  the  rill — 

Tliu  d.ilFoail,  tlmdatfodil.'^' 
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A  SEA  SONG. 


>g^'LD  ALBION  sat  on  a  crag  of  late. 
And  sung  out  — "Ahoy!  ahoy! 
Long  life  to  the  captain,  good  luii 
to  the  mate, 
And  this  to  my  sailor  boy ! 
Come  over,  come  home, 
Through  the  salt  sea  foam, 
My  sailor,  my  sailor  boy ! 


A  crown  for  my  sailor's  head. 
And  all  for  the  worth  of  a  widowed  queen. 
And  the  love  of  the  noble  dead, 

And  the  fear  and  fame 

Of  the  island's  name 
"Where  my  boy  was  bom  and  bred. 
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"  Content  thee,  content  thee,  let  it  alone, 

Tliou  marked  for  a  choii;e  so  rare ; 
Though  treaties  be  treaties,  never  a  throne 
Was  proffered  for  uause  as  fair. 
Yet  come  to  me  home. 
Through  the  salt  sea  foam, 
For  the  Greek  must  ask  elsewhere. 

"  'Tia  pity,  my  sailor,  but  who  can  tell  ? 

Many  lands  tliey  look  to  me ; 

One  of  these  might  be  wanting  a  Prince  as  w 

But  tliat's  as  hereafter  may  be." 

She  raised  her  white  head 

And  laughed ;  and  she  said 

"  That's  aa  hereafter  may  be," 
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BROTHERS,  AND   A  SERMON. 

IS  a  villagt!  buHt  in  a  greon  rent, 

I  Betwtiiii  two  i-liffs  that   skirt  tlie 

daJigeroua  ba}'. 

rei^f  ol'  lovel  rock  runs  out  ti)  sea, 

5d  Ami  )-oii   may  lio  on  it  and  look 

Just  wl.p.rB  tlie  "  Oraec  of  SunUorknd"  was  lost. 
And  see  tlie  elastic  bauners  of  the  dulse 
Rock  softly,  a,nd  the  orange  star-fish  creep 
Atvoss  the  laver,  and  the  mackerel  Khoot 
Over  and  under  it,  like  silver  boats 
Turning  at  will  and  plying  under  water. 

There  on  that  roef  we  lay  upon  our  breasts, 
My  brother  and  I.  and  half  the  village  lada. 
For  an  old  fishermen  had  called  to  ns 
With   "Sirs,  the  syle  be   tome."       "Aod  what  are 
they?" 
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My  brother  said.     '■  Good  laet ! "'  tlie  <>U  man  eriod, 
And  shook  liis  head ;  "  to  think  you  gentlefolk 
Should  ask  what  sjie  he  !     Look  jo.i ;  I  caii't  say 
What  sj!e  be  called  in  your  fine  dictiouavies. 
Nor  what  name  God  Almighty  calls  thein  by 
When  their  food's  ready  and  He  sends  them  south ; 
But  our  folk  call  them  gyle,  and  nought  but  syle, 

And  when  they're  grown,  why  tLen  we  tall  tliem  her- 
ring, 

I  tell  you,  Sir,  the  water  is  as  full 

Of  them  as  pastures  he  of  blades  of  grass ; 

Youll  draw  a  score  out  in  a  landing  net. 

And  none  of  them  be  longer  than  a  pin. 

"  Syle  !  ay,  indeed,  we  should  be  badly  off, 
I  reckon,  and  so  would  God  Almighty's  guiJa," 
He  grumbled  on  in  his  quaint  piety, 
"  And  all  liis  other  birds,  if  He  should  say 
I  will  not  drive  my  syle  into  the  south ; 
The  fisher  folk  may  do  without  my  syle, 
And  do  without  flie  shoals  of  fish  it  draws 
To  follow  aJid  feed  on  it." 

This  said,  wc  made 
Our  peace  with  him  by  means  of  two  small  coin: 
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And  dowD  we  ran  and  lay  upon  the  reef, 

And  saw  the  swiinmlng  infants,  emeraid  greeo. 

In  separate  shoals,  the  scarcely  turning  ebb 

Bringing  tlieni  in ;  while  sleek,  and  not  i:it«nt , 

On  chase,  bnt  taking  that  wliich  came  to  hand. 

The  full-fed  mackerel  and  the  gurnet  swam 

Between  ;  and  settling  on  the  polished  sea, 

A  tliouaand  snow-white  gulls  sat  lovingly 

In  social  rings,  and  twittered  while  they  fed. 

The  village  dogs  and  ours,  elate  and  brave. 

Lay  looking  over,  barking  at  the  fish ; 

Fast,  fast  the  silver  creatures  took  the  bait. 

And  when  they  heaved  and  floundered  on  the  rock, 

In  beauteous  misery,  a  sudden  pat 

Some  shaggy  pup  would  deal,  then  back  away, 

At  distance  eye  them  with  sagacious  doubt, 

And  shrink  half  frighted  from  the  slippery  things. 

And  so  we  lay  from  ebb-tide,  till  the  flow 
[lose  high  enough  to  drive  us  from  the  reef; 
The  fisher  lads  went  home  across  the  sand ; 
We  climbed  the  cliff,  and  sat  an  hour  or  more. 
Talking  and  looking  down.     It  was  not  talk 
Of  much  significance,  except  for  this  — 
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That  we  liad  more  in  cominon  than  of  old. 
For  both  were  tired,  I  with  overwork. 
He  with  inaction ;  I  mas  glad  at  heart 
To  rest,  and  ho  was  glarl  to  liave  an  tar 
That  he  could  grumble  to,  and  half  in  jest 
Rail  at  entails,  deplore  the  fate  of  heirs. 

And  the  misfortune  of  a  good  estate 

Misfortune  that  was  sure  to  pull  liiia  down. 
Make  him  a  dreamy,  selfish,  useless  man: 
Indeed  he  felt  himself  deteriorate 
Already,     Thereupon  he  sent  down  showers 
Of  clattering  stones,  to  emphasize  his  words, 
And  leap  the  clilfe  and  tumble  noisily 
Into  the  seething  wave.    And  as  for  me, 
I  railed  at  him  and  at  ingratitude. 
While  rifling  of  the  basket  he  hail  slung 
Across  his  shoulders ;  then  with  right  good  will 
We  fcl!  to  work,  and  feasted  like  the  gods, 
Like  laborers,  or  like  eager  workhouse  folk 
At  Yuletide  dinner;  or,  to  say  the  whole 
At  once,  like  tired,  hungry,  healthy  youth. 
Until  the  meal  being  o'er,  the  tilted  flask 
Drained  of  its  latest  drop,  the  meut  and  bread 
And  ruddy  cherries  eaten,  and  the  dogs 
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Miinihling  tJic  bones,  this  elder  brother  of  mine 

This  man,  that  never  felt  an  athe  or  pain 

In  his  broad,  well-knit  frame,  and  never  knew 

Tim  trouble  of  an  unforgjvcn  grudge, 

The  sting  of  a  regretted  meanness,  nor 

The  desperate  struggle  of  tlie  unendowed 

For  plate  and  for  poBsesaion  —  hv  began 

To  aing  a  rhyme  that  lie  himself  had  wrought ; 

Sending  it  out  with  cogitative  pause. 

As  if  the  scene  where  he  had  shajied  it  first 

Had  rolled  it  back  on  hira,  and  meeting  it 

Thus  unaware,  he  was  of  doubtful  mind 

Whether  his  dignity  it  wull  beKoemed 

To  sing  of  pretty  maidcK :, 


GoHilockB  pal  on  the  grass, 

Tying  up  of  posies  rarf ; 
Hardly  could  a  sunlwam  pass 

Through  the  cloud  that  «a»  hor  hiui 
Purple  orchis  lasMth  loug. 

Primrose  flowers  are  pale  and  tlear; 
0  the  maiden  fang  o  JOng 

It  would  do  you  good  to  hear! 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Sad  before  her  Icaiiod  the  boy, 

"Goldilocks  that  I  love  well, 
.  Hsppy  Frealure  fair  and  coy, 

Think  o'  me,  Sweet  Amabel" 
Goldilot^ka  fihe  aliook  apart, 

Looked  vith  doubtful,  doubliul  e; 
Like  n  blossom  on  her  heart 

Opened  out  her  lirsC  surpriee. 

Aa  a  gloriole  sign  o*  grace. 
Goldilocks,  all  &U  and  flaw. 

On  the  blooming,  childlike  faca. 
Dimple,  dimple,  come  and  go. 

Give  her  time ;  on  grass  and  skj 

As  they  looked  ere  h«  drew  nigh, 
They  will  never  look  agiun. 

Ah !  the  playtime  she  has  known. 
While  hei  goldilocks  grew  long. 

Is  it  like  a  nestling  flown. 
Childhood  over  like  a  aong  ? 

Tea,  the  boy  may  clear  his  brow. 
Though  Bhe  tliinks  to  s^y  him  iia} 

Come  again  some  other  day." 
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"  Hold  !  there,"  he  cried,  half  angry  with  himself; 

"  That  ending  goes  amiss : "  then  turned  again 

To  the  old  argument  tiiat  we  liad  held  — 

"Now  look  you!"  said  my  brother,  "you  may  talk 

Till,  weary  of  the  talk,  I  answer  '  Ay, 

There's  reason  in  your  words ; '  and  you  may  talk 

Till  I  go  on  to  say,  '  This  should  he  so;' 

And  you  may  talk  till  I  shall  further  own 

'  It  18  so ;  yes,  I  am  a  lucky  dog ! ' 

Tet  not  the  less  shall  I  next  morning  wake, 

And  with  a  natural  and  fervent  sigh. 

Such  as  you  never  heaved,  I  shall  excl^m 

'  What  an  unlucky  dog  I  am ! ' "     And  here 

He  broke  into  a  laugh.     "But  as  for  you  — 

You !  on  all  hands  you  have  tlic  best  of  me ; 

Men  have  not  robbed  you  of  your  birthright  —  work. 

Nor  ravaged  in  old  days  a  peaceful  field. 

Nor  wedded  heiresses  against  their  will, 

Nor  sinned,  nor  slaved,  nor  stooped,  nor  overreached, 

That  you  might  drone  a  useless  life  away 

'Mid  half  a  score  of  bleak  and  barren  farms 

And  half  a  dozen  bogs." 

"0  rare!"  Icricd; 
"  His  wrongs  go  nigh  to  make  him  eloquent : 
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Now  we  behold  bow  far  bad  actions  reacb  '. 

Betrause  five  hundred  years  ago  a  Knight 

Drove  geese  and  beeyes  out  from  a  Fi-anitliu'a  yard ; 

Because  three  hundred  yeara  ago  a  squiro  — 

Ag^nst  her  wiil,  and  for  her  fair  estate  — 

Married  a  very  ugly,  red-hairud  miud. 

The  blest  inherilar  of  all  their  pelf, 

While  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  the  same. 

Sighs  on  his  own  confession  every  day. 

lie  cracks  no  egg  without  a  moral  sigh. 

Nor  eats  ofbecf  but  thinking  on  tliat  wrong ; 

Then,  yet  the  more  to  be  revenged  on  them, 

And  shame  their  ancient  pride,  if  they  should  know, 

Works  hard  as  any  horse  for  his  degree, 

"Ay,"  he  said. 
Half  laughing  at  himself.     "  Yet  you  and  I, 
But  for  those  tresses  which  enrich  us  yet 
With  somewhat  of  the  hue  that  partial  fame 
Calls  auburn  when  it  sliines  on  beads  of  heirs. 
But  when  it  flames  round  brows  of  younger  sons, 
Just  red  —  mere  red ;  why,  but  for  this,  I  say. 
And  but  for  selfish  getting  of  the  knd, 
And  beggarly  entailing  it,  we  two, 
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To-ilay  well  fed,  well  grown,  well  dressnd.  well  road 
We  might  have  beva  two  Iiorny-handud  boors  — 
Lean,  I'luinsj-,  ignorant,  and  ragged  boors  — 
Planning  for  moonlight  nights  a  poaching  scLenie, 
Or  soiling  our  dull  souls  and  consciences 
With  plans  for  pilfering  a  cottage  roost. 

"What,   chorus!    are  you   dumb?   j-ou   should    hav 

cried, 
'  So  good  comes  out  of  evil ; ' "  and  with  that. 
As  if  all  pauses  it  was  natural 
To  seize  for  aongs,  his  voice  broke  out  again; 

Coo,  dove,  to  thy  married  mate — 

She  bu3  Ivro  warm  eggs  in  her  nest; 
Tell  her  tlia  hours  are  tew  to  wait 

Ere  llfu  shall  dawn  on  their  rest; 
And  Ihy  young  shall  pack  at  the  shells,  elate 

With  a  dream  of  her  brooding  breast. 

Coo.  dove,  for  she  lounls  the  hours. 

Her  fair  wings  ache  for  flight: 
By  daj-  the  apple  has  grown  in  the  flowers. 

And  the  moon  has  (jjown  by  iiiglil. 
And  the  white  drift  settled  from  hawthorn  bowers. 

Yet  they  will  not  seek  the  linht. 
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Coo,  dove ;  but  what  of  the  sky  7 

And  what  if  the  storm-wind  bwcU, 
And  the  reeling  branth  coma  down  from  on  high 

To  the  grass  wliere  daisies  dwell, 
And  the  broud  beloved  should  with  them  lie 

Oe  ever  they  break  the  shell? 

Coo,  dove ;  and  yet  black  clouds  lower, 

Liie  fete,  on  the  far-off  sea; 
Thunder  anil  wind  they  bear  to  thy  bower, 

Aa  on  wings  of  destiny. 
Ah,  what  if  (hey  break  in  an  evil  hour. 

As  they  broke  over  minu  and  me  ? 

What  next?  —  we  started  like  to  girls,  for  lo! 
The  creaking  voice,  more  harsh  than  rusty  crane. 
Of  one  who  stooped  hehind  us,  cried  aloud. 
"Good  lack!  liow  sweet  the  gentleman  does  sing  — 
So  loud  and  sweet,  'tis  like  to  split  liis  throat. 
Why,  Mike's  a  child  to  hira,  a  two-years  chihi  — 
A  Chrisom  child." 

"  Who's  Mike  ?  "  my  brother  growled 
A  little  roughly.     Quoth  the  fisherman  — 
"Mike.  Sir?  he's  just  a  fisher  lad,  tiomore; 
But  he  can  sing,  when  he  takes  on  to  sing, 
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So  loud  there's  not  a  sparrow  m  the  spire 
But  needs  must  hear.     Su-,  if  I  might  make  bold, 
I'd  ask  what  song  that  was  you  sung.     My  mate. 
As  we  were  shoving  off  the  maekerel  boats, 
Said  he,  '  I'll  wager  that's  the  sort  o'  song 
They  kept  their  hearts  up  with  in  the  Crimea.' " 

"  There,  fisherman,"  quoth  I,  "  lie  showed  his  wit, 
Your  mate.;  he  marked  the  sound  of  sav^e  war- 
Gunpowder,  groans,  ho^shot,  and  bursting  shells. 
And  '  murderous  messages '  delivered  by 
Spent  balls  that  break  the  heads  of  dreaming  men." 

"  Ay,  ay,  Sir !"  quoth  the  fisherman.     "  Have  done  !' 

lly  brother.     And  I—  "  The  gift  belongs  to  few 

Of  sending  farther  than  the  worda  can  reach 

Their  spirit  and  expression;"  still — "Have  done!" 

He  cried;  and  then,  "  I  rolled  the  rubbish  out 

More  loudly  than  the  meaning  warranted. 

To  air  my  lungs  —  I  thought  not  on  the  woi-ds." 

Then  said  the  fisherman,  who  missed  the  point, 

"  So  Mike  rolls  out  the  psalm ;  you'll  hear  him.  Sir. 

Plejise  God  j-ou  live  till  Sunday." 
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And  you,  too,  fiehemian ;  for  here,  tliuj  say, 
You  ail  are  chureh-goers." 

"  Surely,  Sir,"  quoth  he. 
Took  off  bh  hat,  and  stroked  his  old  white  head 
And  wrinkled  face ;  then  sitting  by  us  said, 
As  one  that  utters  with  a  quiet  mind 
Unchallenged  truth  —  "  'Tis  lucky  for  the  boats." 

The  boats !  'tis  lucky  for  the  boata  !     Our  eyes 
Were  drawn  to  him  as  either  fain  would  say. 
What!  do  they  send  the  psalm  up  in  the  spire 
And  pray  because  'tis  lucky  for  the  boats  ? 

But  he,  the  brown  old  man,  the  wrinkled  man, 
That  all  his  life  had  been  a  church-goer. 
Familiar  with  celestial  cadences. 
Informed  of  all  he  could  receive,  and  srire 
Of  all  he  understood — he  sat  content. 
And  we  kept  silence.     In  his  reverend  face 
There  was  a  simpleness  we  couhl  not  sound ; 
Much  truth  had  passed  him  overliead ;  some  error 
He  had  trod  under  foot  ;  —  God  comfort  him ! 
He  could  not  leaii  of  us,  for  we  were  young 
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And  he  was  old,  and  so  wc  gave  it  up; 
And  tlie  sun  went  into  the  west,  and  down 
Upon  the  water  stooped  an  orange  cloud, 
And  the  pale  milky  reaches  flushed,  as  glad 
To  wear  its  colors ;  and  the  sultry  ^r 
Went  out  to  sea,  and  puffed  the  sails  of  ships 
With  thymy  wafts,  the  breath  of  trodden  grass : 
It  took  moreover  music,  for  across 
The  heather  belt  and  over  pasture  land 
Came  the  sweet  monotone  of  one  slow  heli, 
And  parted  time  into  divisions  rare. 
Whereof  each  morsel  brought  its  own  delight. 

"They  ring  for  service,"  quoth  the  fisherman; 
"Our  parson  preaches  in  the  church to-nigiit." 

"  And  do  the  people  go  ?  "  my  brother  asked. 

"Ay,  Sir;  they  count  it  mean  to  stay  away. 
He  takes  it  so  to  heart.     He's  a  rare  man. 
Our  parson ;  half  a  head  above  us  all." 

"  That's  a  great  gift  and  notable,"  said  T. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


"  Aj',  Sir  ;  and  when  im  was  a  younger  man 

He  went  out  in  the  lifeboat  very  oft, 

Before  the  '  Grace  of  Sunderland'  was  wrecked. 

He's  never  been  his  own  man  since  that  horn-; 

For  there  were  thirty  men  aboard  of  her, 

Anigh  as  close  as  you  are  now  to  mc, 

And  ne'er  a  one  was  saved. 

They're  lying  now. 
With  two  arnall  children,  in  a  row ;  the  clmrch 
And  yard  are  full  of  seamen's  graves,  and  few 
Have  any  names. 

She  bumped  upon  the  reef; 
Our  parson,  my  young  8on,  and  several  more 
Were  lashed  together  with  a  two-inch  rope. 
And  crept  along  to  her ;  their  matea  ashore 
Ready  to  haul  thera  in.     The  gale  was  Iiigii, 
Tlie  sea  was  all  a  boiling  seething  frotji, 
And  God  Almiglity's  guns  were  going  off, 
And  the  laud  trembled. 

"  Wlien  she  took  Iho  ground, 
She  went  to  pieces  like  a  lock  of  liay 
Tossed  from  a  pitchfork.     Ere  it  came  to  that. 
The  captain  reeled  on  deck  with  two  small  things, 
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One  in  each  arm  —  hia  little  lad  and  lass. 
Their  Lair  was  long,  and  blew  before  his  fa«e, 
Or  else  we  thought  he  bad  been  saved ;  he  fell. 
But  held  them  fast.     The  crew,  poor  luckless  souls ! 
The  breakers  licked  them  off;  and  some  were  criiBhcJ, 
Some  swallowed  in  the  yeast,  some  flung  up  dead, 
The  dear  breath  beaten  out  of  them :  not  one 
Jumped  from  the  wreck  upon  the  reef  to  catch 
The  hands  that  atrained  to  reach,  but  tumbled  back 
With  eyes  wide  open.     But  the  captain  lay 
Anil  clung  —  the  only  man  alive.     They  prayed  — 
'For  God's  Bake,  captain,  throw  the  chQdren  here  ! ' 
'  Throw  them ! '  our  parson  cried ;  and  then  she  struck : 
And  he  threw  one,  a  pretty  two-y«ars  child; 
But  the  gale  dashed  him  on  the  slippery  verge. 
And  down  he  went.     They  say  they  heard  him  cry. 

"  Then  he  rose  up  and  took  the  ether  one, 

And  all  our  men  reached  out  their  hungry  arms. 

And  cried  out,  '  Throw  her,  throw  her ! '  and  ho  did : 

He  threw  her  right  against  the  parson's  breast. 

And  all  at  once  a  sea  broke  over  them. 

And  they  that  saw  it  from  the  shore  have  said 

It  struck  the  wreck  and  piecemeal  scattered  it, 
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Just  as  a,  woman  might  the  lump  of  salt 
That  'twist  be;*  bunds  into  the  kiieadi tig-pan 
She  breaks  and  crumbles  on  her  rismg  bread. 

"  We  hauled  our  men  in :  two  of  them  were  dead  — 
The  sea  bad  beaten  them,  tiieir  heads  hung  down ; 
Our  parson's  arms  were  oniptj-,  for  the  wave 
Had  torn  away  the  pretty,  pretty  lamb ; 
We  often  see  him  stand  beside  her  grave : 
But  'twas  no  fault  of  his,  no  fault  of  his. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  Sirs ;  T  prate  and  prate. 
And  never  iiave  I  said  what  brought  nic  here. 
Sirs,  if  you  want  a  boat  to-raorrow  mom, 
I'm  bold  to  say  there's  ne'er  a  boat  like  mine." 

"  Ay,  that  was  what  we  wanted,"  we  replied ; 

"  A  boat,  his  boat ; "  and  off  he  went,  well  pleased. 

We,  too,  rose  up  (the  crimson  in  the  sky 
Flushing  our  faces),  and  went  sauntering  on. 
And  thought  to  reach  our  lodging,  by  the  tliff. 
And  Tip  and  down  among  the  heather  beds. 
And  up  and  down  between  the  sheaves,  we  sped. 
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Doubling  and  winding ;  for  a  long  ravine 
Kan  up  into  the  land  and  cut  us  off, 
Pushing  out  slippery  kdges  for  the  birds, 
And  rent  with  manj-  a  crevice,  wheru  the  wind 
Had  laid  up  drifts  of  empty  eggshells,  swept 
From  the  bare  berths  of  gulls  and  gulllemota. 

So  as  it  chanced  we  lighted  on  a  path 

That  led  into  a  nutwood;  and  our  tallf 

Was  louder  than  beseemed,  if  we  had  known. 

With  argument  and  laughter;  for  the  path, 

As  we  eped  onward,  took  a  sudden  turn 

Abrupt,  and  we  came  out  on  churchyard  grass. 

And  dose  upon  a  porch,  and  face  to  face 

With  those  within,  and  with  the  thirty  graves. 

We  heard  the  voice  of  one  who  preachtd  within. 

And  stopped.      "Come  on,"  my  brother  whispered 

"  It  were  more  decent  that  we  enter  now ; 
Come  on  I  we'll  hear  this  rare  old  demigod : 
I  Uke  strong  men  and  large ;  I  like  grey  heads. 
And  grand  gnitF  voices,  hoarse  though  this  may  be 
With  shouting  in  the  storm." 

It  was  not  hoarse. 
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The  voite  tliat  preached  to  those  few  fishermen 

And  women,  nursing  mothers  with  tho  babes 

Hushed  on  their  bi-eas(s;  and  jet  it  held  them  not: 

Their  drowsy  eyes  were  drawn  to  look  at  ua, 

Tiil,  having  loaned  our  rods  against  the  wall, 

And  left  the  dogs  at  watch,  we  entered,  sat. 

And  were  apprised  tJiat,  though  he  saw  us  not, 

TliB  parson  knew  that  he  had  lost  the  eyes 

And  ears  of  those  before  him,  for  he  made 

A  pause  —  a  long  dead  pause  —  and  drojiped  his  arms. 

And  stood  awaiting,  till  I  fiilt  the  red 

Mount  to  lay  brow. 

And  a  soft  fluttering  stir 
Passed  OTcr  all,  and  every  mother  hushed 
The  babe  beneath  her  shawl, 'and  he  turned  round 
And  met  our  eyes,  unused  to  diffidence. 
But  diffident  of  his;  then  with  a  sigh 
Fronted  the  folk,  lifted  his  grand  grey  head. 
And  said,  as  one  that  pondered  now  the  words 
lie  had  been  preaching  on  with  new  surprise. 
And  found  fresh  marvel  in  their  sound,  "  Behold ! 
Behold!"  s^th  He,  "I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock,' 

Then  said  the  parson  :   "  What !  and  shall  He  wait. 
And  must  He  wait,  not  only  till  we  say. 
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'  Good  Lord,  the  liouse  is  clean,  the  lieirth  is  swept, 

The  children  sleep,  the  mackerel-boats  are  in. 

And  all  the  nets  are  mended ;  therefore  I 

Will  slowly  to  the  door  and  open  it : ' 

But  must  He  also  wait  where  still,  behold ! 

He  sfauds  and  knocks,  while  we  do  say.  '  Good  Lord, 

The  gentlefolk  are  come  to  worship  here. 

And  I  will  up  and  open  to  Thee  soon ; 

But  first  I  pray  a  little  longer  wait. 

For  I  am  taken  up  with  thera ;  my  eyes 

Must  needs  regard  the  fashion  of  their  tlothes. 

And  count  the  gains  I  think  to  make  by  them ; 

Forsooth,  they  are  of  much  account,  good  Lord ! 

Therefore  have  patience  with  me  —  wait,  dear  Lord ! 

Or  come  again?' 

What !  must  He  wait  for  Tina  — 
For  this?     Ay,  He  doth  wmt  for  this,  and  still, 
Waiting  for  this.  He,  patient,  railelh  not ; 
Waiting  for  this,  e'en  this  He  saith,  '  Behold ! 
I  stand  at  llie  door  and  knock.' 

O  patient  hand ! 
Knocking  and  waiting  —  knocking  in  the  night 
When  work  is  done !     I  charge  you,  hy  the  sea 
Whereby  you  fill  your  children's  mouths,  and  by 
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The  might  of  Him  that  madii  It  —  fishtnni^ii ! 

I  charge  you,  mothers !  by  the  mother's  milk 

He  drew,  aiid  by  His  FatJior,  God  ovor  all, 

Blessed  for  ever,  that  ye  answer  Him ! 

Open  the  door  with  shame,  if  ye  liave  sinned ; 

If  ye  be  sorry,  open  it  with  sighs. 

Albeit  the  place  be  bare  for  poverty, 

And  comfortless  for  lack  of  plenishing. 

Be  not  abashed  for  that,  hut  open  it. 

And  take  Him  in  that  comes  to  sup  with  thee ; 

'  Behold ! '  He  aaith,  '  I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock.' 

"  Now,  hear  me :  there  be  troubles  in  this  world 
That  no  man  can  escape,  and  there  is  one 
That  lieth  hard  and  heavy  on  my  soul. 
Concerning  that  which  is  to  come :  — 

As  a  man  that  knows  what  earthly  trouble  means, 
I  will  not  bear  this  omt  —  I  cannot  bear 
This  ONE  —  I  cannot  bear  the  weight  of  you  — 
You  —  every  one  of  you,  body  and  sou!; 
Tou,  with  the  care  you  suffer,  and  the  loss 
TItat  you  sustain ;  you,  with  the  growing  up 
To  peril,  maybe  with  the  growing  old 
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To  want,  unless  before  I  stand  witli  you 

At  llie  great  white  throne,  I  may  bu  free  of  all. 

And  utter  to  the  full  what  shall  discharge 

Mine  obligation :  nay,  I  will  not  wait 

A  day,  for  every  time  the  black  clouds  rise, 

And  the  gale  freshens,  still  1  search  my  sotil 

To  find  if  tliere  be  aught  that  can  persuade 

To  good,  or  aught  forsooth  that  can  beguile 

From  evil,  that  I  (miserable  man ! 

K  tliat  be  soj  Lave  left  unsaid,  undone. 

"  So  that  wIicLi  any  risen  from  sunken  wrecks. 
Or  rolled  in  by  the  billows  to  the  edge 
Of  the  everlasting  strand,  what  time  the  sea 
Gives  up  her  dead,  shall  meet  me,  they  may  say 
Never,  '  Old  man,  you  told  ns  not  of  this ; 
You  left  us  fisher-lads  that  had  to  toil 
Ever  in  danger  of  the  secret  stab 
Of  rocks,  far  deadlier  than  the  dagger;  winds 
Of  breath  more  murderous  than  tlie  eannon's ;  wa- 
Sfighty  to  rock  us  to  our  death;  and  gulfs 
Ready  beneath  to  suck  anil  swallow  us  in : 
This  crime  be  on  your  head ;  and  as  for  us  — 
What  ahall  we  do?'  but  rather  —  nay,  not  so. 
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1  will  not  think  it;  I  will  leave  the  dead, 

Appealing  but  to  life  :  I  am  afraid 

Of  you,  but  not  so  much  if  you  have  siiuiud 

Ab  for  the  doubt  if  sin  shall  be  forgiven. 

The  day  was,  I  have  been  afraid  of  pride — 

Hard  Lian's  hard  pride ;  but  now  I  am  afraid 

Of  mail's  humility.     I  counsel  you, 

By  the  great  God's  great  humbleness,  and  by 

His  pity,  be  not  humble  over-much. 

See !  I  will  show  at  whose  unopened  doors 

He  stands  and  knocks,  that  you  may  never  say. 

He  knocks  at  other  doors,  but  not  at  mine' 

"  Sec  here !  it  is  the  night !  it  is  the  night ! 
And  snow  lies  thiekly,  whil«  untrodden  anow. 


It  crusted  o'er  with  frosty  leaves. 
That  make  her  ray  less  bright  along  the  floor. 
A  woman  sits,  with  hands  upon  her  knees, 
Poor  tired  soul !  and  she  has  nought  to  do. 
For  there  is  neither  fire  nor  candle  light: 
The  driftwood  ash  lies  cold  upon  her  hearth ; 
The  rushlight  flickered  down  an  hour  ago ; 
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fler  clilldren  wall  a  little  in  their  sleep 
For  cold  and  hunger,  and,  as  if  that  sound 
Was  not  enough,  another  comes  to  her, 
Over  God's  undefilSd  snow  —  a  song  — 
Nay,  never  hang  jour  heads  —  I  say,  a  song. 

"  And  doth  she  eurse  the  alehouse,  and  the  sots 
That  drink  the  night  out  and  their  earnings  there, 
And  drink  their  manly  strength  and  courage  down. 
And  drink  away  Ae  iitde  children's  bread. 
And  starve  her,  starving  hy  the  self-same  act 
Her  tender  suckling,  that  with  piteous  eyes 
Looks  in  her  face,  till  scarcely  she  has  heart 
To  work,  and  earn  the  scanty  bit  and  drop 
That  feed  the  others  ? 

Does  she  eurse  the  songp 
I  think  not,  fishermen ;  I  have  not  heard 
Surh  women  curse.     Gwl's  curse  is  curse  enough. 
To-morrow  slio  will  say  a  hitter  thing, 
Pulling  her  sleeve  down  lest  the  bruises  show  — 
A  hitter  thing,  but  meant  for  an  excuse  — 
'  My  master  is  not  worse  tJian  many  men ; 
But  now,  ay,  now  she  sitteth  dumb  and  still ; 
No  food,  no  comfort,  c-old  and  poverty 
Bearing  her  down. 
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My  injart  is  sore  lor  hor  ; 
How  long,  how  long?     When  troubles  corae  of  God, 
When  men  are  frozen  out  of  work,  when  wives 
Arc  siclc,  when  working  fathers  fail  and  die. 
When  boats  go  down  at  sea  —  then  nought  behooves 
Like  patience ;  but  for  troubles  wrought  of  men 
Patience  is  hard  —  I  tell  you  it  is  hard. 

"  0  thou  poor  Boul !  it  is  the  night  —  tlic  night ; 

Against  thy  door  drifts  up  the  silent  snow, 

Blocking  thy  tlireshold :  '  Fall,'  thou  sayest,  '  fall,  fall. 

Cold  snow,  and  lie  and  be  trod  underfoot, 

Am  not  I  fallen?  wake  up,  and  pipe,  O  wind. 

Dull  wind,  and  beat  and  blustur  at  my  door: 

Mercifiil  wind,  sing  me  a  hoarse  rough  song. 

For  there  is  other  musie  madu  to-night 

That  I  would  fain  not  hear.  ■  Wake,  thou  still  sea. 

Heavily  plunge.     Shoot  on,  white  waterfall. 

O,  I  could  long  like  thy  cold  icicles 

Freeze,  freeze,  and  hang  upon  the  frosty  elift 

And  not  complain,  so  I  might  melt  at  last 

In  the  warm  summer  sun,  as  thou  wilt  do  ! 

"  ■  But  woe  is  me  !  I  think  there  is  no  sun  ; 
My  sun  is  sunken,  and  the  iilj^ht  ^n-ows  dark : 
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Kone  care  for  me.     The  children  cry  for  bread. 
And  I  have  none,  and  nought  can  comfort  me ; 
Even  if  tlie  heavens  were  free  to  such  as  I, 
It  were  not  much,  for  death  is  long  to  wait, 
Aud  heayen  is  far  to  go  ! ' 

"And  speali'st  thou  thus. 
Despairing  of  the  sun  that  sets  to  thee, 
And  of  the  earthly  love  that  wanes  to  thee, 
And  of  the  heaven  that  lieth  far  from  thee? 
Peace,  peace,  fond  fool !     One  draweth  near  thy  door 
Whose  footsteps  leave  no  print  across  the  snow ; 
Thy  sun  has  Wsen  with  comfort  in  his  face. 
The  smile  of  heaven,  to  warm  thy  frozen  heart. 
And  bioss  with  saintly  hand.     What!  is  it  long 
To  wait  and  far  to  go  ?     Thou  shalt  not  go ; 
Behold,  across  the  snow  to  thee  He  comes. 
Thy  heaven  descends,  wid  is  it  long  to  wait? 
Thou  Shalt  not  w^t :  '  Tliis  night,  this  night,'  He  saith, 
'  I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock.' 

"  It  is  enough  —  can  such  an  one  be  here  — 
Yea,  licre  ?  O  God  foi^ive  you,  fishennen .' 
One  !  is  there  only  one?     But  do  thou  know. 
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0  woman  pale  for  want,  if  lliou  art  here. 

That  on  thy  lot  much  thought  is  spent  in  heaven ; 
And,  coveting  the  heart  a  hard  man  broke, 
One  etandulli  patient,  watcliing  in  the  night. 
And  waiting  in  the  daj'-timc. 

Wliat  shall  be 
If  tbou  wilt  answer ?     lie  will  smile  on  thee; 
One  smile  of  His  shall  be  enough  to  heal 
The  wound  of  man's  neglect;  and  He  will  sigh, 
Pitying  tJie  trouble  which  that  sigh  shall  cure ; 
And  He  will  speak  —  speak  in  tlie  desolate  night, 
Id  the  dark  night :  '  For  me  a  tborny  crown 
Men  wove,  and  nails  were  driven  in  my  hands 
And  feet :  there  was  an  earthtpiake,  and  I  died ; 

1  died,  and  am  alive 


"  '  1  died  for  thee ;  for  thee  I  am  alive. 
And  my  humanity  doth  mourn  for  Ihee, 
For  thou  art  mine ;  and  all  tliy  little  ones, 
They,  too.  are  mine,  ai-o  mine.     Behold,  the  ho'is 
Is  dark,  but  tliere  is  brightness  where  the  sons 
Of  God  are  singing,. and,  behold,  the  heart 
Is  troubled :  yet  the  nations  walk  in  while ; 
They  have  forgotten  how  to  weep;  and  thou 
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Shalt  also  come,  and  I  will  foster  thee 
And  satisfy  thy  soul  j  and  thou  slialt  warm 
Tliy  tremliling  life  beneath  the  smile  of  God. 
A  little  while  —  it  is  a  little  while  — 
A  little  while,  and  I  will  comfort  thee, 
I  go  awaj',  but  I  will  come  again.' 

"  But  hear  me  yet.     There  was  a  poor  old  man 
Who  sat  and  listened  to  the  raging  sea. 
And  beard  it  thunder,  lunging  at  the  cliffs 
As  like  to  tear  them  down.     lie  lay  at  nigbt; 
And  '  Lord  liave  mercy  on  the  lads,'  Siud  be, 
'That  sailed  M  noon,  though  they  be  none  of  mme 
For  wbcn  the  gale  gets  up,  and  when  the  wind 
Flings  at  the  window,  when  it  beats  the  roof. 
And  lulls,  and  stops,  and  rouses  up  again. 
And  cuts  tho  crest  clean  off  tbu  plunging  wave. 
And  scatters  it  like  feathers  up  the  field. 
Why,  then  I  think  of  my  two  lads :  my  lads 
Thfit  would  have  worked  and  never  let  me  want, 
And  never  let  me  take  tho  parish  pay. 
No,  none  of  mine ;  my  lads  were  drowned  at  sea 
JTy  two  — before  the  most  of  these  were  iHim. 
I  know  bow  sharp  that  outs,  since  my  poor  wife 
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Walked  up  and  ilown,  and  still  walkod  up  and  down, 

And  I  walked  after,  and  one  eould  not  lii:ar 

A  word  tliu  otbur  said,  for  wind  and  s;:a 

Tliat  ragcJil  and  beat  and  tliundored  in  the  night  — 

The  awfulleat,  the  longest,  lightest  night 

Tint  ever  parents  had  to  spend  —  a  moon 

That  shone  like  dayliglit  on  the  breaking  wave. 

Ah  me !  and  other  men  have  lost  their  lads, 

And  other  women  wipud  their  poor  dead  mouths. 

And  got  them  home  and  dried  them  in  the  house. 

And  seen  the  driftwood  lie  along  the  coast. 

That  was  a  tidy  boat  but  one  day  back, 

And  seen  next  tide  the  neighbors  gather  it 

To  lay  it  on  their  fires. 

Ay.  Iw.,.1™bs 
And  able-bodied  — -.loved  my  work  ;  —  but  now 
I  am  a  useless  hull :  'tis  time  I  sunk ; 
I  am  in  all  men's  way  ;  I  trouble  them  ; 
I  am  a  trouble  to  myself:  but  yet 
I  fee!  for  mariners  of  stormy  nights. 
And  feel  for  wives  that  watch  ashore.     Ay,  aiy ! 
If  I  had  learning  t  would  pray  the  Ijord 
To  bring  them  in :  but  I'm  no  seholar,  no ; 
Book-learning  is  a  world  too  hard  for  me : 
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But  T  make  bold  to  say,  '  O  Lord,  good  Lord, 

I  am  a  broken-down  poor  man,  a  fool 

To  apeak  to  Thee ;  but  in  the  Book  'tis  writ. 

As  I  hear  say  from  others  tliat  can  read. 

How.  when  Thou  earnest,  Thou  diiiat  love  the  eca. 

And  live  with  fisherfolk,  whereby  'tis  sure 

Thou  knowest  all  the  peril  they  go  through. 

And  all  their  trouble. 

As  Tor  me,  good  Lord, 
I  have  no  boat ;  I  am  too  old,  too  old  — 
My  lads  are  drowned ;  I  buried  my  poor  wife ; 
My  little  lasses  died  so  long  ago 
That  mostly  I  forget  what  they  were  like. 
Tliou  knowest.  Lord;  they  were  such  little  ones 
I  know  tliey  went  lo  Thee,  but  I  forget 
Their  faces,  though  I  missed  them  sore. 

O  Lord, 
I  was  a  strong  man ;  I  haTe  drawn  good  food 
And  made  good  money  out  of  Thy  great  sea : 
But  yet  I  cried  for  them  at  nights ;  and  now. 
Although  I  be  so  old,  I  miss  my  lads. 
And  there  be  many  folk  this  stormy  night 
Heavy  with  fear  for  tlieirs.     Merdful  T.ord, 
Comfort  thorn;  save  their  lionost  boys,  tliuir  pride. 
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Ami  let  tlifiin  liear  next  elib  llie  blesscdest. 
Best  sound  — tlie  boat  keels  grating  on  tlie  sand, 

"  '  I  cannot  pray  with  finer  words  ;  I  know 
Nothing ;  I  have  no  learning,  cannot  learn  — 
Too  old,  too  old.     They  say  I  want  for  nought, 
I  have  the  parbh  pay ;  bnt  I  am  dull 
Of  hearing,  and  the  fire  scaree  warms  me  tlirough. 
God  save  me  —  I  have  been  a  sinfid  iiian  — 
And  save  the  lives  of  them  that  still  can  work. 
For  they  are  good  t«  me ;  ay,  good  to  me. 
But,  Lord,  I  am  a  trouble !  and  I  sit, 
And  I  ani  lonesome,  and  the  nights  are  fuw 
That  any  think  to  come  and  draw  a  chair. 
And  sit  in  my  poor  place  and  talk  awhile. 
Why  should  Ihey  come,  foi-soolh?     Only  the  wind 
Knocks  at  my  door,  O  long  and  loud  it  knocks. 
The  only  thing  God  made  that  has  a  mind 
To  enter  in.' 

"  Yea,  thus  the  old  man  spake : 
These  were  the  last  wonls  of  Ins  aged  nioalh  — 
But  One  did  knock.     One  came  to  sup  witji  him, 
That  hiunble,  weak  old  man ;  knocked  at  hia  door 
\i  the  rough  pauses  of  the  laboring  wind. 
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I  ti^ll  you  that  One  knoekcd  wbile  it  was  dark, 
Save  where  their  ibomiDg  passion  had  made  wtiittj 
Those  livid  seething  billows.     What  He  said 
In  that  poor  place  where  He  did  talk  awhile, 
I  i-anuot  tell :  but  thi»  I  ain  assured, 
That  when  the  neighbors  came  the  morroiv  morn, 
What  tjme  tlie  wind  had  bated,  and  tlie  sun 
Shone  on  the  old  mane's  floor,  they  saw  the  sniilo 
He  passed  away  in,  and  they  said,  '  He  looks 
As  he  had  woke  and  seen  the  face  of  Christ, 
And  with  that  rapturous  einile  held  out  liis  anus 
To  come  to  Him ! ' 

"  Can  such  an  one  be  here. 
Si)  old,  so  weak,  so  ignorant,  so  frail? 
The  Lord  be  good  to  thee,  thou  poor  old  man ; 
It  would  be  hard  with  thee  if  heav'en  were  shut 
To  such  as  have  not  learning !     Nay,  nay,  nay, 
He  condescends  to  them  of  low  estate ; 
To  such  as  are  despised  He  eometli  down. 
Stands  at  the  door  and  knocks . 

"  Yet  bear  with  me. 
I  have  a  message  ;  I  have  more  to  say. 
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Shall  son-ow  win  His  pity,  and  not  sin  — 

That  burden  Uia  times  heavier  to  be  barnc? 

Wiiat  think  you  ?     Slmll  the  virtuous  have  His  care 

Alone?  0  virtuous  women,  tliink  not  seoni. 

For  you  may  lift  your  faces  everywhere ; 

And  now  that  it  grows  dnsk,  and  I  can  see 

None  though  they  front  me  straight,  I  fain  would  tell 

A  certain  thiiig  to  you.     1  say  to  i/ou; 

And  if  it  doth  concern  you,  as  metliinks 

It  doth,  then  surely  it  concemeth  all. 

I  say  that  there  was  once  —  I  say  not  here  — 

I  say  that  tliere  was  once  a  castaway. 

And  she  was  weeping,  weeping  bitterly ; 

Kneeling,  and  crying  with  a  heart-sick  cry 

That  choked  itself  in  sobs  — '  O  my  good  name ! 

O  my  good  name ! '     And  none  did  hear  her  cry ! 

Nay;  and  it  lightened,  and  the  storm-holts  fell, 

And  die  rain  splashed  upon  the  roof,  and  still 

She,  storm-toat  as  tlie  storming  elements  — 

She  cried  with  an  exceeding  bitter  cry, 

'  O  my  good  name ! '     And  then  the  thunder-cloud 

Stooped  low  and  burst  in  darkness  overhead, 

And  rolled,  and  rocked  her  on  her  knees,  and  shook 

The  frail  foundations  of  her  dwelling-place. 
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But  she  —  if  any  neighbor  had  uomo  in 
(None  did)  :  if  any  neighbors  had  com*;  in 
ITiey  might  Lave  seen  her  crying  on  lier  knees. 
And  sobbing  '  Lost,  lost,  lost ! '  htatiiig  her  breast— 
Her  breast  for  ever  pricked  witli  crnel  tlionis. 
The  wounds  whereof  tould  neither  balm  assuage 
Nor  any  patience  heal  —  heating  her  brow, 
MTiich  ached,  it  had  been  bent  so  long  to  hide 
From  level  eyes,  whose  meaning  was  contempt. 

"  O  ye  good  women,  it  is  hard  to  leave 
Tlie  paths  of  virtue,  and  return  again. 
Wliat  if  this  sinner  wept,  and  none  of  you 
Comforted  her  ?     And  what  if  she  did  strive 
To  mend,  and  none  of  you  believed  her  strife. 
Nor  looked  upon  her?     Mark,  I  do  not  say. 
Though  it  was  hard,  you  therefore  were  to  blame 
Tliat  she  had  aught  against  you,  though  your  feet 
Never  drew  near  her  door.     But  I  beseech 
Tour  patience.     Once  in  old  .Jerusalem 
A  woman  kneeled  at  consecrated  feet. 
Kissed  them,  and  washed  them  with  her  tears. 

Wliat  ther 
I  thmk  that  yet  our  Lord  is  pitiful : 
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I  tliink  I  see  the  csstaway  e'en  now! 
Aod  ahe  is  not  alone :  tbe  beavy  rain 
Splashes  without,  and  sullen  thundfir  rolls. 
But  she  is  lying  at  tlio  saew-d  fret 
Of  One  transfigur^d- 

"  And  her  tears  flow  down, 
Down  to  her  lips  — her  lips  that  kiss  the  print 
Of  nails ;  and  love  is  like  to  break  ber  heart  1 
Love  and  repentance  —  for  it  stil'  doth  work 
Sore  in  her  soul  to  think,  to  thiiiV  that  she, 
Even  she,  did  pieree  the  sacred,  sacred  feet. 
And  bruise  the  thorn-crowned  head. 

"  O  Lord,  our  Lord, 
How  great  is  Thy  compassion !    Come,  good  Lord, 
For  -we  will  open.    Come  this  night,  good  Lord ; 
Stand  at  the  door  and  knock. 

"  And  is  this  ail?  — 
Trouble,  old  age  and  simpleness,  and  sin  — 
TliLs  all  ?     It  might  be  all    omc  other  night : 
l!ut  this  night,  if  a  voice  said  '  Give  account 
Whom  hast  thou  with  thee?  '  then  must  I  ri'ply, 
'  Young    manhood     have    1,    beautiful     youth     and 

strength, 
Rich  with  all  treasure  drawn  up  from  the  crypt 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Where  lies  thii  loarning  of  the  ancient  woi'ld  — 
Brave  with  all  Uioiights  that  poets  fling  upon 
The  strand  of  life,  aa  driftweed  after  storms : 
Doubtless  familiar  with  Thy  mountain  heads. 
And  the  dread  purity  of  Alpine  snows. 
Doubtless  familiar  with  Thy  works  concealed 
For  ages  from  mankind  —  outlying  worlds. 
And  many  moonfid  spheres  —  and  Thy  great  store 
Of  star^,  more  thick  than  mealy  dust  which  hero 
Powders  tlie  pale  leaves  of  Auriculas. 

This  do  I  know,  but,  Lord,  I  kuow  not  more. 


ing  them  —  eoneeming  Thee, 
I  know  Thy  bounty;  where  Thou  givest  much 
Standing  without,  if  any  call  Thee  in 
Thou  ^vest  more.'     Speak,  then,  O  rich  and  sti 
0])en,  O  happy  young,  ere  yet  the  band 
Of  Him  that  knocks,  wearied  at  last,  forbear; 
Tlie  patient  foot  its  thankless  quest  refrain. 
The  wounded  heart  for  evermore  withdraw." 

I  have  heard  many  speak,  but  this  one  man  — 
So  anjdoua  not  to  go  to  heaven  alone  — 
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Tliis  one  man  I  remember,  and  his  look. 

Till  twilight  overslmdowed  him.     He  ceased, 

And  out  in  darkness  with  the  fisUer  folk 

We  passed  and  stumbled  over  mounds  of  mosa. 

And  heard,  but  did  not  see,  the  passin"  beck. 

Ah,  graceless  heart,  would  that  it  could  regain 

From  the  dim  storehouse  of  sensations  past 

The  impress  full  of  tender  awe,  that  night. 

Which  fell  on  me !     It  was  as  if  the  Clirist 

Had  been  drawn  down  from  heaven  to  track  us  hoii 

And  any  of  the  footsteps  followiug  ua 

Might  have  been  His, 
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fJOME     up     tlio     broad     river,     tlio 
TliaiHtB,   fay   Dane, 
My  Dane  with  the  beautiful  eyes  ! 
Thousands    and    tlioii sands    await 
thee  full   fain. 
And  talk  ofthe  wind  and  the  skies. 
Fcftr  not  from  folk  and  from  country  to  part, 

0,  I  swear  it  is  wisely  clone : 
For  (I  said)  I  will  bear  me  by  thee,  sweetheart. 
As  becometh  my  father's  son. 

Great  London  was  ahoutiug  as  T  went  down. 

"  She  13  worthy,"  I  eaid,  "  of  this ; 
What  shall  I  give  who  have  promised  a  crown? 

O,  first  I  will  giye  her  a  kiss." 
So  T  kissed  her  and  brought  her,  my  Dane,  my  Dane, 

Through  Ihe  waving  wonderful  crowd : 
Thousands  and  thousarida,  they  shouted  amain. 

Like  mighty  thunders  and  loud. 
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Anil  they  said,  "He  is  young,  tlio  kd  we  lovo, 

Tlie  heir  of  the  Isles  is  young : 
How  we  deem  of  bis  mother,  anri  onp,  gonn  abov 

Can  neither  be  said  nor  sung. 
He  brings  us  a  pledge  — he  will  do  his  part 

With  tie  best  of  his  race  and  name;" 

And  I  will,  for  I  look  to  l^ve.  sweetheart. 

As  may  suit  with  my  mother's  fame. 
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LOVE   this   grey   old  churcli,  the 
low,  long  nave, 
The  ivied  chancel  and  the  slender 

No  less  its  shadow  on  eadi  Leaving 
gra-vi;, 

With  growing  osier  bound,  or  Hying  hriar; 
I  love  those  yow-lree  trunks,  whore  stand  arrayed 
So  many  deep-cut  names  of  youth  and  maid. 


A  simple  custom  this  — T  Iotc,  it  woll  — 
A  car\-ed  hctrotlial  and  a  pledge  of  truth ; 

How  many  an  eve,  their  linked  names  to  spell. 
Beneath  the  yew-trees  sat  our  village  youth ! 

WJien  work  was  over,  and  the  new-cut  liay 

Sent  wafts  of  halm  from  meadows  where  it  lay. 
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All !  manj-  an  eve,  ivhile  I  was  vet  a  boy. 
Some  village  hind  has  beckoned  me  aside, 

And  sought  mine  aid,  with  shy  and  awkward  joy. 
To  L'arve  the  letters  of  hia  nistic  bride, 

And  make  thera  dear  to  read  as  graven  stone. 

Deep  in  the  yew-tree's  trunk  beside  his  own. 

For  none  coidd  carve  like  me,  and  here  they  stand, 
Fathers  and  mothers  of  this  present  race; 

And  underscored  by  some  less  practised  hand. 
That  lain  the  story  of  its  line  would  trace. 

With  children's  names,  and  number,  and  the  day 

When  any  called  to  God  have  passed  away. 

I  look  upon  them,  and  I  turn  aside. 

As  oft  when  carving  them  I  did  erewhilc ; 

And  there  I  see  those  wooden  bridges  wide 
That  cross  the  marshy  hollow ;  there  the  stile 

In  reeds  imbedded,  and  the  swelling  down. 

And  the  white  road  toward  the  distant  town. 

But  those  old  bridges  claim  another  look. 

Our  brattling  river  tumbles  through  the  one ; 
The  second  spans  a  shallow,  weedy  brook ; 
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Beneath  the  others,  and  beneath  the  sun. 
Like  two  long  stilly  pools,  and  on  tlieir  breasts 
Pieture  their  wooden  piles,  encased  iu  swallows'  nests. 

And  rotind  about  them  grows  a  fringe  of  reeds, 
And  then  a  floating  crown  of  liljr  flowers. 

And  yet  within  small  silver-budded  weeds ; 
But  ca<.'h  clear  centre  evermore  embowers 

A  deeper  sky,  where,  stooping,  you  may  see 

The  little  minnows  darting  restlessly. 

My  heart  is  bitter,  lilies,  at  your  sweet ; 

Why  did  the  dewdrop  fringe  your  chalices  ? 
Why  in  your  beauty  are  you  thus  complete. 

You  silver  ships  —  you  floating  palaces  ? 
O !  if  need  be,  you  must  allure  man's  eye, 
Yet  wherefore  blossom  here  ?     O  why  ?     O  wliv  ? 

O !  O !  the  world  ia  wide,  you  lily  flowers. 
It  hath  warm  forests,  cleft  by  stilly  pools. 

Where  every  night  bathe  crowds  of  stars ;  and  boners 
Of  spicerj'  hang  over.     Sweet  air  cools 

And  shakes  the  lilies  among  those  stars  that  lie : 

Why  are  not  ye  content  to  reign  there  ?     Why  ? 
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That  chain  of  bridges,  it  wore  Lard  to  tell 
How  it  is  linked  witli  all  luy  early  joy. 

There  was  a  little  loot  that  I  loved  well. 
It  daneed  aeross  tlicm  when  I  was  a  boy; 

There  was  a  careless  voice  that  used  to  sing; 

There  was  a  child,  a  sweet  and  happy  thing. 

Oft  through  tliat  matted  wood  of  oak  and  birch 
She  eama  from  yonder  house  upon  the  hill ; 

She  crossed  the  wooden  bridges  to  the  church. 
And  watched,  with  village  girls,  my  boasted  skill: 

But  loved  to  watch  the  floating  lilies  best. 

Or  linger,  peering  in  a  swallow's  nest; 

Linger  and  linger,  with  her  wistful  eyes 
Drawn  to  the  lily-buds  that  lay  so  white 

And  soft  on  crimson  water ;  for  the  skica 

Would  crimson,  and  the  little  cloudlets  bright 

Would  all  be  flung  among  the  flowei-s  sheer  down. 

To  flush  tlio  spaces  of  their  clustering  crown. 

Till  the  green  rushes  —  O,  so  glossy  green  — 

The  rushes,  they  would  whi'iicr,  ruslle,  shake ; 
And  forth  on  floating  gauze,  no  jewelled  quficn 
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So  rich,  the  green-eyct!  ilragoii-flies  would  break. 
And  hover  on  the  flowers  —  aerial  things, 
"With  little  rainbows  flickering  on  their  wings. 

Ah !  my  heart  dear !  the  polished  pools  lie  still. 
Like  lanes  of  water  reddened  hy  the  west. 

Till,  swooping  clown  from  yon  o'crhanging  hill, 
The  bold  marsh  harrier  wets  her  tawny  breast; 

We  scared  her  oft  in  childhood  from  her  prey. 

And  the  old  eager  thoughts  rise  fresh  as  yesterday. 

To  yonder  copse  by  moonlight  I  did  go. 

In  luxury  of  mischief,  half  afraid. 
To  steal  the  great  owl's  brood,  her  downy  snow. 

Her  screaming  imps  to  seize,  the  while  she  preyed 
With  yellow,  cruel  eyes,  whose  railiaiit  glare. 
Fell  with  their  mother  rage,  I  miglit  not  dare, 

Panljng  I  lay  till  her  great  fanning  winga 

Troubled  the  dreams  of  roek-doves,  slumbering  nigh. 

And  she  and  her  fierce  mate,  like  evil  things. 
Skimmed  tlie  dusk  field.= ;  then  rising,  with  a  cry 

Of  fear,  joy,  triumph,  darted  on  my  prey. 

And  tore  it  from  the  nest  and  fled  away. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


272  THE  Ft 

But  afterward,  belated  in  the  wood, 

I  saw  her  moping  on  the  rifled  tree, 
And  my  heart  smote  mo  for  her,  while  I  stood 

AwakfDcd  from  my  careless  reverie ; 
So  white  she  looked,  with  moonlight  round  her  shed. 
So  motliorlike  she  drooped  aiid  hung  her  head. 

0  tliat  mine  eyes  would  cheat  me  !    I  behold 
The  godwita  running  by  the  water  edge, 

The  mossy  bridges  mirrored  as  of  old ; 
The  little  enrlews  creeping  from  the  sedge, 

Bnt  not  the  little  foot  so  gayly  light ; 

O  that  mine  eyes  would  cheat  me,  that  I  might !  — 

Wonld  cheat  me !    I  behold  the  gable  ends  — 
Those  pnrple  pigeons  elustering  on  the  cote ; 

Tho  lane  with  maples  overhung,  that  bends 
Toward  her  dwelling ;  the  dry  grassy  moat, 

Thick  muUions,  diamond  latticed,  mossed  and  grej. 

And  walls  banked  up  with  laurel  and  with  bay. 

And  up  behind  them  yellow  fields  of  com. 
And  still  ascending  countless  finy  spires. 
Dry  slopes  of  hills  uncultured,  bare,  forlorn. 
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And  green  in  roi^ky  clefts  with  whins  and  hriars ; 
Then  nob.  cloud  masses  dj-ed  the  violet's  hue, 
With  orange  sunbeams  dropping  swiftly  through. 

Ay,  1  behold  all  this  full  easily; 

My  soul  is  jealous  of  my  happier  eyes, 
And  manhood  envies  youth.     Ah,  strange  to  see. 

By  looking  merely,  orange-flooded  skies ; 
Nay,  any  dew-drop  that  may  neai-  me  shine  i 
But  never  more  the  face  of  Eglantine ! 

She  was  my  one  comiianion,  being  herself 
The  jewel  and  adornment  of  my  days. 

My  life's  completeness.  0,  a  smiling  elf. 
That  I  do  but  disparage  with  my  praise  — 

My  playmate ;  and  I  loveJ  her  dearly  and  long. 

And  she  loved  me,  as  the  tender  love  the  strong. 

Ay,  but  she  grew,  till  on  a  time  there  came 
A  sudden  restless  yearning  to  my  heart; 

And  as  we  went  a-nes(ing,  all  for  shame 

And  shjueas,  I  did  hold  my  peace,  and  start; 

Content  departed,  comfort  shnt  me  out, 

And  there  was  nothing  left  to  talk  about. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Slie  had  but  sixteen  years,  and  as  for  mo, 
Four  added  iiiailu  my  life.     This  pretty  bird. 

Tills  fairy  bird  tliat  I  had  cherislied  —  she. 
Content,  haci  Kung,  while  I,  contented,  lieard. 

Tlie  song  had  ccaKcd ;  the  bird,  with  nature's  art. 

Had  brought  a  thorn  and  set  it  In  my  heart. 

Tlie  restless  birth  of  love  my  soul  oppre.st, 
I  longed  and  wrestled  for  a  tranquil  day. 

And  warred  with  that  disquiet  in  my  breast 
As  one  who  knows  there  is  a  better  way ; 

But,  turned  against  myself,  I  still  in  vain 

Looked  for  the  ancient  calm  to  come  again. 

My  tired  sou!  could  to  itself  confess 

That  she  deserved  a  wlsuv  love  than  mine; 

To  love  more  truly  were  to  love  her  less. 
And  for  this  truth  I  still  awoke  to  pine ; 

I  had  a  dim  belief  that  it  would  be 

A  better  tiling  for  her,  a  bleesSd  thing  for  mc. 

Good  hast  Thou  made  them  —  comforters  right  sweet; 

Good  haat  Thou  made  the  world,  to  mankind  lent ; 
Good  are  Thy  dropping  clouds  that  feed  the  wheat ; 
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Guod  are  Thy  stars  abo^e  the  firaiaivieLit. 
Take  to  Thee,  take,  Thy  worship,  Thj  renown ; 
The  good  whith  Thou  hast  ujade  doth  wear  Thy  oi 


Far,  0  my  God,  Thy  ci 

Thy  bountiful  creation  is  so  fan-. 
That,  drawn  before  us  like  the  temple  veil. 

It  hides  the  Holy  Place  from  thought  and  eare. 
Giving  man's  eyes  instead  ita  sweeping  fold, 
Kioh  as  with  i^ierub  wings  and  apples  wrought  of  gold, 

I'urplc  and  Hue  and  scarlet  —  sliiiiimering  bells 
And  rare  pomegranates  on  its  bi-oidei-ed  rim. 

Glorious  with  chain  -  and  fret-work  that  the  swell 
Of  incense  shakes  to  music  dreamy  and  dim. 

Till  on  a  day  comes  Joss,  tliat  God  makes  gain, 

And  death  and  darkness  i-end  the  veil  in  twwn. 

Ah,  sweetest !  my  beloved !  each  outward  thing 
Recalls  my  youth,  and  is  instinct  witli  thee ; 

Brown  wood-owls  in  the  dusk,  with  noiseless  wing, 
Float  from  yon  hanger  to  their  haunted  tree. 

And  hoot  full  softly.     Listening,  I  regain 

A  flashing  thought   of  thee  with   their   remembered 
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I  will  nut  pine  —  it  is  tLc  careless  brook, 
These  amber  sunbeaniB  slanting  down  the  vale; 

It  ia  the  long  tree- shadows,  with  their  look 
Of  natural  peace,  that  make  ray  heart  to  fail ; 

The  peace  of  nature  —  No,  I  will  not  pine  — 

But  O  the  eontrast  'twixt  her  face  and  mine ! 

And  still  I  changed  —  I  was  a  boy  no  more ; 

My  heart  was  large  enough  to  liold  my  kind. 
And  all  the  world.    As  hath  been  oft  before 

With  youtli,  I  sought,  but  I  eould  neier  find 
Work  hard  enough  to  quiet  my  self-strife. 
And  use  the  strength  of  aetion-craving  life. 

She,  too,  was  changed :  her  bountiful  sweet  eyes 
Looked  out  full  lovingly  on  all  the  world. 

0  tender  as  the  deeps  in  yonder  skies 
Their  beaming !  but  her  rosebud  lips  were  curled 

With  the  soft  dimple  of  a  musing  smile. 

Which  kept  ray  gaze,  but  held  me  mute  the  while, 

A  cast  of  bees,  a  slowly  moTing  wdn, 

The  scent  of  bean-flowers  wafted  up  a  dell, 
Clue  pigeons  wheeling  over  fields  of  gr^. 
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Or  Ijleat  of  folded  lamb,  would  ploase  Ler  well ; 
Or  tooing  of  the  early  coted  dove ;  — 
She  sauntering  mused  of  these ;  I,  following,  mused  of 

With  her  two  lips,  that  otie  the  other  pressed 

So  jioutiiiglj-  with  such  a  tranquil  air, 
■\Villi  her  two  lyea,  that  on  my  own  would  rest 

So  dreara-like,  she  donied  my  silent  prayer, 
IVoiited  uiiuttercd  words  and  said  them  nay, 
And  smiled  down  love  till  It  had  nought  to  say. 

The  words  that  through  mine  eyes  would  elearly  shine 
Hovered  and  hovered  on  my  lips  in  vam; 

If  after  pause  I  said  but  "  Eglantine," 
Slie  raised  to  me  Ler  quiet  eyelids  twain, 

And  looked  inu  this  reply  —  look  calm,  yet  bland  — 

"I  shall  not  know,  I  will  not  understand." 

Yet  she  did  know  my  story  —  knew  my  life 

Was  wrought  to  hers  with  bindings  many  and  strong : 

That  I,  like  Israel,  served  for  a  wife. 

And  for  the  love  I  bare  her  thought  not  long. 

But  only  a  few  days,  full  quickly  told, 


,s  his  of  old. 
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I  must  be  brief:  tlie  twilight  Kbadows  grow. 
And  steal  tbe  roso-bloota  genial  summer  shedsi. 

Anil  scented  wafts  of  wind  that  come  aud  go 
Have  lifted  dew  from  honied  tloYer  heads ; 

Tbe  seven  stars  shine  out  above  the  mill, 

Tbe  dark  delightsome  woods  lie  veiled  and  still. 

Hush !  hush !  the  nightingale  begins  to  sing. 
And  stops,  as  ill-contented  with  her  note ; 

Then  breaks  from  out  tho  bush  with  hurried  wing. 
Restless  and  passionate.     She  tunes  her  throat, 

Laments  awhile  in  wavering  trills,  and  then 

Floods  with  a  stream  of  sweetness  all  the  glen. 


The  seven  stars  upon  the  nearest  pool 
Lie  trembling  down  betwixt  the  lily  leaves, 

And  move  like  glowworms ;  wafting  breeies  cool 
Come  down  along  the  water,  and  it  heaves 

And  bubbles  in  the  sedge ;  while  deep  and  wide 

The  dim  night  settles  on  the  country  side. 

I  know  this  scene  by  heart.     0 !  once  before 

I  saw  the  seven  stars  float  to  and  fro, 
And  stayed  my  hurried  footsteps  by  the  shore 
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To  mark  the  starry  picture  spread  below: 
Its  silence  made  tlie  tumult  in  my  breast 
More  audible ;  its  peace  revealed  my  oivii  unrest. 

I  paused,  then  hurried  on ;  my  heart  heat  quick ; 

I  crossed  the  bridges,  reached  the  steep  ascent, 
And  climbed  through  matted  fern  and  hazels  thick ; 

Then  darkling  through  the  close  green  maples  went 
And  saw  —  there  felt  love's  keenest  pangs  begin  — 
An  oriel  window  lighted  from  within  — 

I  saw  —  and  fi^lt  th^t  they  were  scarcely  cares 
Which  I  had  known  before ;  I  drew  more  near. 

And  0 !  methought  how  sore  it  frets  and  wears 
The  soul  to  part  with  that  it  holds  so  dear ; 

'Tis  hard  two  woven  tendrils  to  untwine. 

And  I  was  come  to  part  with  Eglantine. 

For  life  was  bitter  through  those  words  repressed. 
And  youth  was  burdened  with  unspoken  vows ; 

Love  unrequited  brooded  in  my  breast, 

An<l  shrank,  at  glance,  from  the  beloved  brows : 

And  three  long  months,  heart-sick,  my  foot  withdrawn, 

I  had  not  sought  her  side  by  rivulet,  copse,  or  lawn  — 
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Not  sought  hor  side,  yet  busy  tiiuugiit  no  luas 
Still  lijllowed  iD  her  wake,  though  far  behind; 

And  1,  buing  parted  from  lier  loveliness, 
Looked  at  the  picture  of  her  in  my  mind; 

I  lived  alone,  I  walked  with  soul  opprest. 

And  ever  sighed  for  lier,  and  sighed  fur  rest. 

Tiien  I  had  risen  to  struggle  with  my  heart. 

And  said  —  "0  iieart !  the  world  Js  fresh  and  fair. 

And  I  am  young;  but  this  tliy  restless  smart 
Changes  to  bitterness  the  morning  air ; 

I  will.  I  must,  these  weary  fetters  break  — 

1  will  bu  frepj^i/ ijBl^^Jifti;sjJt&, 

"  O  let  me  trouble  her  no  more  with  sighs  ! 

Heart-healing  comes  by  distance,  and  with  time: 
Then  let  me  wander,  and  enrich  mine  eyes 

With  the  green  forests  of  a  softer  clime. 
Or  list  by  night  at  sea  the  wind's  low  stave 
And  long  monotonous  rockings  of  the  wave. 

"  Through  open  solitudes,  unbounded  meads. 

Where,  wading  on  breast-high  in  yellow  bloom, 
Uiitainei'  of  man,  the  shy  white  llama  feeds  — 
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Tliei'c  would  I  journey  anil  forget  my  doom ; 
Or  far,  0  far  as  sunrise  I  would  see 
The  levol  prairie  stretch  away  from  me ! 

"  Or  I  would  sail  upon  the  tropic  seas, 

Where  fathom  long  the  blood-red  dulsoa  grow, 

Droop  from  the  rock  and  waver  in  the  bri'eze, 
Lashing  the  tide  to  foam ;  while  palm  below 

The  muddy  mandrakes  throng  those  wafers  waiiii 

And   purple,   gold,   and   green,    the   livins   bio; 


So  of  my  father  I  did  win  eonsent, 

With  importunities  repeated  long. 
To  make  tliat  duty  which  had  been  my  bent, 

To  dig  with  strangers  alien  tombs  among, 
And  bound  to  tliem  through  desert  leagues  to  pace. 
Or  track  up  rivers  to  their  starting-plaee. 

For  this  I  had  done  battle  and  had  won, 
But  not  alone  to  tread  Arabian  sands. 

Measure  tlie  shadows  of  a  southern  sun. 
Or  dig  out  gods  in  the  old  Egyptian  lands ; 

But  for  the  dream  wherewith  I  thought  to  cope — ■ 

The  giier  of  love  unirated  with  love'.s  hope. 
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Add  now  I  would  set  reason  in  aiTay, 

Metiiuugbt,  and  fight  for  fi^edoiu  maiifuUy, 
Till  by  long  absence  tliere  would  tome  a  day 

When  tliis  my  love  would  not  be  pain  to  me: 
But  if  I  knew  iny  rosebud  fair  and  blest 
I  aiiould  not  pine  to  wear  it  on  my  breast. 

The  days  fled  on ;  another  week  should  fling 
A  foreign  shadow  on  my  lengthening  way; 

Another  week,  yet  nearness  did  not  bring 
A  braver  heart  that  hard  farewell  to  say. 

I  lettlie  lust  day  wane,  the  dusk  begin, 

Ei-e  I  bad  sought  that  window  lighted  from  witlnn. 

Sinking  and  sinking,  O  my  heart !  my  heart ! 

Will  absence  heal  thee  whom  its  shade  doth  rendP 
I  reached  the  little  gate,  and  soft  within 

The  oriel  fell  her  shadow.     She  did  lend 
Her  loveliness  to  me,  and  let  me  share 
The  listless  sweetness  of  those  features  fair. 

Among  tliiL-k  laurels  in  the  gathering  gloomi, 

Heavy  for  this  our  parting,  I  did  stand; 
Besido  her  mother  in  the  lighted  room, 
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She  Kitting  loaned  her  clieek  upon  her  hand; 
And  as  shu  read,  her  sweet  voice  floating  through 
Tlie  open  casement  seemed  t«  mourn  me  an  adieu. 

Youth !  youth !  how  buoyant  are  tliy  hopes !  they  turn, 
Like  marigolds,  toward  the  sunny  side. 

Jly  hopes  were  buried  in  a  funeral  urn, 

And  they  sprung  up  like  plants  and  spread  them  wide ; 

Though  I  had  schooled  and  reasoned  them  away. 

They  gathered  smiling  near  and  prayed  a  holiday. 

Ah,  sweetest  yoii:e !  how  pensive  were  its  tones. 
And  how  regretful  its  unconscious  pause ! 

■'  la  it  for  me  her  heart  this  sadness  owns, 
And  i.s  our  parting  of  to-night  the  cause? 

Ah,  would  it  might  be  so !  "  I  thought,  and  stood 

Listening  entranced  among  the  underwood. 

I  thought  it  would  be  something  worth  the  pain 
Of  parting,  to  look  once  In  those  deep  eyes. 

And  take  from  them  an  answering  look  again ; 

"  When  eastern  palms,"  I  thought,  "  about  me  rise. 

If  I  might  carve  our  names  upon  the  rind, 

Betrothed,  I  would  not  mourn,  though  leaving  thee 
behind." 
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I  can  be  patient,  faithful,  and  most  fond 
To  unacknowledged  loTU ;  I  can  be  truo 

To  this  sweet  thraldom,  this  unequal  bond. 
This  yoke  of  mine  that  reaches  not  to  j-ou ; 

0,  how  mueli  more  could  costly  parting  buy  — 

If  not  a  pledge,  one  kiss,  or,  failing  that,  a  sigh! 

I  listened,  and  she  ceased  to  read ;  slic  turned 
Her  face  toward  the  laurels  where  I  stood : 

Her  mother  spoke  —  O  wonder!  hardly  learned; 
She  said,  "There  is  a  rustling  in  the  wood; 

Ah,  child !  if  one  draw  near  to  bid  faiowell. 

Let  not  thine  eyes  an  unsought  secret  tell. 

"  My  daughter,  there  is  nothing  held  so  dear 

As  love,  if  only  it  be  hard  to  win. 
Tlie  voses  that  in  yonder  hedge  appear 

Outdo  our  garden-buds  which  bloom  within; 
But  since  the  hand  may  pluck  them  every  day. 
Unmarked  they  bud,'bloom,  drop,  and  drift  away. 

"  My  daughter,  my  beloved,  be  not  you 

Like  those  same  roses."     O  bewildering  word! 
My  heart  stood  still,  a  mist  obscured  my  view : 
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It  cleared ;  still  ailcnce.     No  deuial  stirred 
Tbe  lips  beloved;  but  straight,  as  one  opprest. 
She,  kneeling,  dropped  her  face  upon  her  motber's 
breast. 

This  said,  '■  My  daughter,  sorrow  comes  to  all ; 

Our  life  is  checked  with  ebadows  manifold : 
But  woman  has  this  more  —  she  may  not  call 

Her  sorrow  by  its  name.     Yet  love  not  told, 
And  only  bom  of  aTiscnce  and  by  tlioiijjht. 
With  thought  and  absence  may  return  to  nought." 

And  my  beloved  lifted  up  her  face. 

And  moved  her  lips  as  if  about  to  speak  ; 

She  dropped  her  lashes  with  ^  girlish  grace, 
And  tlie  rieli  dainask  mantled  in  hev  cheek; 

I  stood  awaiting  till  she  should  deny 

Her  love,  or  with  sweet  laughter  put  it  by. 

But,  closer  nestling  to  her  mother's  heart. 

She,  blushing,  said  no  word  to  break  my  trance. 

For  I  was  breathless ;  and,  with  lips  apart. 
Felt  my  breast  pant  and  all  my  pulses  dance. 

And  strove  to  move,  but  could  not  for  the  weight 

Of  unbelieving  joy,  so  sudden  and  so  jrreat. 
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Because  slie  loved  mc.     With  a  niiglity  sigh 
Breaking  away,  1  left  her  on  her  knees. 

And  blest  the  laui'el  bower,  the  darkened  sky, 
The  sultry  night  of  August.     Through  the  trees. 

Giddy  with  gladness,  to  tJio  porch  T  went, 

And  hardly  found  the  way  for  joyful  wonderment, 

Tet,  when  I  entered,  Saw  her  motlier  sit 

"With  hoth  liands  elieriahing  tlie  graceful  head. 

Smoothing  tiie  clustered  hair,  and  parting  it 
From  the  fair  brow ;  she,  rising,  only  said. 

In  the  accustomed  tone,  the  accustomed  word, 

TLe  careless  greeting  tliat  I  always  heard ; 

And  she  resumed  her  merry,  mocking  smile. 

Though  tear-drops  on  the  glistening  lashes  hung. 

O  woman  !  thou  wert  fashioned  to  beguile : 
So  have  all  sages  said,  all  poets  sung. 

She  spoke  of  favoring  winds  and  waiting  ships, 

With  smiles  of  gratulation  on  her  lips ! 

And  then  she  looked  and  faltered:  I  had  grown 

So  suddenly  in  life  and  soul  a  man  : 
She  moved  her  lips,  but  could  not  find  a  tone 
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To  set  her  mocking  music  to  ;  hcgan 
One  struggle  for  dominion,  r^sed  her  eyes. 
And  straiglit  withdrew  thuin,  basliful  through  surprise. 

The  color  over  eliisek  and  bosom  flushed ; 

I  might  have  heard  the  heating  of  her  heart. 
But  that  mine  own  heat  louder;  when  alic  blushed, 

'ITie  hand  within  mine  own  I  felt  to  start, 
But  would  not  change  niy  pitiless  decree 
To  strive  witli  her  for  might  and  maaterj-. 

She  lookoil  again,  as  one  th^t,  half  afraid. 
Would  fain  be  certain  of  a  doubtful  thing : 

Or  one  beseeching  "  Do  not  mo  upbraid ! " 
And  then  she  trembled  like  the  fluttering 

Of  timid  little  birds,  and  silent  stood, 

So  smile  wherewith  to  mock  my  hardihood. 

Slie  turned,  and  to  an  open  casement  moved 
With  gii4ia1i  shyness,  mute  beneath  my  gaze. 

And  I  oti  downcast  lashes  unreproved 

Could  look  as  long  as  pleased  mo ;  while,  the  rays 

Of  moonlight  round  hor,  sho  her  fair  head  hent. 

In  modest  silence  to  my  words  att«nt. 
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How  fast  the  giddy  whirling 

Tlie  moon  had  set ;  I  heard  the  midnight  chime ; 
Hope  is  more  brave  than  fear,  and  joy  tlian  dread. 

And  I  could  wait  unmoved  the  parting  time. 
It  came  ;  for  bj-  a  sudden  impulse  drawn. 
She,  risen,  stepped  out  upon  tlie  dusky  lawn, 

A  little  waxen  taper  in  her  hand, 

Her  feet  upon  the  dry  and  dewless  grass. 

She  looked  like  one  of  the  celestial  band, 
Only  that  on  her  c-hoeke  did  dawn  and  pass 

Most  human  blushes ;  while,  the  soft  light  thrown 

On  vesture  pure  and  white,    she   seemed  yet   fair: 
grown. 

Her  mother,  looking  out  toward  her,  sighed. 

Then  gave  lier  hand  in  token  of  farewell. 
And  with  her  warning  eyes,  that  seemed  to  ehido. 

Scarce  siiffered  that  I  sought  lier  child  to  tell 
The  story  of  my  life,  whose  ewry  line 
No  other  burden  bore  than  —Eglantine. 

tSlaek  thunder- el ond.s  were  rising  up  behind, 

The  waxen  taper  burned  ftdl  stradily  ; 
It  seemed  as  if  dark  nii<lnig]it  had  a  mind 
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To  iiear  wbit  lovers  say,  and  lier  decree 
Had  paaaed  for  silence,  while  sLe,  dropped  to  ground 
With  raiment  floating  wide,  drank  in  the  sound. 

0  happiness !  thou  dost  not  leave  a  trace 
So  well  defined  as  sorrow.     Amber  light. 

Shed  like  a  glorj-  on  her  angel  face, 

T  can  remember  fully,  and  the  sight 
Of  her  fair  forehead  and  her  shining  eyes. 
And  lips  that  smiled  in  sweet  and  girlish  wise. 

1  can  remember  how  tlie  taper  played 

Over  her  small  hands  and  her  vesture  white ; 
How  it  struck  up  into  the  trees,  and  laid 

Upon  their  under  leaves  unwonted  light ; 
And  when  she  held  it  low,  how  far  it  spread 
O'er  velvet  pansieB  slumbering  on  their  bed. 

I  can  remember  that  we  spoke  full  low. 
That  neither  doubted  of  the  other's  truth ; 

And  that  with  footsteps  slower  and  more  slow. 
Hands  folded  close  for  love,  eyes  wet  for  ruth : 

Beneath  the  trees,  by  that  cleivr  taper's  flame. 

We  wander  till  the  gate  of  parting  came. 
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Hut  I  foi-giit  the  parting  words  she  said, 
So  much  they  tlirilled  (he  all-attentive  soul; 

For  one  short  moment  human  heart  and  head 
May  bear  suth  bliss  —  its  present  is  the  whole : 

I  had  tliat  present,  till  in  whispers  fell 

With  parting  gesture  her  subdued  farewell. 

Farewell !  she  aaid,  in  act  to  turn  away. 
But  stood  a  moment  still  to  dry  her  tears. 

And  Buffered  my  enfolding  arm  to  stay 
The  time  of  her  departure.     O  ye  years 

That  intervene  betwixt  that  day  and  this ! 

You  all  received  your  hue  from  that  keen  pain  and  b 

0  mingled  pain  and  bliss !     O  pain  to  break 
At  once  from  happiness  so  lately  found. 

And  four  long  years  to  feel  for  her  sweet  sake 
The  incompleteness  of  alt  sight  and  sound ! 

But  bliss  to  cross  once  more  the  foaming  brine  — 

0  bliss  to  eome  again  and  make  her  mine ! 

1  cannot  —  0,  I  cannot  more  recall ! 

But  I  will  soothe  my  troubled  thoughts  to  rest 
'With  musing  over  joumeyings  wide,  and  all 
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Observance  of  tliia  aclive-liumored  west, 
And.  swanniiig  cities  steeped  in  eastern  day, 
With  Ewarthy  tribes  in  gold  and  striped  array. 

I  turn  from  these,  and  straight  tliere  will  succeed 
(Sliifting  and  changing  at  the  restless  will), 

Imbedded  in  some  deep  Circassian  mead, 

White  wagon-tilts,  and  flocks  that  eat  their  fill 

Unseen  above,  while  comely  shepherds  pass. 

And  scarcely  show  their  heads  above  the  grass. 

—  Tlie  red  Sahara  in  an  angry  glow, 

With  amber  fogs,  across  its  hollows  trailed 

Long  strings  of  camels,  gloomy-eyed  and  slow. 
And  women  on  their  necks,  from  gazers  veiled, 

And  sun-swart  guides  who  toil  across  the  sand 

To  groves  of  date-trees  on  the  watered  land. 

Again  —  the  brown  sails  of  an  Arab  boat, 

Flapping  by  night  upon  a  glassy  sea. 
Whereon  the  moon  and  planets  seem  te  float. 

More  bright  of  hue  than  they  were  wont  to  be. 
While  shooting-stars  rain  down  with  crackling  sound, 
And,  thick  as  swarming  locusts,  drop  to  ground. 
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Or  fill-  into  the  heat  among  the  sands 

The  gembok  nations,  snuffing  up  the  wind, 

Drawn  by  the  swnt  of  water  — and  tlic  banda 
Of  tawnj'-bearded  lions  padng,  blind 

With  the  aun-dazile  in  tlieir  midst,  opprest 

With  prey,  and  spiritless  for  lack  of  rest! 

What  more  ?     Old  Lebanon,  the  frosty-browed. 
Setting  hia  feet  among  oil-olive  trees, 

Heaving  his  bare  brown  shoulder  through  a  cloud ; 
And  after,  grassy  Carmel,  purple  seas, 

Flattering  his  dreams  and  echoing  in  his  rocks. 

Soft  as  the  bleating  of  his  thousand  Hooks, 

Enough :  how  vain  this  thiaking  to  beguile. 
With  recollected  scenes,  an  aching  breast! 

Did  not  I,  journeying,  muse  on  her  the  while  ? 
Ah,  yes !  for  every  landscape  comes  impressed  — 

Ay,  written  on,  as  by  an  iron  pen  — 

With  the  same  thought  I  nursed  about  her  tlitn. 

Therefore  let  memory  turn  again  to  home ; 

Feel,  as  of  old,  the  Joy  of  drawing  near; 
Watch  tJie  green  breakers  and  the  wind-tossed  foam. 
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And  sen  tlio  land-fog  break,  dlssnlve,  and  clear; 
'rlien  tliink  a,  akylark's  voice  far  swueter  sound 
Tlian  ever  thrilltd  but  over  Englisli  ground ; 

And  walk,  glad,  even  to  tears,  among  tlic  wheat. 
Not  doubting  this  to  be  thu  first  of  lands ; 

And,  while  in  foreign  words  this  munnuriog,  meet 
Some  little  village  achoolgirls  (with  thuir  hands 

Full  of  forget-me-nots),  who  greeting  me, 

I  count  their  English  talk  delightsome  melody; 

And  seat  me  on  a  liank,  and  draw  them  near. 
That  I  may  feast  myself  with  hearing  it. 

Till  shortly  they  forget  their  bashful  fear. 

Push  haek  theii-  flaxen  curls,  and  round  rae  sit  -^ 

Tell  me  their  names,  theu-  daily  taaks,  and  show 

Where  wild  wood  strawberries  in  the  copses  grow. 

So  passed  the  day  in  this  delightsome  land : 

My  heart  was  thankful  for  the  Englisli  tongue  — 

For  English  sky  with  feathery  cloudlets  spanned  — 
For  Englbh  hedge  with  glistering  dewdrops  hung. 

I  journeyed,  and  at  glowing  eventide 

Stopped  at  a  rustic  inn  by  the  wayside. 
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That  night  I  slumbered  sweetlj-,  being  right  glad 
To  HUBS  the  flapping  of  the  shrouds ;  but  lo ! 

A  (juict  (li'cam  of  beings  twain  I  had, 
Behind  the  eurtain  talking  soft  and  low : 

Me  thought  I  did  not  liee  J  their  utterance  fine, 

Till  one  of  them  said  softly,  "Eglantine." 

I  started  up  awake,  'twas  silence  all : 

My  own  fond  heart  had  shaped  that  utterance  clear ; 
And  "  Ah ! "  methouglit,  "  how  sweetly  did  it  fall, 

Though  but  in  dream,  upon  the  listening  car ! 
How  sweet  from  other  hps  the  name  well  known  — 
That  name,  so  many  a  year  heard  only  from  mine  own ' 

I  thought  awhile,  then  slumber  canie  to  me, 

And  tangled  all  my  fancy  in  her  maze. 
And  I  was  drifting  on  a  raft  at  sea. 

The  near  all  ocean,  and  the  far  all  haze ; 
Through  the  white  polished  water  sharks  did  glide. 
And  up  in  heaven  I  saw  no  stars  to  guide. 

"  Have  mercy,  God ! "  but  lo !  my  raft  uprose ; 
Drip,  drip,  I  heard  the  water  splash  from  it ; 
My  raft  had  wings,  and  as  the  petrel  goes. 
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It  skimmiid  the  sea,  then  bTOodin^'  seemed  to  sit 
Tlie  milk-white  mirror,  till,  with  suddun  eprlng. 
It  flew  straight  upward  like  a  living  thing. 

But  strange !  —  I  went  not  also  in  that  flight. 
For  I  was  entering  at  a  cavern's  mouth ; 

Ti'ccs  grew  within,  and  screaming  birds  of  night 
Sat  on  them,  hiding  from  the  torrid  south. 

On,  on  I  went,  while  gleaming  in  the  dark 

Those  trees  with  blanched  leaves  stood  pale  and  stark. 

The  trees  had  flower-buds,  nourished  in  deep  night, 

And  suddenly,  as  I  went  farther  in. 
They  opened,  and  they  shot  out  lambent  light ; 

Then  all  at  once  arose  a  railing  din 
Tliat  frighted  me :  •'  It  is  the  ghosts."  I  said. 
"  And  tiiey  are  railing  for  their  darkness  fled. 

"  I  hope  they  will  not  look  me  in  the  face ; 

It  frighteth  me  to  hear  their  laughter  loud ; " 
I  saw  them  troop  before  with  jaunty  pace, 

And  one  would  shake  off  dust  that  soiled  her  shroud : 
But  now,  0  joy  unhoped  !  to  talm  my  dread. 
Some  moonlight  Altered  through  a  cleft  o'crhead. 
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I  climbed  the  lofty  trees  —  the  blanched  trees  — 
The  tleft  was  widu  enouj;h  to  let  me  through ; 

I  clambered  out  and  fdt  tbn  balmy  breeze. 

And  stepped  on  churchyard  grasses  wet  witli  dew. 

0  liappy  chance !  O  fortune  to  admire ! 

1  stood  beside  my  own  loved  village  spire. 

And  aa  I  gazed  upon  the  yew-tree's  trunk, 
Lo,  far  off  music  —  music  in  tlie  night! 

So  sweet  and  tender  as  it  swelled  and  sunk ; 
It  charmed  me  till  I  wept  with  keen  delight. 

And  in  my  dream,  metbought  as  it  drew  near 

The  very  clouds  in  heaven  stooped  low  to  heat. 

Beat  high,  beat  low,  wild  heart  so  deeply  stirred, 
For  higb  as  heaven  runs  up  the  piercing  strain ; 

The  restless  music  iluttering  like  a  bird 

Bemoaned  herself,  and  dropped  to  earth  again, 

neaping  up  sweetness  till  I  was  afraid 

That  I  should  die  of  grief  when  it  did  fade. 

And  it  DID  fade;  but  while  with  eager  ear 

I  drank  its  last  long  echo  dying  away, 
I  was  aware  of  footsteps  that  drew  near. 
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And  round  the  iyied  chancel  seeraed  to  stray : 

0  soil  above  the  hallowed  place  they  trod  — 
Soft  as  the  fall  of  foot  that  js  not  shod ! 

1  turned  — 'twas  even  so  —  yes.  Eglantine! 
For  at  the  first  1  liad  divined  the  same ; 

I  saw- the  moon  on  her  shut  eyelids  shine, 

And  said  "  She  is  asleep;  "  still  on  she  came; 
Then,  on  her  dimpled  feet,  I  saw  it  gleam. 
And  thougiit  —  "  I  know  that  this  is  hut  a  dream." 

My  darling !  O  my  darling !  not  the  less 
My  dream  went  on  beeause  I  knew  it  such ; 

She  eamc  towards  me  in  her  loveliness  — 

A  thing  too  pure,  methought,  for  mortal  touch ; 

The  rippling  gold  did  on  her  bosom  meet, 

The  long  white  robe  descended  to  her  feet. 

The  fringed  lids  dropped  low,  as  sleep-oppressed ; 

Her  dreamy  smile  was  very  fair  to  see. 
And  her  two  hands  were  folded  to  her  breast, 

With  somewhat  held  between  them  heedfully. 
O  fast  asleep !  and  yet  methought  she  knew 
And  felt  my  nearness  those  shut  eyelids  through. 
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She  sigliecl :  my  tears  ran  down  for  tenderness  — 
"  And  liave  I  drawn  tliee  to  me  in  mj-  sleep  ? 

Is  it  for  me  thou  wanderest  shelterless. 
Wetting  thy  steps  in  dewy  grasses  deep? 

0  if  this  be ! "  I  said  —  "yet  speak  to  me; 

1  blame  my  very  dream  for  cruelty." 

Then  from  her  stainless  bosom  she  did  take 
Two  beauteous  lily  flowers  that  lay  Iberetn, 

And  with  slow-moving  lips  a  gesture  make. 
As  one  that  some  forgotten  words  doth  win ; 

"  They  floated  on  the  pool,"  methought  she  said. 

And  water  trickled  from  each  lily's  head. 

It  dropped  upon  her  feet  —  I  saw  it  gleam 

Along  the  ripples  of  her  yellow  hair, 
And  stood  apart,  for  only  in  a  dream 

She  would  have  come,  methought,  to  meet  me  there. 
She  spoke  again  —  "  Ah  fair !  ah  fresh  they  shine ! 
And  there  are  many  left,  and  these  are  mine." 


I  answered  her  witli  flattering  accents  meet  — 

"  Love,  tbej  are  whitest  lilies  e'er  were  blown." 
*And  sayest  thou  so?"  she  sighed  in  murmurs  sweet; 
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"  I  Lave  nought  else  to  give  thee  now,  mine  own ! 
For  it  is  night.  Then  take  them,  lore ! "  said  she : 
"  Thej-  have  been  costly  flowers  to  tbce  —  and  mi:." 

While  thus  she  said  I  took  them  from  her  hand. 
And,  overcome  with  love  and  nearness,  woke; 

And  overcome  with  ruth  that  she  should  stand 
Barefooted  on  the  grass ;  that,  when  she  spoke, 

Her  mystic  words  should  take  so  sweet  a  tone. 

And  of  all  names  her  lips  should  choose  "  My  own." 

I  rose,  I  journeyed,  nearcd  my  home,  and  soon 
Beheld  the  spire  peer  out  above  the  hill : 

It  was  ft  sunny  harvest  afternoon, 

When  by  the  churchyard  wicket,  standing  still, 

I  cast  my  eager  eyes  abroad  to  know 

If  change  had  touched  the  scenes  of  long  ago. 

I  looked  across  the  hollow ;  sunbeams  shone 
Upon  the  old  house  with  the  gable  ends : 

"  Save  that  the  laurel-trees  are  taller  grown, 
No  change,"  methought,  "  to  its  grey  wall  extends. 

What  clear  bright  beams  on  jonder  lattice  shine ! 

There  did  I  sometime  talk  with  Eglantine." 
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SOO  THE   F( 

There  standing  with  my  very  goal  in  sight. 

Over  lay  haste  did  sudden  quiet  steal ; 
I  thought  to  dally  with  my  own  delight, 

Nor  rush  on  headlong  to  my  garnered  weal. 
But  taste  the  sweetness  of  a,  short  delay. 
And  for  a  little  moment  hold  the  bliss  at  bay. 

The  church  was  open ;  it  perchance  might  be 
That  there  to  offer  thanks  I  might  essay, 

Or  rather,  as  I  think,  that  I  might  see 

The  place  where  Eglantine  was  wont  to  praj-. 

But  so  it  was ;  I  crossed  that  portal  wide. 

And  felt  my  riot  joy  to  calm  subside. 

The  low  depending  curtains,  gently  swayed. 
Cast  over  awh  and  roof  a  crimson  glow ; 

But,  nevertheless,  all  silence  and  all  shade 
It  seemed,  save  only  for  the  rippling  flow 

Of  their  long  foldings,  when  the  sunset  air 

Sighed  Ihrough  the  casements  of  the  house  of  prayer. 

I  found  her  place,  the  ancient  oaien  stall. 

Where  in  her  childhood  I  had  seen  her  sit. 
Most  saint-like  and  most  tranquil  there  of  all, 
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Folding  lier  liniiils,  as  if  a  dreaming  fit  — 
A  heavenly  vision  had  before  her  strayed 
Of  the  Eternal  Child  in  lowly  manger  laid. 

I  saw  her  prayer-book  laid  upon  the  scat, 
And  took  it  ip  my  hand,  and  felt  more  near 

In  fanoy  to  her,  finding  it  most  sweet 

To  think  how  very  oft,  low  kneeling  there. 

In  her  devout  thoughts  she  had  let  me  share. 

And  set  my  graceless  name  in  her  pure  prayer. 

My  eyes  were  dazzled  with  delightful  tears  — 
In  sooth  they  were  the  last  I  ever  shed ; 

For  with  them  fell  the  cherished  dreams  of  years. 
I  looked,  and  on  the  wall  above  my  head. 

Over  her  seat,  tliero  was  a  tablet  placed. 

With  one  word  only  on  the  marble  traced.  — 


Ah,  well !  I  would  n 

For  I  have  had  some  blessings,  little  care; 
But  sinec  the  fiilling  of  that  heavy  blow, 

God's  earth  has  never  seemed  to  me  so  fair ; 
Nor  any  of  His  creatures  so  divine, 
Nor  sleep  so  sweet ;  —  the  word  was  —  E«l.intisk. 
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A  MOTHER  SHOWING   THE    PORTRAIT  OF 
llER  CHILD. 

(F.  M.  L.) 


[IVING  CHILD  or  pictured  cherub 

Ne'ei-  oVniiatehed  its  baby  grace ; 

And  t)ie  mother,  moving  nearer. 

Looked  it  calmly  in  the  facf^; 

Then  with  slight  and  quiet  gesture. 

And    with    lips     that     scarcely 


mien  she 


smiled, 
it  of  my  daughter 
ifls  a  child." 


Easy  thought  was  hers  to  fathom, 
Nothing  hard  her  glance  to  read. 

For  it  seemed  to  say,  "  No  praises 
For  this  little  child  I  need : 
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If  you  see,  I  see  far  better, 
And  I  will  not  feign  to  us 
For  a  stranger's  prompt 

That  the  face  is  fair. 


SofUf  clasped  and  half  extended. 
She  her  dimpled  hands  doth  lay: 

So  they  doubtless  placed  them,  saying  — 
"  Little  one,  you  must  not  play." 

And  while  yet  his  work  was  growing, 
This  the  painter's  hand  hath  showu. 

That  the  little  heart  was  making 
Pictures  of  its  own. 


Is  it  warm  in  that  green  valley. 

Vale  of  childhood,  where  you  dwell? 

Is  it  eabn.  in  that  gteen  valley. 

Round  whose  bournes  such  griiat  hills  s' 

Are  there  giants  In  the  valley  — 
Giants  leaving  footprints  yet? 

Are  there  angela  in  the  valley? 
Tell  me  — I  forget. 
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R  C1III-1>'S  PORTRAIT. 


Answer,  answer,  for  the  lilies. 
Little  one,  o'ertop  you  much. 

And  tlie  mealj  gold  witliin  Uiem 
You  can  scarcely  reach  to  touch ; 

O  liow  far  their  aspect  differs, 
Looking  up  and  looking  down  ! 

Yoii  look  up  in  that  green  vailey  — 
Valley  of  renown. 


Are  there  voices  in  the  valley, 
Lying  near  the  heavenly  gate  ? 

When  it  opens,  do  the  harp-stringa, 
Touched  witliin,  reverberate? 

When,  like  shooting-stars,  the  angels 
To  your  couch  at  nightfall  go, 

Are  their  swift  wings  heard  to  rustle  P 
Tell  me  [  for  you  know. 


Yes,  you  know ;  and  you  arc  silent. 

Not  a  word  shall  asking  win ; 
Little  mouth  more  sweet  than  rosebu"] 

Fast  it  locks  the  secret  in. 
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A  MOTHER  SHOWING  HER  CHILD'S  1" 

Not  a  glimpse  upon  your  present 

You  unfold  to  glad  my  view; 

Ah,  what  secrets  of  your  future 

I  irould  ttll  to  you  ! 


Sunny  present !  thus  I  read  it, 
By  remembrance  of  my  past: — 

Its  to-day  and  its  to-morrow 

Are  as  lifetimes  vague  and  vast ; 

And  each  face  in  that  green  valley 
Takes  for  yon  an  aapeet  mild. 

And  eat'h  voice  grows  soft  in  saying  — 
■■Kiss  me,  litUe  child!" 


As  a  boon  the  kiss  is  granted : 
Baby  mouth,  your  touch  is  sweet, 

Takes  the  love  without  the  trouble 
From  those  lips  that  with  it  meet; 

Gives  the  love,  0  pure  !  O  tender! 
Of  the  valltiy  where  it  gi-ows, 

But  (he  baby  heart  receive'h 
More  thai 
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Comes  the  future  to  the  present  — 

"  Ah ! "  she  saith,  "  too  blitho  of  mood ; 

Why  that  smile  which  seema  to  whisper — 
'I  am  happy,  God  is  good'? 

God  IS  good ;  that  truth  eternal 
Sown  for  you  In  happier  years, 

I  must  tend  It  in  my  shadow. 
Water  it  with  tears. 


"  Ah,  sweet  present !  I  must  lead  thee 
By  a  daylight  more  subdued; 

There  must  teaeh  thee  low  to  whisper — 
'  I  am  mournful,  God  is  good !'  " 

Peace,  thou  future !  clouds  are  coming, 
Stooping  from  the  mountain  crest. 

But  thai  sunshine  floods  the  valley 
Let  her  —  let  her  rest. 


Comes  the  future  to  tlie  present  — 

"Child,"  she  saith,  "and  wilt  thou  rest? 

How  long,  child,  hefore  thy  footsteps 
Fret  to  reach  yon  cloudy  crest? 
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All,  the  vallfj  !  — arigds  guard  it, 

But  the  heights  are  brave  to  see ; 
Looking  down  were  long  a 
Come  up,  chihi,  t 


So  she  speaks,  but  do  not  heed  her. 
Little  maid  with  wondrous  eyes, 

Not  afraid,  but  clear  and  tender. 
Blue,  and  Jilled  witli  prophecies ; 

Thou  for  whom  life's  veil  unJiiled 
Hangs,  whom  warmest  valleys  fold, 

Lift  the  veil,  the  charm  dissolveth  — 
Clim-b,  but  heights  are  cold. 


There  arc  buds  that  fold  withm  them. 
Closed  and  covered  from  our  sight. 

Many  a  richly-tinted  petal. 
Never  looked  on  hy  the  light  r 

Fain  to  see  their  shrouded  faces. 
Sun  and  dew  are  long  at  strife, 

Till  at  length  the  sweet  buds  open  — 
Such  a  bud  is  life. 
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Wlnin  the  rose  of  tlune  own  being 
Shall  reveal  its  central  fold. 

Thou  slialt  look  within  and  marvel. 
Fearing  what  thine  eyes  behold ; 

What  it  shows  and  what  it  teaches 
Are  not  things  wherewith  to  part; 

Thorny  rose !  that  alwajs  coateth 
Beatings  at  the  heart. 


Look  in  fear,  ibr  there  is  dimness ; 

Ills  uQshapcn  float  anigh. 
Look  in  awe ;  for  this  same  nature 

Once  the  Godhead  deigned  to  die. 
Look  in  love,  for  He  doth  love  it. 

And  its  talo  is  beet  of  lore : 
Still  humanity  grows  dearer. 

Being  learned  the  more. 


Learn,  but  not  the  less  bethink  thee 
How  that  al!  can  mingle  tears; 

But  his  joy  can  none  discover, 
Save  to  them  that  are  his  peers ; 
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And  that  they  whose  lips  do  utt«r 
Language  such  aa  bards  have  sung  — 


Lo !  their  si 


As  an  unknown  tougue 

Learn,  tliat  if  to  tliee  the  meaning 
Of  all  other  eyes  be  shown. 

Fewer  eyes  can  ever  front  thee, 
Tliat  are  skilled  to  read  thine  own 

And  that  if  thy  love's  deep  current 
Many  another's  far  outflows. 

Then  thy  heart  must  take  for  ever 
Less  thak  it  bestows. 
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STRIFE  AND  PEACE. 


Written  for  TiiK  roKii.-OLio  Society,  Octobfr,  ISel. 


|HE  yellow  poplar  leaves  came  down 

And  like  a  earpet  lay, 
No  waftings  were  in  the  aunnj-  air 

To  flutter  them  away ; 
And  lie  Btt'pped  on  blithe  and  deb- 


Tliat  warm  October  day. 

"The  boy,"  saith  bo,  "  hath  got  his  own. 

But  sore  has  been  the  light, 
For  ere  his  life  began  the  strife 

That  eeased  but  yesternight  ; 
For  the  will,"  he  said,  ■'  the  kinsfolk  read. 

And  read  it  not  aright. 
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"  His  cause  was  argued  in  the  court 

Before  hia  christening  day, 
And  Cflunsel  was  heard,  and  judge  demurred. 

And  bitter  waxed  tlie  fray; 
Brother  with  brother  spake  no  word 

When  tliej  met  in  the  way. 

"  Against  each  one  did  each  contend, 

And  all  against  the  heir. 
I  would  not  bend,  for  I  knew  the  end  — 

I  have  it  for  my  share. 
And  nought  repent,  though  my  first  friend 

From  henceforth  I  must  spare, 

"  Manor  and  moor  and  farm  and  wold 
Tlieir  greed  begrudged  bim  sore. 

And  parchments  old  with  passionate  hold 
They  guarded  heretofore ; 

And  they  carped  at  signature  and  seal, 
But  they  may  carp  no  more. 

•'  An  old  aiFront  will  stir  the  heart 

Through  years  of  rankling  pain. 

And  I  feel  the  fret  that  urged  me  yet 
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That  warfare  U 
For  an  enemy's  loss  may  moll  be  set 
Above  an  infant's  gain, 

"  An  enemy's  loss  I  go  to  prove ; 

Laugh  out,  thou  little  heir ! 
Laugh  in  bis  face  who  vowed  to  chase 

Thee  from  thy  birthright  fair; 
For  I  come  to  set  thee  in  thy  place : 

Laugh  out,  and  do  not  spare." 

A  man  of  strife,  in  wratliful  mood 
He  neared  the  nurse's  door; 

With  poplar  leaves  the  roof  and  eaves 
Were  thickly  scattered  o'er. 

And  yellow  as  they  a  sunbeam  lay 
Along  the  cottage  floor. 

"  Sleep  on,  thou  pretty,  pretty  lamb," 
Ho  hoars  the  fond  nurse  say; 

"  And  if  angels  stand  at  thy  right  hand. 
As  now  belike  they  may, 

And  if  angels  meet  at  thy  bed's  feet, 
I  fear  them  not  this  day. 
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"  Coiiie  wealth,  come  want  to  thee,  dear  heart. 

It  was  all  one  to  me, 
lor  thy  pretty  tongue  far  sweeter  rung 

Than  coined  gold  and  fee  ; 
And  ever  the  while  thy  waking  smile 

It  was  right  fair  to  see. 

''  Sleep,  pretty  hairn,  and  never  know 
Who  grudged  and  who  tiansgreesed ; 

Thee  to  retain  I  was  full  lain. 
But  God,  He  knowetli  best! 

And  Hb  peace  upon  thy  brow  lies  plain 
As  the  sunshine  on  thy  breast ! " 

The  man  of  strife,  he  entora  in. 
Looks,  and  his  piide  doth  cease ; 

Anger  and  sorrow  shall  be  to-morrow 
Trouble,  and  no  release ; 

But  the"t>abe  whose  life  awoke  the  strife 
Halh  entered  into  peace. 
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STORY  OF  DOOM 


AND    OTHER   POEMS. 
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POEMS. 


THE  DEEAMS  THAT  CAME  TRUE. 

I    SAW  in  a  vision  once,  our  mother-sphere 
The  worlii,  her  fixed  foredoomed  oval  tracing, 
Rolling  and  rolling  on  and  resting  never, 

While  lilie  a,  phantom  fi:ll,  behind  her  pacing 
Tlie  unfurled  (lag  of  night,  her  shadow  drear 
Fled  as  she  fled  and  hung  to  her  forever. 

Great  Hi^aven !  methought,  how  strange  a  doom  to 

Would  I  may  never  bear 

Inevitable  dartnesa  after  me 
(Darkness  endowed  with  drawings  strong. 

And  shadowy  hands  that  tling  unendingly), 

Nor  feel  that  phantom-wings  behind  me  sweep, 
As  she  feels  night  pursuing  through  the  long 

Illimitable  reaches  of  "the  vasty  deep." 


iiMP^h,  Google 


2  THE    DREAMS   THAT   CAMK    TRUE. 

God  save  you,  gentlefolks.     There  was  a  man 
Who  lay  awake  at  midnight  on  his  bed, 

Watching  the  spiral  flame  that  feeding  ran 
Among  the  logs  upon  his  hea,rtli,  and  shed 

A  eomtbrtable  glow,  both  warm  and  dim. 

On  crimson  curtains  that  encompassed  him. 

Ittght  stately  waa  his  chamber,  soft  and  white 
The  pillow,  and  his  quilt  was  eiiier-down. 

What  mattered  it  to  him  through  all  that  night 
The  desolate  driving  cloud  might  lower  and  frown, 

And  winds  were  up  the  eddying  sleet  to  cliase, 

That  drave  and  drave  and  found  no  settling-place? 

What  mattered  it  that  leafless  (reeg  might  rock, 
Or  snow  might  drift  athwart  his  window-pane  7 

He  bare  a  charmi5d  life  against  their  shock. 
Secure  from  cold,  hunger,  and  weather  stain ; 

Fixed  in  his  right,  and  born  to  good  estate, 

From  common  ills  set  by  and  separate. 

From  work  and  want  and  fear  of  want  apart. 

This  man  (men  called  him  Justice  Wilvermore)  — 
This  man  had  comforted  his  cheerful  heart 


iiMP^h,  Google 


With  a!!  that  it  desired  from  every  shore, 
He  had  a  right,  —  the  right  of  gold  is  strong,  — 
He  stood  upon  his  right  his  whole  life  long. 

Custom  makes  all  things  easy,  and  eontent 
la  careless,  therefore  on  the  storm  and  cold. 

As  he  lay  waking,  never  a  thought  he  spent. 
Albeit  across  tlie  vale  beneath  the  wold. 

Along  a  reedy  mere  that  frozen  lay, 

A  range  of  sordid  hovels  stretehed  away. 

What  cause  had  he  to  think  on  them,  forsooth  7 
What  cause  that  night  beyond  another  night? 

He  was  familiar  even  from  hJs  youth 

With  their  long  ruin  and  their  evil  plight. 

The  wintry  wind  would  search  them  like  a  scout, 

The  water  froze  within  aa  freely  as  without. 

He  think  upon  them  ?     No !     They  were  forlorn, 
So  were  the  cowering  inmates  whom  they  held; 

A  thriftless  tribe,  to  sliifts  and  leanness  horn. 
Ever  complaining:  infancy  or  eld 

Alike.     But  there  was  rent,  or  long  ago 

Those  cottage  roofs  had  met  with  overthrow. 
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For  t!iis  tlifiy  stood ;  and  what  his  thouglita  might  ba 
Tliia  winter  night,  I  know  not ;  but  I  know 

That,  while  the  creeping  flame  fed  silently 
And  cast  upon  his  lied  a  crimson  glow. 

The  Ju?tice  slept,  and  Bhortly  in  his  sleep 

He  fell  to  dreaming,  and  his  dream  was  de«p. 

lie  dreamed  that  over  him  a  shadow  came ; 

And  when  he  looked  to  find  the  fiause,  behold 
Some  person  knelt  between  him  and  the  flame :  — 

A  cowering  figure  of  one  friul  and  old, — 
A  woman ;  and  she  prayed  as  he  descried. 
And  spread  her  feeble  hands,  and  shook  and  sigheil. 

"Good  Heaven!"  theJustice  cried,  and  being  distraught 
He  called  not  to  her,  but  he  looked  again : 

She  wore  a  tattered  eloak,  but  she  had  naught 
Upon  her  head;  and  she  did  quake  amain, 

And  ppread  her  wasted  hands  and  poor  attire 

To  gather  in  the  brightness  of  his  fire. 

"  I  know  you,  woman  !  "  then  the  Justice  cried  ,■ 

"  T  know  that  woman  well,"  he  cried  alond ; 
"  Tlie  shepherd  Ayeland's  widow ;  Goil  me  guide  I 
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A  pauper  kneeling  on  my  hearth  "  :  and  bowed, 
The  hag,  like  one  at  home,  its  warmth  to  share ! 
"  How  dares  she  to  intrude  ?     What  does  she  here  ? 

"  Ho,  woman,  ho  ! "  —  but  yet  she  did  not  stir, 
Though  frotii  her  lips  a  fitful  plaining  broke ; 

"I  11  ring  my  people  up  to  deal  with  her; 

I  '11  rouse  the  house,"  he  cried  ;  but  while  he  spofce 

He  turned,  and  saw,  but  distant  from  his  bed, 

Another  form,  —  a  Darkness  with  ahead. 

Tlien,  in  a  r^e,  he  shoute<I  "  Who  arc  jou  ?  " 
For  little  in  the  gloom  he  might  (iiscem. 

"  Speak  out ;  speak  now ;  or  T  will  make  you  rue 
Tlie  hour ! "  but  there  was  pjlenee,  and  a  stem, 

Dark  faee  from  out  the  dusk  appoareil  to  lean. 

And  then  again  drew  back,  and  was  not  seen. 

"  Gai\ !  "  cried  the  dreaming  man,  right  impiously, 

"  What  have  I  done,  that  the?e  my  sleep  affray  ?  " 
"  God !"  said  the  Phantom,  ''  T  appeal  to  Thee, 
Appoint  Thou  me  this  man  to  be  my  prey." 
"  God  1 "  sighed  the  kneeling  woman,  frail  and  old, 
"  I  pray  Thee  take  me,  for  tie  world  is  cold." 
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fi  TOE    DREAMS    THAT    CAME    TltUE. 

Tlion  said  the  trembling  Justice,  in  affright, 

"Fiend,.!  adjure  thee,  speak  thine  errand  here!" 

And  lo  I  it  poinfad  in  the  falling  light 

Toward  the  woman,  answering,  eold  and  clear, 

"  Thou  art  ordwncd  an  answer  to  thy  prayer ; 

But  first  to  tell  lier  tale  that  kneeleth  there." 

"  Her  tale  !  "  the  Justice  cried.     "  A  pauper's  tale ! ' 
And  he  took  heart  at  tliis  so  low  behest, 

And  let  the  stoutness  of  his  will  prevail, 

Demanding,  "  Is  t  for  her  you  break  my  rest  ? 

She  wenlrto  jail  of  late  for  stealing  woo<!, 

She  will  again  for  this  night's  hardihood. 

"I  wnt  her;  and  to-morrow,  as  T  live, 
I  will  commit  her  for  (his  trespass  here." 

"  Thou  wilt  not ! "  quoth  the  Shadow,  "  thou  wilt  gii 
Her  story  words" ;  and  then  it  stalked  ane:ir 

And  showed  a  lowering  face,  and,  dread  to  see, 
)f  angered  majesty. 


Then  said  the  Justice,  all  his  thoughts  astray, 
With  that  materbl  Darkness  chiding  him, 
"  If  this  must  be,  then  speak  to  her,  I  pray. 
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A:ni  bid  lier  move,  for  all  the  i-oom  is  diin 
liv  reason  of  the  plate  she  holds  to-night ; 
Slie  kiieula  between  me  and  tbe  winntli  and  light" 

"  With  adjurations  deep  and  drawings  strong, 
And  with  the  power,"  it  said,  "  unto  me  given, 

I  call  upon  thee,  man,  to  tell  thy  wrong. 
Or  look  no  more  n\>oa  the  face  of  HsaTen. 

Speak !  though  she  kneel  throughout  the  livelong  nigh 

And  yet  shall  kneel  between  thee  and  the  light" 

This  when  tlie  Justice  heard,  he  raised  his  hands, 

And  held  them  as  the  dead  in  effigy 
Hold  theirs,  when  carved  upon  a  tomb.     The  b<ind9 

Of  fate  bad  bound  him  fast:  no  remedy 
Was  left  :  bis  voice  unfo  himself  was  strange. 
And  that  unearthly  vision  did  not  change. 

He  s lid,  " That  woman  dwills  anear  my  door, 
Hi!r  life  and  mine  b^an  the  selfsame  day, 

And  I  am  hale  and  hearty :  from  my  store 
I  never  spared  her  aught :  sbe  takes  her  way 

Of  me  unheeded;  pining,  pinching  eare 

Is  alt  the  portion  that  she  has  to  share. 
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"  She  is  a  bTOken-down,  poor,  friendlcsa  wight. 
Through  labor  and  through  sorrow  earij-  old ; 

And  I  hare  known  of  this  her  evil  plight. 
Her  scanty  earnings,  and  her  lodgment  cold ; 

A  patienter  poor  soul  shall  ne'er  be  found  : 

She  labored  on  my  land  the  long  year  round. 

"  What  wouliJst  tliou  haye  me  say,  thou  fiend  abhorred  1 
Show  me  no  more  thine  awl'iil  visage  grim. 

Jf  thou  obey'st  a  greater,  tell  thy  lord 
That  I  have  paid  her  wages.    Cry  to  him ! 

He  has  not  mvch  against  me.     None  can  say 

1  have  not  paid  her  wages  day  by  day. 

"  The  spell !     It  draws  me.     I  must  speak  again ; 

And  speak  agEiinst  myseir;  and  speak  aloud. 
The  woman  once  approached  me  to  complain,  — 

'  My  wages  are  so  low.'  I  may  be  prouci ; 
It  is  a  fjralt."  "  Ay,"  quoth  the  Pii-antom  fell, 
"  Sinner  I  it  is  a  fault :  thou  aayest  well." 

"  She  made  lier  moan,  '  My  wages  are  so  low."' 

"Tell  on  I"    "  She  said,"  he  Jinswered,  "' My  best  days 
Are  ended,  and  the  suunner  is  but  slow 
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To  come ;  and  my  good  strength  for  work  decays 
By  reason  that  I  live  BO  hard,  and  lie 
On  winter  nights  so  bare  for  poverty.' " 

"And  you  replied,"^  began  the  lowering  shade, 
"  And  I  replied,"  the  Justice  followed  on, 

"  That  wa;;es  Ike  to  mine  my  neighbor  paid  ; 
And  if  I  raisi'd  the  wages  of  the  one 

Sti'aight  slioohi  tlie  others  murmur ;  furthermore, 

TLe  winter  was  as  winters  gone  before, 

"  No  colder  and  not  longer."     "  Afterward  ?  "  — 

The  Phantom  questioned.     "  Afterward,"  he  groaned, 

"  She  said  my  neighbor  was  a  right  good  lord, 
Never  a  roof  was  broken  that  he  owned; 

He  gave  much  coal  and  clothing.     '  Doth  he  so? 

Work  for  my  neighbor,  tlien,'  I  answered:     '  Go  I 

'■ '  You  are  full  welcome.'     Then  she  mumbled  out 
She  hoped  I  was  not  anjry :  hoped,  forsooth, 

I  would  forgive  her:  and  I  turned  about. 
And  said  I  should  be  angry  in  good  truth 

If  this  should  be  again,  or  ever  mora 

She  dared  to  stop  me  thus  at  the  church  door." 
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"  Then  ?  "  quoth  the  Shade  ;  and  he,  constrained,  said 

"Then  she,  reproved,  curtseyed  harself  away." 
"  Ilast  met  lier  since  ?  "  it  made  demand  anon ; 

And  after  pause  the  Justice  answered,  "  Ay  ; 
Some  wood  waa  stolen  ;  my  people  made  astir: 
She  was  accused,  and  I  did  st 


But  yet,  and  yet,  the  dreaded  questions  came : 

"  And     didst     thou    weigh     the     matter,  —  taking 
thouglit 

Upon  her  sober  life  ami  honest  fame  ?  " 

"  I  gave  it,"  he  replied,  with  gaze  distraught ; 

»  I  gave  it.  Fiend,  the  usual  care  ;  I  took 

The  usual  piins ;  I  could  not  nearer  look, 

"  Because  — bocMse  their  pilfering  had  got  head. 
What  wouldst  thou  more  ?     The  neighbors  pleaded 

'T  b  true,  and  many  tuars  the  creature  shed  ; 

But  I  had  vowed  their  prayers  to  disregard, 
Heavily  strike  the  first  that  robbed  ray  land, 
And  put  down  thieving  with  a  steady  hand. 
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"  She  said  she  was  not  guilty.     Ay,  't  is  true 

She  said  so,  but  the  poor  are  liars  all. 
0  thou  fell  Fiend,  what  wilt  thou  ?     Must  I  view 

Thy  darkness  yet,  and  must  thy  shadow  M 
Upon  me  miserable?     I  have  done 
No  worse,  no  more  than  many  a  scathlcBs  one." 

"  Yet,"  quoth  the  Shade,  "  if  ever  to  thine  ears 
The  knowledge  of  her  bkmelessness  was  brought. 

Or  others  have  confessed  with  dyiug  tears 

The  crune  she  suffere.l  for,  and  tbou  hast  wrought 

All  reparation  in  thy  power,  and  told 

Into  her  empty  hand  thy  brigiitest  gold :  — 

"  If  thou  hast  honored  her,  and  hast  proolaimed 
Her  innocence  and  thy  deplored  wrong, 

Still  thou  art  nauglit ;  for  thou  slialt  yet  be  blamed 
In  that  she,  feeble,  came  before  thee,  strong. 

And  thou,  in  cruel  haste  to  deal  a  blow, 

BetauBc  tbou  hadst  been  angored,  worked  her  woe. 

"Butdidstthourightber?   Speak!"  TheJustieesigheci, 

And  beaded  drops  stood  out  upon  his  brow  ; 
"  How  could  I  bumble  me,"  forlorn  he  cried, 
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"  Tu  a  base  beggar  ?     Nay,  I  will  avow 
That  I  aid  ill.     I  will  reveal  the  wliole  ; 
I  kept  that  knowledge  in  my  secret  soul." 

"  Hear  him  !  "  the  Phantom  muttered;  "  hear  this  ma 
O  changelesB  God  upon  the  judgment  throne." 

With  that,  cold  tremors  through  his  pulsea  ran, 
And  laraentahly  he  did  make  his  moan  ; 

While,  with  its  arms  upraised  above  big  head, 

The  dim  dread  visitor  approached  Lis  bed. 

"  Into  these  doors,"  it  said,  "  wlii.h  thou  hast  closed. 
Daily  this  woman  shall  from  henceforth  come  ; 

Her  kneeling  form  shall  yet  be  inturposed. 

Till  all  thy  wretehed  hours  have  told  their  sum, 

Shall  yet  be  interposed  by  day,  by  night, 

Between  thee,  sinner,  and  the  warmth  and  light. 

"  Eemembrance  of  her  want  shall  make  thy  meal 
Like  ashes,  and  thy  wrong  thou  shale  not  right. 

Biit  what !     Nay,  verily,  nor  wealth  nor  weal 
From  henceforth  shall  afford  thy  sou)  delight. 

Till  men  shall  lay  thy  head  beneath  the  sod. 

There  shall  be  no  deliverance,  saith  my  God." 
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"  Tell  me  thy  name,"  the  dreajning  Justice  cried ; 

"  By  "hat  appointiutnt  dost  thou  doom  me  tlius  V  " 
"  'T  is  well  that  thou  shouldst  know  me,"  it  replied, 

"  For  mine  thou  art,  and  naught  shall  sevur  us ; 
Froni  tliine  own  lips  and  life  I  draw  my  force : 
Tlie  name  thy  nation  give  me  is  lltstOKSE," 

This  when  he  heard,  the  dreaming  man  trie  I  out, 
And  woke  atfrighWd  ;  and  a  crimson  glow 

The  dying  ember  shed.     Within,  without. 
In  eddying  rings  the  silence  seemed  to  (low ; 

The  wind  had  luUed,  and  on  his  forehead  shone 

The  last  low  gleam  ;  he  was  indeed  alone. 

'■  O,  I  have  haii  a  fearful  dream,"  said  he; 

"  I  will  take  warning  and  for  mewy  trust ; 
The  fiend  Remorse  shall  never  dwell  with  me: 

I  will  repair  that  wrong,  I  will  be  just, 
I  will  be  kind,  T  will  my  ways  ami'nd  " 
Now  the  first  dream  is  told  \mlo  its  end. 

Anigli  the  frozpn  tnere  a  cottaire  stood, 

A  piercing  wind  swept  rnnnil  and  shook  tlie  door. 
The  shrunken  door,  and  easy  way  made  good, 
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And  dravi'  long  drifts  of  miow  along  the  floor. 
It  sparkled  there  like  diamonds,  ibv  tiie  moon 
Was  shining  in,  and  uiglit  was  at  tim  noon. 

Before  her  dying  embers,  hent  and  tiaie, 
A  woman  sat  because  lier  bed  was  cold ; 

She  heard  the  wind,  the  driving  sleut  and  hajl, 
And  she  was  hunger-bitt«n,  weak,  and  old ; 

Ytit  while  she  cowered,  and  while  the  easement  sLooli, 

Upon  her  trembling  knees  she  held  a  book  — 

A  comfortable  book  for  them  that  mourn. 
And  goml  to  raise  the  courage  of  the  poor ; 

It  lifts  the  veil  and  shows,  bejoiid  the  bourne, 
Tlieii"  Eldei"  Brother,  from  His  home  seuure, 

That  for  thejn  desolate  Ue  died  to  win, 

Ut^peating,  "  Come,  ye  blessed,  enter  in." 

What  thought  she  on,  this  woman  ?  on  her  days 
Of  toil,  or  on  the  supperless  night  forlorn? 

I  think  not.  so;  the  heart  but  seldom  weighs 
With  conscious  care  a  burden  always  borne; 

Anil  she  was  used  to  these  things,  had  grown  old 

lu  fellowship  with  toil,  hunger,  and  cold. 
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Then  did  she  thinlt  how  Bad  it  waa  to  live 
Of  all  the  good  this  world  can  yield  bereft  ? 

No,  her  untutored  tfaou|;bts  she  did  not  give 
To  sut;h  a  theme ;  but  in  their  warp  and  weft 

She  wove  a  prayer:  then  In  the  raidniiilit  deep 

Faintly  an<!  slow  she  fell  away  to  sleep. 

A  strange,  a  marveltoua  sleep,  which  brought  a  dream, 
And  it  was  this:  that  all  at  once  she  heard 

Tlie  pleasant  babbling  of  a  little  stream 
That  ran  beside  her  door,  and  then  a  bird 

Broke  out  in  songs.     She  looked,  and  lo!  the  rime 

And  snow  had  melted  ;  it  was  summer  time  I 

And  all  the  cold  was  over,  and  the  mere 

Full  sweetly  pwayed  the  flags  and  rushes  green ; 

The  mellow  Funlight  poured  right  warm  and  clear 
Into  her  casement,  and  thereby  were  fcen 

Fair  honeysuckle  flowers,  and  wandering  bees 

Were  hovering  round  the  bloasom-laden  trees. 

She  said,  "  I  will  betake  me  to  my  door. 

And  will  look  out  and  see  this  wondrous  sight, 
IIow  summer  is  come  back,  and  frost  is  o'er. 
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Ami  all  the  air  warm  waxen  in  a  night." 
With  that  she  opened,  but  for  fear  she  cried, 
For  lo !  two  Angels,  — one  on  cither  aide. 


An'i  while  she  looked,  with  marvelling  ir 
The  Angels  stood  conversing  face  lo  face, 

But  neither  spoke  to  her.     "  The  wilderness," 
One  Angel  said,  "  the  solitary  place. 

Shall  yet  be  glad  for  Uiin."     And  then  full  fain 

The  other  Angel  answered,  "  lie  shall  reign." 

And  when  the  woman  heard,  in  wondering  wlee, 
She  whispered,  "  They  are  speaking  of  tny  Lord." 

And  straightway  swept  across  the  open  skies 
Multitudes  like  to  these.     They  took  the  word, 

That  flock  of  Angels,  "  He  shall  come  again, 

My  Lord,  my  Lord  1 "  thi'y  sang, "  and  lie  shall  reign  ! ' 

Then  they,  drawn  up  into  the  blue  o'erhead, 
Ilight  happy,  shining  ones,  made  haste  to  flee ; 

And  those  before  her  one  to  other  said. 

"Behold  he  stands  aneath  yon  alraond-Iree." 

This  when  the  woman  heard,  she  fain  had-gazed. 

But  paused  for  reverence,  and  bowed  down  amazed. 
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After  she  looked,  for  this  her  (Jream  ws'  (!eep ; 

She  looked,  and  there  was  naught  beiieiith  tlie  tree; 
Yet  did  her  love  and  longing  oyerleap 

The  fear  of  Angela,  awtiil  ihough  they  be, 
And  she  passed  out  between  the  blessed  things. 
And  brushed  ber  mortal  weeds  against  their  wings. 

O,  all  the  happy  world  was  in  its  best. 

The  trees  were  covered  thick  with  buds  and  flowers, 
And  these  were  dropping  honey  ;  for  tlie  rest, 

Sweedy  the  birds  were  piping  in  their  bowers; 
Across  the  grass  did  groups  of  Angels  go. 
And  Swnts  in  pairs  were  walking  to  and  fro. 

Then  did  Gho  p^ss  t^iward  the  almond-tree. 
And  none  fhe  saw  beneath  it :  yet  eai;h  Saint 

Upon  his  coming  meekly  bent  the  knee, 

And  all  their  glory  as  thoy  gazed  waxed  faint. 

And  then  a  lighting  Angel  neared  the  place. 

And  folded  his  fair  wings  before  liis  face. 

She  also  knelt,  and  spread  her  aged  hands 

As  feeling  for  the  sacred  human  feet ; 
She  sad,  "  Mine  eyes  are  held,  but  if  lie  stands 
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An  oar,  I  will  not  let  Him  hence  retreat 
Except  Ho  biofs  me."     Then,  O  sw.^et !  O  fair ! 
Some  words  were  spoken,  but  she  knew  not  where. 

She  knew  not  if  beneath  the  boughs  they  woke. 
Or  dropt  upon  her  Irom  the  realms  above ; 

"  What  wilt  thou,  woman  ?  "  in  the  dream  He  spoke ; 
"  Thy  sorrow  moveth  Me,  thyself  I  love ; 

Long  have  1  counted  up  thy  mournful  yeara, 

Once  I  did  weep  to  wipe  away  thy  tears." 

She  said :  "  My  one  Bedeemer,  only  blest, 

I  know  Thy  voice,  and  from  my  yearning  heart 

Draw  out  my  deep  desire,  my  great  request, 
My  prayer,  that  I  might  enter  where  Tliou  art. 

Call  me,  0  call  from  this  world  troublesome. 

And  let  me  see  Thy  face."     He  ansivcriid,  "  Come." 

Hete  h  Ike  ending  of  the  second  dream. 

It  is  a  frosty  morning,  keen  and  cold, 
Fast  locked  are  silent  mere  and  frozen  stream, 

And  snow  lies  sparkling  on  the  desert  wold; 
With  savory  morning  meals  they  sprea^l  the  board. 
But  Justice  Wilvermore  will  walk  abroad. 
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"  Bring  me  my  cloak,"  quoth  he,  as  one  in  haste. 

"  Before  jou  breakfast,  sir  ?  "  hia  man  replies. 
"Aj,"  quoth  he,  quickly,  and  he  will  not  taste 

Of  aught  before  him,  but  in  urgent  wise. 
As  he  would  fwn  some  carting  care  allay. 
Across  the  frozen  field  he  takes  his  way. 

"  A  dream !  how  strange  that  it  should  move  me  so, 
'T  was  but  a  dream,"  quoth  Justice  Wilvermore ; 

"  And  yet  I  cannot  peace  nor  pleasure  know, 
For  wrongs  I  have  not  heeded  heretofore ; 

Silver  and  gear  the  crone  shall  have  of  me, 

And  dwell  for  life  in  yonder  cottage  free. 

"  For  visions  of  the  night  are  fearful  things. 
Remorse  is  dread,  though  merely  in  a  dream; 

I  will  not  subject  me  to  viaitings 

Of  such  a  sort  again.     I  will  esteem 

My  peace  above  my  pride.     From  natures  rude 

A  little  gold  will  buy  me  gratitude. 

"The  woman  shall  have  leave  to  gather  wood, 

Aa  much  as  she  may  need,  the  long  year  round ; 
She  shall,  I  say ; 
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YciTi  Other  cottage  rools  to  render  sound. 
Thus  to  my  soul  the  ancient  peace  restore, 
And  sleep  at  ease,"  quoth  Justice  Wilvermore. 

With  that  he  nears  the  door:  a  frosty  rime 
la  branching  over  it,  and  drifts  are  deep 

Against  the  wall.     He  knocks,  and  there  h  time  — 
(For  none  doth  open),  —  time  to  list  the  sweep 

And  whistle  of  the  wind  along  the  mere, 

Throngh  beds  of  stiffened  reeds  and  rushes  sear. 

"  If  she  be  out,  I  have  my  pains  for  naught," 
He  saith,  and  knocks  ^ain,  and  yet  once  more, 

But  to  his  ear  nor  step  nor  stir  is  brought ; 
And,  after  pause,  he  doth  unlat<;h  the  door 

And  enter.     No;  she  is  not  out,  for  see, 

Slie  sils  asleep  'mid  frost-work  winterly. 

Asleep,  asleep  before  her  empty  grate. 

Asleep,  asleep,  albeit  the  landlord  call. 
"  What,  dame,"  he  saith,  and  comes  toward  her  etrai^it. 

"  Asleep  so  early  1 "  But  whate'er  befall. 
She  sleepeth;  then  he  nears  her,  ancl  behold 
He  lays  a  hand  on  hers,  and  it  is  cold. 
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Tlien  dotli  the  Justice  to  his  home  return  ; 

From  tliat  day  forth  he  wears  a  sadder  brow; 
His  hands  are  opened,  and  his  heart  doth  learn 

The  patience  of  the  poor.  He  made  a  vow 
And  keeps  it,  for  the  old  and  Eick  have  shared 
His  gifts,  their  sordid  homes  he  hath  repaired. 

And  some  he  hath  made  happ}',  but  for  him 
Is  happiness  no  more.     He  doth  repent, 

And  now  the  light  of  joy  is  waxen  dim. 
Are  all  bis  hopes  toward  the  Highest  sent; 

He  looks  for  mercy,  and  he  waits  release 

Ahove,  for  this  world  dolh  not  yield  him  peace. 

Night  after  night,  night  after  depolate  night. 
Day  after  day,  day  alter  tedious  day, 

Stands  by  his  fire,  and  dulls  its  gleamy  light, 
Paceth  livhind  or  meets  him  in  the  way  ; 

Or  shnrea  the  path  by  heilge-row,  mere,  or  sti-cam 

The  visitor  that  doomed  him  in  liis  dream. 


Thy  kingdom  oome. 

I  heard  a  Seer  ery  :   "  Tlic  w 

The  solitary  place, 
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Shall  yet  be  glad  for  Him,  and  lie  shall  bless 
(Thy  kingdom  come)  with  Hia  revealed  face 
The  fovesls;  they  shall  drop  their  precious  s^m, 
And  shed  for  Him  their  balm :  and  He  shall  yield 
The  grandeur  of  His  speech  to  charm  the  field. 

"Then  all  the  loothSd  winds  shall  drop  to  listen, 

(Thy  tingdon.  come,) 
Comforted  waters  waxen  calm  shall  glisten 
With  bashful  tremblement  beneath  His  smile: 

And  Echo  ever  the  while 
Shall  take,  and  in  her  awful  joy  repeat, 
The  laughter  of  His  lips  ~(Thy  kingclom  come)  ; 
And  hills  that  sit  apart  shall  be  no  longer  dumb ; 

No,  they  shall  shout  and  shout, 
Eaining  their  lovely  loyalty  along  the  dewy  plain  ; 

And  valleys  round  about, 

"  And  all  the  well-contented  land,  made  sweet 

With  flowers  she  opened  at  His  feet. 
Shall  answer;  shout  and  make  the  welkin  ring. 
And  tell  it  to  the  stars,  shout,  shout,  and  sing ; 
Her  cup  being  full  to  the  brim. 
Her  poverty  made  rich  with  Him, 
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Her  yearning  satisfied  to  its  utmost  sum  — 
Liii  up  tliy  voice,  0  Eartii,  prepare  thy  son; 

It  shall  not  yet  be  long, 
Lift  up,  O  Earth,  for  He  shall  come  again. 
Thy  Lord ;  and  He  shall  reign,  and  He  sua 

Thy  kingdom  come." 
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•M^ 


GUILD  AND   BOATMAN. 

[■  AETIN,  I  wonder  wlio  makes  all  tliu  son^-s.' 

"  Yes,  I  wonder  tow  they  conin 
"  Well,  boy,  1  woniler  what  yoa  '11  wonder  next ! " 
"  But  someboiiy  must  make  thein  ?  " 

"  Does  jour  willi  know  ?  " 

"She  never  sakUhe  did." 
"You  told  me  that  she  knew  so  many  tilings, " 
"  I  said  she  was  a  Ixinilon  woman,  sir, 
And  a  fine  seholar,  but  I  never  s:iid 
She  knew  about  the  songs." 

"Iw;shshcd;<i." 
"  And  I  wish  no  such  thin™ ;  slie  knows  enoiij:h. 
She  knows  too  much  already.     Look  you  now, 
This  vessel's  off  the  stocks,  a  tidy  eratl:." 
"  A  schooner,  Martin  ?  " 
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"  No,  hoy,  no  ;  a  brig, 
Only  she  's  echooner-rigged,  —  a  lovi-ly  craft." 
'■  Is  Bhe  for  me  ?     0,  lliaiik  you,  Martin  dear. 
What  shall  I  call  her?" 

"  Well,  sir,  what  you  please." 
"  Then  write  on  her  •  The  Eagle.'" 

"  Bless  the  cliilil  I 
Eagle  !  why,  you  know  naught  of  eagles,  you. 
When  we  lay  off  the  coa.<t,  up  Canada  way, 
And  chanced  to  be  ashore  when  twilight  fell, 
That  was  the  place  for  eagles ;  bald  they  were, 
With  eyes  as  yellow  as  gold." 

"  O,  JIartin,  dear. 
Tell  nie  about  them." 

"  Tell !  there 's  naught  to  Idl, 
Only  they  snored  o'  nights  and  frighted  us." 
"  Snored  ?  " 

"  Ay,  I  tell  you,  snored ;  they  slept  upright 
In  the  great  oaks  by  scores ;  aa  true  aa  time, 
If  I'd  had  aught  upon  my  mind  just  then, 
I  would  n't  have  walked  that  wood  for  unknown  gold ; 
It  was  most  awful.     When  the  moon  was  full, 
I  "ve  seen  them  tish  at  night,  in  tlie  middle  watth, 
AVhcn  she   got   low.     I  've   seen   them   plunge   like 
BtoncB, 
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Anil  come  up  flghting  with  a  fish  as  long, 
Ay,  longer  than  my  arm  ;  and  they  would  sail  — 
When  they  had  struck  its  life  out  —  they  would  sa 
Over  tho  de<:k,  and  show  their  fell,  fierce  eyes, 
And  croon  for  pleasure,  hug  the  prey,  and  speed 
Grand  as  a  frigate  on  the  wind." 

"  My  slup, 
She  must  be  called  '  The  Eagle '  after  these. 
And,  Martin,  ask  your  wife  about  the  songs 
When  you  go  in  at  dinner-time." 

"  Not  I." 


THE    NIGHTINGALE    HEARD   BY   THE  UKSAT- 
ISFIED   HEART. 


When  in  a  Blay-day  bush 
Cbanteth  the  Missel-thrush, 
The  harp  o'  the  heart  makes  answer 


When  Robin-redbreast  sings. 
We  think  on  budding  springs, 
And  Culvers  when  they  coo  are  bve's  remembrancers. 
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But  thou  in  the  trance  of  light 
Stajest  the  feeding  night, 
And  Echo  makes   sweet  her  lips  with   the 

And  casW  at  our  glad  feet, 
In  a  wisp  of  faoeies  fleet, 
Life's  fair,  life's  unfullllled,  impassioned  propheeie: 


Her  central  thought  full  well 

Thou  hast  the  wit  to  tell, 
To  take  the  sense  o'  the  dark  and  to  yield  it  so : 

The  moral  of  moonlight 

To  set  in  a  cadence  bright, 
And  sing  our  loftiest  dream  that  we  thought  r 


I  have  no  nest  as  thou. 

Bird  on  the  blossoming  bough, 
jr  thy  tongue  outdoweth  the  song  o'  my  soul, 

Clianting,  "  Forego  thy  strife, 

The  spirit  out-acts  the  life, 
UCH   is   seldom   theirs   who   can   perceive   tj 
WHOLE. 
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"  TIlou  drawfist  a  perfect  lot 

All  thine,  buC  holden  not, 
Lie  low,  at  the  feet  of  beauty  that  ever  shall  bide ; 

There  might  be  sorer  smart 

Than  thine,  far-seeing  heart. 
Whose  fate  is  still  to  yearn,  and  not  be  satisfied." 


SAND   MARTINS. 

I  PASSED  an  iiilanJ-clilV  prwipitate ; 

From  tiny  caves  peeped  many  a  scKity  poll; 
In  each  a  mother  martin  sat  elate, 

And  of  the  news  delivered  her  small  soul. 

Fantastic  chatter!  hasty,  glad,  and  gay, 
Whereof  the  meaning  was  not  ill  to  tell : 

"  Gossip,  how  wags  the  world  with  yon  to-day?  " 
"  Gossip,  the  world  wags  well,  the  world  wf^  well." 

And  heark'ning,  I  was  sure  their  little  ones 
Were  in  the  bird-talk,  and  discourse  was  made 

Concerning  hot  sea-bights  and  tropic  suns. 
For  a  clear  sultriness  the  tune  conveyed  ;  — 
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And  visions  of  the  pky  as  of  a  cup 
Hailing  down  liglit  on  pagan  Pharaoh's  sand, 

And  quivering  air-waves  trembling  up  and  i:p, 
And  blank  etone  faces  narvellousiy  bland. 

"When  should  the  young  be  fledged  and  with  them  hie 
Where  costly  d»y  drops  down  in  triinson  light? 

(Fortunate  countries  of  the  firt-fly 

Swarm  with  blue  diamonds  all  the  sultry  night, 

"  And  the  immortal  moon  takes  turn  with  them.) 
When  should  they  pass  again  by  that  red  land. 

Where  lovely  mirage  works  a  broidered  hem 
To  fringe  with  phantom-palms  a  robe  of  sand  7 

"  When  should  they  dip  their  breasts  again  and  play 
In  slumberous  azure  pools,  clear  as  the  air. 

Where  rosy-winged  flamingoes  fish  all  day, 
Stalking  amid  the  lotos-blossom  fair  ? 

"  Then,  over  podded  tamarinds  bear  their  flight, 
While  cassias  blossom  in  the  zone  of  calms. 

And  so  betake  them  to  a  south  sea-bight. 
To  gossip  in  the  erowns  of  cocoa-palms 
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"  Whose  roota  are  in  the  spray.     O,  baplj  there 

Some  dawn,  white-winged  they  might  chanue  to  find 

A  frigate,  standing  in  to  make  more  fair 
The  loneliness  unaltered  of  mankind. 

"  A  frigate  come  to  water  r  nuts  would  fall. 

And  nimble  feet  would  c-limb  the  flower-fliidhtd  strand. 

While  northern  talk  would  ring,  and  therewithal 
The  martins  would  desire  the  cool  north  Und. 

"  And  all  would  bo  as  it  had  been  before ; 

Again,  at  eve,  there  would  be  news  to  tell; 
Who  passed  should  hear  them  ohant  it  o'er  and  o'er, 

■  Gossip,  how  wags  tlie  world  V '   '  Well,  gossip,  well.' ' 


A  POET   IN   !IIS    YOUTH.   AND    THE   CUCKOO- 
BIRD. 
Once  upon  a  time,  I  lay 
Fast  asleep  at  dawn  of  day ; 
Windows  open  to  the  south. 
Fancy  pouting  her  sweet  mouth 
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She  turnml  a  globe 
In  her  slender  hand,  her  robe 
Was  all  spangled;  and  she  said, 
As  she  sat  at  my  bed's  head, 
"  Poet,  poet,  what !  asleep  ? 
Look  !  the  ray  runs  up  the  steep 
To  your  roof."     Then  in  the  golden 
Essence  of  romances  olden, 
Batlied  she  my  entranced  heart. 
And  she  gave  a  hand  to  me, 
Drew  me  onward  ;  •'  Come!"  said  sh 
And  she  moved  with  me  apart, 
Down  the  lovely  vale  of  Leisure. 

Such  its  name  was,  1  heard  say. 
For  some  Fairies  trooped  that  way; 
Common  people  of  the  place, 
Taking  their  accustomed  pleasure, 
(All  the  clocks  being  stopped,)  to  rai 
Down  the  slope  on  palfreys  fleet. 
Bridle  bells  made  tinkling  sweet; 
And  they  said,  "  What  signified 
Faring  home  till  eventide ; 
Tliere  were  pies  on  evKry  shelf. 
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And  the  bread  would  bake  ilself." 
But  for  that  1  cared  not,  fed. 
As  it  were,  with  angels'  bread. 
Sweet  as  honey ;  yet  next  day 
All  forcdopmed  to  melt  away; 
Gone  before  the  sun  waxed  hot, 
Melted  manna  that  fcas  not. 

Rock-doves'  poetry  of  plaint, 
Or  the  starling's  courtship  quaint ; 
Heart  made  much  of,  't  was  a,  boon 
Won  from  silence,  and  too  soon 
Wasted  in  the  ample  air : 
Building  rooks  far  distant  were. 

Scarce  at  all  would  speak  the  rills, 
And  I  saw  the  idle  hills, 
In  their  amber  hazes  deep, 
Fold  themselves  and  ^o  to  sleep, 
Though  it  was  not  yet  liigh  noon. 

Silence  ?     Eather  music  brought 
From  the  spheres  I     As  if  a  thought, 
Having  taken  wings,  did  fly 
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Tlirough  the  readies  of  the  sky. 
Silence  ?  No,  a  sumptuous  sigh 
Tliat  had  found  emhoilimcnt, 
Tliat  had  come  across  the  deep 
After  months  of  wintrj-  sleep, 
And  with  tender  hearings  went 
Floating  up  the  firmament. 

"  0,"  I  mourned,  half  slumbering  jet, 
"  'T  is  the  voice  of  my  regret,  — ■ 
Miae ! "  and  I  awoke.     Full  sweet 
Saffron  sunbeams  did  me  grtet ; 
And  the  voice  it  spake  again, 
Dropped  from  yon  blue  cup  of  light 
Or  some  cloudlet  swan's-down  white 
On  my  soul,  that  drank  full  fain 
The  sharp  joy  —  the  sweet  pain  — 
Of  ita  clear,  right  innocent, 
Un reproved  discontent. 
IIow  It  came  —  where  it  went — ■ 
Who  can  tpll  ?     The  open  blue 
(Jnivered  with  it,  J>nr|  I,  too, 
Trcnihlcd.     I  rpmeinber<'d  me 
Of  the  springs  that  used  to  be, 
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Whiin  a  dimpled  white-haired  thild, 
Slij  and  tender  and  half  wild, 
In  the  meadows  I  had  heard 
Some  way  off  tlie  tiilkiiig  hird, 
And  had  felt  it  marvellous  aweet, 
For  it  laughed:  it  did  me  greet, 
Catling  me:  yet,  hid  away 
Jn  the  woods,  it  would  not  play. 
JVo. 

And  all  the  world  ahout, 
XV\uie  a  man  will  work  or  sing, 
Or  a  child  pluck  flowers  of  spring, 
Thou  wilt  scatter  music  out, 
llousB  him  with  thy  wandering  note, 
Clianjieful  fancies  set  afloat, 
AUuoKt  (eil  with  thy  clear  throat, 
Biit  not  quite,  the  wonder-rife, 
Most  sweet  riddle,  dark  and  dim, 
That  he  seareheth  all  his  life, 
Scarcheth  yet,  and  ne'er  expoundeth  ; 
And  so,  winnowing  of  thy  wings. 
Touch  and  trouble  his  heart's  strings, 
That  a,  certain  music  soundeth 
In  that  wondrous  instrument, 
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With'*  trembling  upward  sent, 
That  is  reckoned  sweet  above 
By  the  Greatness  sumamed  Love. 

"  O,  I  hear  thee  in  the  blue  ; 
Would  that  I  might  wing  it  too  1 
O  to  have  what  hope  hath  seen ! 
O  to  be  what  might  have  been ! 

"  O  to  set  my  life,  sweet  bird. 
To  a  tune  that  oft  I  heard 
When  I  used  to  stand  alone 
Listening  to  the  lovely  moan 
Of  the  swaying  pines  o'erhead, 
While,  a-gathering  of  bee-bread 
For  their  living,  murmured  round, 
As  the  pollen  dropped  to  ground. 
All  the  nations  from  the  hives ; 
And  the  little  brooding  wives 
On  each  nest,  brown  duaky  things, 
Sat  with  gold-dust  on  their  wings. 
Then  beyond  (more  sweet  than  all) 
Talked  the  tumbling  waterfall; 
And  there  were,  and  there  were  not 
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(As  might  fall,  and  form  anew 
Beli-hung  drops  of  honey-dew) 
Echoes  of —  I  know  not  what ; 
As  if  some  right-joyoua  elf. 
While  about  his  own  affairs, 
Whistled  softly  otherwheres. 
Nay,  Hs  if  our  mother  dear. 
Wrapped  in  sun- warm  atmosphere, 
Laughed  a  little  to  herself. 
Laughed  a  little  as  she  rolled, 
Tbinbing  on  the  days  of  old. 

"  Ah  !  there  be  some  hearts,  I  wis, 
To  which  rotliing  comes  amiss. 
Mine  was  one.     Much  secret  wealth 
I  was  heir  to:  and  by  stealth, 
When  the  moon  was  fully  grown. 
And  she  thought  herself  alone, 
I  have  heard  her,  ay,  right  well, 
Shoot  a  silver  message  down 
To  the  unseen  sentinel 
Of  a  sljll,  snow-thateh61  town. 

"  Once,  awhile  ago,  T  peered 

In  the  nest  where  Spring  was  reared. 
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There  she,  quivering  her  fiiir  wings, 
Flattered  March  with  chirruping* ; 
And  they  fed  her;  nights  and  days, 
Fed  her  month  with  niui;h  sweet  food, 
And  her  heart  with  love  and  praise. 
Till  the  wihi  thing  rose  and  flew 
Over  woods  and  water-springs. 
Shaking  off  the  morning  dew 
In  a,  rainbow  from  lier  wings. 

"  Once  (I  will  (o  you  confide 
More),  —  O,  once  in  forest  wide, 
I,  henighted,  overheard 
Marvellous  mild  echoes  stirred. 
And  a  calling  half  defined, 
And  an  answering  from  afar  ; 
Somewhat  talked  with  a  star, 
And  the  talk  was  of  mankind. 

" '  Cuckoo,  cuckoo  I ' 
Float  anear  in  upper  blue : 
Art  thou  yet  a  prophet  true  ? 
Wilt  thou  say,  '  And  having  seen 
Things  that  he,  and  have  not  beeni 
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Tliou  art  free  a'  the  world,  for  naught 
Can  despoil  thcc  of  thy  thought '  ? 
Nay,  but  make  me  musiu  yeC, 
Bird,  as  deep  as  my  regret; 
For  a  certain  hope  hath  set. 
Like  a  star,  and  left  me  heir 
To  a  crying  for  its  light, 
An  aspiring  infinite, 
And  a  beautiful  despair  I 

I  shall  lie  at  thy  shut  door. 
Mine  ideal,  my  denireii. 
Dreaming  thou  wilt  open  it, 
And  step  out,  thou  most  admired, 
By  my  side  to  fare,  or  sit. 
Quenching  hunger  and  all  drouth 
With  the  wit  of  thy  fair  mouth. 
Showing  nie  the  wished  prize 
In  the  calm  of  thy  dove's  eyes. 
Teaching  me  the  wonder-rife 
Miijestjes  of  human  life. 
All  its  fairest  possihle  sum, 
And  the  grace  of  its  to  some. 
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a  difference !     Why  of  lat« 

11  come,  and  with  thee  etay 
■ow,  man,  if  not  to-day.' 

'  Wait,  wait,  wait ! 


A  EAVEN   IN  A  WHITE   CHINE. 

I  SAW,  when  I  looked  up,  on  either  hand, 
A  pale  high  chalk-cliff,  reared  aloft  in  white; 

A  narrowing  rent  soon  closed  toward  the  land,— 
Toward  the  sea,  an  open  yawning  bight. 

The  polished  tide,  with  scarce  a  hint  of  blue, 
Washed  in  tlie  bight;  above  with  angry  moan 

A  raven,  that  was  robbed,  sat  up  in  view, 
Croaking  and  crying  on  a  ledge  alone. 

"  Stand  on  thy  nest,  spread  out  thy  fateful  wings. 
With  sullen  hungry  love  bemoan  thy  brood. 

For  boys  have  wrung  their  necks,  those  imp-like  thin; 
Whose  beaks  dripped  crimson  daily  at  their  food. 
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"  Cry,  tbou  black  prophetess!  cry,  and  despair; 

None  love  thee,  none !     Their  father  was  thy  foe, 
Whose  father  in  hie  youth  did  know  thy  lair. 

And  6t«al  thy  little  demons  long  ago. 

"  Thou  madeat  many  childless  for  their  sake, 
And  picked  out  many  eyes  that  loved  the  light. 

Cry,  thou  black  prophetess !  sit  up,  awake. 

Forebode ;  and  ban  them  through  the  desolate  nigh 

Lo !  while  I  spake  it,  with  a  crimson  hue 
The  dipping  sun  endowed  that  silver  flood, 

And  all  the  cliffs  flushed  red,  and  up  she  flew, 
The  bird,  as  mad  to  bathe  in  airy  blood. 

"  Xay,  thou  mayst  cry,  the  omen  is  not  thine. 
Thou  aged  priestess  of  fell  iloom,  and  fate. 

It  ia  not  blood :  thy  gods  are  making  wine, 
They  fipilt  the  must  outside  their  city  gate, 

"  And  stained  their  azure  pavement  with  the  lees ; 

They  will  not  listen  though  thou  cry  aloud. 
Old  Chance,  thy  dame,  sits  mumbling  at  her  ease, 

Kor  hears ;  the  fair  hag,  Luck,  ia  in  her  shroud. 
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"They  lieed  not,  they  withdraw  the  sky-hung  sign; 

Thou  hast  no  charm  against  the  fiivorite  race ; 
Thy  gods  pour  out  for  it,  not  blood,  but  wine : 

There  ia  no  justice  in  their  dwelling-place  ! 

"  Safe  in  their  father's  house  the  boys  shall  rest, 
Though  thy  fell  brood  doth  stark  and  silent  lie ; 

Their  unborn  sons  may  yet  despoil  thy  neat : 
Cry,  thou  black  prophetess  I  lift  up  I  cry,  cry ! " 


THE   WARBLING  OF   BLACKBIRDS. 

When  I  hear  the  waters  fretting. 
When  I  see  the  chestnut  letting 
All  her  lovely  blossom  falter  down,  I  think,  "  Alas  the 

Once,  with  magical  sweet  singing, 
Blat^kbirds  set  the  woodland  ringing, 
That  awakes  no  more  while  April  hours  wear  them- 
selves away. 

In  our  hearts  fair  hope  lay  smiling. 
Sweet  as  air,  and  all  beguiling ; 
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And  there  hung  a  mist  of  bluebells  on  the  slope  anil 
down  the  dell ; 
And  we  talked  of  joy  and  splendor 
That  the  years  unborn  woulil  render. 
And  the  blackbirds  liulped  us  with  the  6tory,  for  they 
knew  it  well. 

Piping,  (luting,  "  Bees  are  humming, 

April 's  here,  and  summer 's  coming ; 
Dont  forget  us  when  you  walk,  a  man  with  men,  in 
priiie  and  joy; 

Think  on  us  in  alleys  shady, 

AVheii  you  step  a  graceful  lady; 
For  no  fairer  day  have  ne  to  hope  for,  little  girl  and 

"Laugh  and  pky,  0  lisping  waters, 

Lull  our  downy  sons  and  daughters; 
Come,  O  wind,  and  rock  tbeiv  leafy  cradle  in  thy  wan- 
derings coy ; 

When  they  wake,  well  end  the  measure 

With  a  wild  sweet  ery  of  pleasure, 
And  a  '  Hey  down  derry,  let 's  be  merry !  liitle  girl  and 
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SEA-MEWS   IN  WINTER   TIME. 

I  IVALKKD  beslJe  a  dark  gray  sea, 

Aiitl  said,  "  O  world,  how  cold  thou  art ! 

Tlioii  poor  white  world,  I  pity  thee. 
For  joy  and  warmth  from  thee  depart. 

"  Yon  rising  wave  lltkB  off  the  snow. 
Winds  on  the  crag  each  other  chase, 

In  little  powdery  whirls  they  blow 
The  misty  fragments  down  its  face. 

"The  sea  is  cold,  and  dark  its  rim, 
Winter  sits  cowering  on  the  wold, 

And  I,  beside  this  watery  brim, 
Am  also  lonely,  also  cold." 

I  spoke,  and  drew  toward  a  rot'k. 

Where  many  mewa  made  twiitiiring  sweet; 
Their  wings  upreared,  the  elustering  flock 

Did  pat  the  sea^aES  with  their  feet 
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A  nx^k  but  half  submei^eii,  the  sea 
Kan  up  and  washed  it  while  they  fed; 

Their  fond  and  foolish  ecstasy 
A  wondering  in  my  fiincy  bred. 

Joy  companied  with  every  cry, 

Joy  in  their  food,  in  that  keen  wind, 

That  heaving  sea,  that  shaded  sky. 
And  in  themselves,  and  in  their  kind. 

ITie  phantoms  of  the  deep  at  play! 

Wliat  idless  graced  the  twittering  things 
Luxurious  pad<ilings  in  the  spray. 

And  delicate  lifting  up  of  wings. 

Then  ali  at  once  a  flight,  and  fast 
The  lovely  crowd  flew  out  to  sea; 

If  mine  own  life  had  been  recast, 

Earth  had  not  looked  more  changed  to  rt 

"  Where  is  the  cold  ?  Yon  clouded  skies 
Have  only  dropped  their  curtains  low 

To  shade  the  old  mother  where  she  lies, 
Sleeping  a  little,  'neath  the  snow. 
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Kot  in  the  snows  that  lap  the  lea, 
Not  in  yon  wings  that  beat  afar. 
Delighting,  on  the  crested  eea ; 

"  No,  nor  in  yon  exultant  wind 

That  shakes  the  oak  and  bends  the  pine. 
Look  near,  look  in,  and  thou  shalt  find 

No  sense  of  cold,  fond  fool,  but  thine  ! " 

With  that  I  felt  the  gloom  depart. 
And  thoughts  within  me  did  unfold. 

Whose  sunshine  wanned  me  to  the  heart; 
I  walked  in  joy,  and  was  not  cold. 
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HE  knew  she  did  not  love  iiim;  but  so  long 
As  rivals  were  unknown  to  him,  lie  dwelt 
At  ease,  and  did  not  fiud  his  love  a  pain. 

He  bad  much  deference  in  his  nature,  need 
To  honor, — -it  became  hirn  :  he  was  frank, 
Fresh,  hardy,  of  a  jojous  mind,  and  strong,  — 
Looked  all  ihings  straight  in  the  face.     So  when  ahe 

Before  him  first,  he  looked  at  her,  and  looked 

No  more,  but  colored  to  his  healthful  brow. 

And  wished  himself  a  better  man,  and  thought 

On  certain  things,  and  wished  they  were  undone. 

Because  hergivhsh  innocence,  the  grace 

Of  her  unblemished  pureneas,  wrought  in  him 

A  longing  and  aspiring,  and  a  shame 

To  think  how  wicked  was  the  world,  —  that  world 

Which  he  moat  walk  in,  —  while  from  her  (and  such 
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As  she  ■was)  it  was  liiildeii ;  there  was  made 
A  titan  path,  and  the  girl  moved  on  like  one 
In  some  euchanted  ring. 

In  hie  young  heart 
She  reigned,  with  all  the  beauties  that  she  had. 
And  all  the  virtues  that  he  rightly  took 
For  granted ;  there  he  set  her  with  her  crown. 
And  at  her  first  enthronement  be  turned  out 
Much  that  was  best  away,  for  unaware 
His  thoughts  grew  noble.     She  was  alwap  there 
And  knew  it  not,  and  he  grew  like  to  her, 
And  like  to  what  he  thought  her. 

Now  he  dwelt 
With  kin  that  loved  him  well,  —  two  fine  old  folk, 
A  rich,  right  honest  yeoman,  and  hia  dame,  — 
Their  only  grandson  he,  their  pride,  their  heir. 

To  these  one  daughter  had  been  bom,  one  child. 
And  as  she  grew  to  woman,  "•Look,"  they  said, 
"  She  must  not  leave  ub  ;  let  us  build  a  wing. 
With  cheerful  rooms  and  wide,  to  our  old  grange  ; 
There  may  she  dwsll,  with  her  good  man,  and  ail 
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GoJ  sonds  tliem."     Then  tbe  girl  In  her  first  youth 
Miirried  a  curaW,  —  handsome,  poor  in  pui'se. 
Of  gentle  blood  and  manners,  and  he  lived 
Under  her  father's  roof  as  they  had  planned. 

Full  soon,  for  happy  years  are  short,  they  filled 
Tho  house  with  children  ;  four  were  born  lo  them. 
Then  eame  a  sickly  season  ;  lever  spread 
Among  the  poor.     The  euraie,  never  slack 
In  duty,  praying  by  the  siek,  or,  worse, 
Burying  the  dead,  when  all  the  dr  was  clewed 
Wilh  poisonous  mist,  was  stritken  ;  long  Jie  !ay 
Siuk,  almost  to  the  death,  and  when  km  head 
He  lifted  from  the  pillow,  there  was  left 
One  only  of  that  pretty  flock  ;  his  girls. 
His  three,  were  cold  beneath  the  sod ;  his  boy, 
Their  eldest  bom,  remained. 

The  drooping  wife 
Bore  her  great  sorrow  in  such  quiet  wise. 
That  first  they  marvelled  at  her,  then  they  tried 
To  rouse  her,  showing  her  their  bitter  grief, 
Lamenting,  and  not  sparing  ;  but  she  sighed, 
"  Let  me  alone,  it  will  not  be  for  long." 
Then  did  her  mother  tremble,  murmuring  out. 
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"  Dear  child,  the  best  of  corafijPt  will  bo  soon, 
O,  when  you  see  this  other  little  faee, 
You  will,  please  God,  be  eomfortud." 

She  said, 
"  I  shall  not  live  lo  see  it " ;  but  she  did,  — 
A  litllu  sickly  fat-e,  a  wan,  thin  face- 
Then  she  grew  eager,  and  her  eyes  were  bright 
When  she  would  plead  with  them,  •'  Take  me  away, 
Let  ine  go  south  ;  it  is  the  bitt«r  blast 
That  chills  my  lender  babe ;  she  cannot  thrive 
Under  the  desolate,  dull,  mournful  cloud." 
Then  all  they  journeyed  south  together,  mute 
With  past  and  eoniing  sorrow,  till  the  sun, 
In  g»nlens  edging  the  blue  tJdeiess  main, 
Warmed  them  and  calmed  the  aching  at  their  hearts, 
And  all  went  better  for  a  while ;  but  not 
For  long.     They  sitting  by  the  orange  trees 
Once  rested,  and  the  wife  was  -very  still: 
A  woman  with  narcissus  flowers  heaped  up 
T^et  down  her  basket  Irom  her  head,  but  paused 
With  pitying  gesture,  and  drew  near  and  stoopeii, 
T.iking  a  white  wild  face  upon  her  breast. 
The  little  babe  on  its  poor  mother's  knees, 
None  marking  it,  none  knowing  else,  had  died. 
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The  fading  mother  coutd  not  stay  behind, 
Her  heart  was  broken  ;  but  it  awed  them  most 
To  feel  they  must  not,  dared  not,  pray  for  life, 
Seeing  she  longed  to  go,  and  went  so  gladly. 

After,  these  three,  who  ioved  each  other  well. 
Brought  their  one  child  away,  and  they  were  beat 
Together  in  the  wide  old  grange.     Full  oft 
The  father  with  the  mother  talked  of  her, 
Their  daughter,  but  the  husband  nevermore ; 
He  looked  for  solace  in  his  work,  and  gave 
Ilis  mind  to  teach  his  boy.     And  time  went  on. 
Until  the  grandsire  prayed  those  other  two, 
"  Now  part  with  him  ;  it  must  he  ;  for  his  good : 
He  rules  and  knows  it ;  choose  lor  him  a  school, 
Let  him  have  all  the  advantage,  and  all 
Good  training  that  should  make  a  gentleman." 

With  that  they  parted  from  their  boy,  and  lived 

Longing  between  his  holidays,  and  time 

Sped ;  he  grew  on  till  he  had  eighteen  yeitt^ 

His  father  loved  him,  wished  to  make  of  him 

Another  parson ;  but  the  farmer's  wife 

Murmured  at  that  —  "  No,  no,  they  learned  bad  ways, 
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They  ran  in  debt  at  college ;  she  had  heard 

That  many  rued  the  day  they  sent  their  boys 

To  college  " ;  and  between  the  two  broke  in 

His  granilslre,  "Flnrl  a  sober,  honest  min, 

A  scholar,  for  our  lad  should  see  the  world 

While  he  is  young,  that  he  may  marry  young. 

He  will  not  settle  and  be  satisfied 

Till  he  has  ran  about  the  world  awhile. 

Good  lack,  I  longeil  to  travel  in  my  j'outh, 

And  hail  no  chance  to  do  it.     Send  him  off, 

A  sober  man  being  found  to  trust  liim  with,  — 

One  with  the  fear  of  God  before  hia  eyes." 

And  he  prcvaiicil ;  the  careful  father  chosa 

A  tutor,  younj;,  the  worthy  mutron  thought,  — 

In  truth,  not  ten  years  older  than  her  boy, 

And  glad  as  he  to  range,  and  keen  for  snows. 

Desert,  and  ocean.     An<i  they  made  strange  choice 

Of  where  to  go,  left  the  sweet  day  behind. 

And  pushed  up  north  in  whaling  ships,  to  feel 

What  cold  was,  see  the  blowing  whale  come  up, 

And  Arctic  creatures,  while  a  scarlet  sun 

^Vent  round  and  round,  frowd  on  the  clear  blue  berg 

Then  did  the  trappers  have  them  ;  and  they  heard 
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Ni^'litlj-  llie  ivliislling  calls  of  forest-men 

Tiial  mocked  the  forest  wonners ;  anil  tliey  saw 

Over  the  open,  raging  up  like  doom, 

The  dangerous  duat-cloud,  that  was  full  of  eyes  — 

The  bisona.     So  were  three  years  gone  like  one ; 

And  the  old  eiiiea  drew  tliem  for  a  while, 

Great  mothers,  by  the  Tiber,  and  the  Seine ; 

They  have  hid  many  sons  hard  by  their  seata, 

But  all  the  air  ia  atirring  with  them  still, 

The  waters  murmur  of  them,  skies  at  eve 

Are  stained  with  their  rich  biood,  and  every  sound 

Means  men. 

At  last,  the  fourth  year  running  out, 
The  youth  came  home.     And  ail  the  eheerful  house 
Was  decked  in  fresher  colors,  and  the  dame 
Was  full  of  joy.     But  in  the  father's  heart 
Abode  a  painful  douht.     "  It  is  not  well ; 
He  cannot  spend  his  life  with  dog  and  gun. 
I  do  not  care  that  my  one  son  should  sleep 
Merply  for  keeping  hiin  in  breath,  and  wake 
Only  to  ride  tc  cover." 

Not  the  less 
The  grandsire  pondered.     "  Ay,  the  Hoy  muil.  work 
Or  SPEND  ;  and  I  must  let  him  spend  ;  just  stay 
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Affhile  with  us,  and  tlien  from  time  to  time 

Have  leave  to  be  away  with  those  fine  folk 

With  whom,  these  many  years,  at  sehool,  and  now, 

During  his  sojom'n  in  the  foreign  towns, 

He  has  been  made  familiar."     Thus  a  month 

Went  by.     They  liked  the  stirring  ways  of  youth. 

The  quick  elastic  step,  and  joyous  mind, 

Ever  expectant  of  it  knew  not  what, 

lint  something  higher  than  has  e'er  been  born 

Of  easy  slumber  and  sweet  competence. 

And  as  for  him,  the  while  they  thought  and  thought, 

A  comlbrtable  instinct  let  him  know 

IIow  they  had  waited  for  him  to  oomplete 

And  give  a  meaning  to  their  lives ;  and  still 

At  home,  but  with  a  sense  of  newness  there, 

And  frank  and  fresh  as  in  the  achool-boy  daj-s, 

!Ie  oft — ^  invading  of  his  father's  liauiits. 

The  study  where  he  passeil  the  silent  morn  — 

Would  sit,  devouring  with  a  greedy  joy 

The  plled-up  books,  uncut  as  yet ;  or  wake 

To  guide  with  him  by  night  the  tube,  and  search. 

Ay,  think  to  find  new  stars ;  then,  risen  betimes, 

Would  ride  about  the  farm,  and  list  the  talk 

Of  his  hale  grandsire. 
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51  laurasce:. 

But  a  day  camp  round, 
VVben,  after  peering  in  his  mother's  room, 
Shaded  anil  shuttered  from  the  hght,  he  oped 
A  <iour,  and  found  the  rosy  grandmother 
Ensconced  and  happy  in  her  special  pride. 
Her  store-room.     She  was  corking  sjTupB  rare. 
And  fruits  all  sparkling  in  a  crystal  eoat. 
Here,  after  choice  of  certain  cates  well  known, 
He,  sitting  on  her  bacon-chest  at  ease, 
Sang  as  he  watuhed  her,  till,  right  suddenly. 
As  if  a  new  thought  came,  "  Goody,"  quoth  he, 
"  VVliat,  think  you,  do  they  want  to  do  with  me? 
What  liave  tliey  planned  for  me  that  I  should  do? 

"  Do,  laddie  !  "  quotii  she,  faltering,  lialf  in  tears  ; 
"  Arc  you  not  happy  with  us  ?  not  content  ? 
Why  would  ye  go  away  ?     There  is  no  need 
That  ye  should  do  at  all.     O,  bide  at  home. 
Have  we  not  plenty  ?  " 

"  Even  so,"  he  said  ; 
"  I  did  not  wish  to  go." 

"  Nay,  then,"  quoth  she, 
"  Be  idle ;  let  me  see  your  blessed  face. 
What,  is  the  Loiw;  your  father  chose  for  you 
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Not  to  your  mind  ?     He  is  V     Well,  well,  remidn  ; 
Do  as  you  will,  so  you  but  do  it  here- 
You  shall  not  want  for  money." 

But,  Iiis  arms 
FulJing,  he  sat  and  twisted  up  his  mouth 
With  comical  discomfiture. 

"  What,  then," 
Slie  sighed,  "what  is  jt,  child,  that  you  would  like  ?  " 
"  Why,"  s^d  he,  "  ferming." 

And  she  looked  at  him. 
Fond,  fooliah  woman  that  she  was,  to  fijid 
Some  fitness  in  the  worker  for  the  work, 
Anil  she  found  none.    A  certain  grace  tiiero  was 
Of  movement,  and  a  beauty  \a  the  face. 
Sun-browned  and  healthful  beauty,  that  had  come 
From  his  grave  father ;  and  she  thought,  "  Gond  lack, 
A  farmer !  he  is  fitter  for  a  duke. 
He  walks  —  why,  how  he  walks !  if  I  should  meet 
One  like  him,  whom  I  knew  not,  I  should  a-sk. 
And  who  may  that  be  ?  "     So  the  foolish  thought 
Found  words..    Quoth  fihe,  half  laughing,  half  ashamed, 
"  We  planned  to  make  of  you  —  a  gentleman." 
And,  with  engaging  sweet  audacity,  — 
She  thought  it  nothing  less,  —  he,  looking  up, 
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Witli  a  smile  in  Lis  blue  eyes,  replii^d  to  her, 

"  And  have  n't  you  done  it  ?  "    Quoth  she,  lovingly, 

"  I  tliink  we  have,  laddie ;  I  think  wo  have." 

"  Then,"  quoth  be,  "  I  may  do  what  best  I  like ; 

It  makes  no  matter.     Goody,  you  were  wise 

To  help  me  in  it,  and  to  let  me  farm  ; 

I  think  of  getting  into  mischief  else  ! " 

"  No !  do  ye,  laddie  7  "  quoth  the  dame,  and  laughed. 

"  But  ask  my  grandfather,"  the  youth  went  on, 

"  To  let  me  have  the  farm  lie  bought  last  year. 

The  little  one,  to  manage.     I  like  land  ; 

J  want  some."     And  she,  womnnlike,  gave  way. 

Convinced ;  and  promised,  and  made  good  her  word. 

And  that  same  night  upon  the  matter  spoke. 

In  presence  of  the  father  and  the  son. 

"  Itofrer,"  quoth  she.  "our  Laumnce  wants  to  farm  ; 

"  I  think  he  might  do  worse."     The  father  sat 

Mute,  but  right  glad.     The  grandfon,  breaking  in, 

Set  hII  his  wish  and  his  ambition  forth ; 

But  cunningly  the  old  man  hid  his  joy. 

And  made  conditions  with  a  f^nt.  demur. 

Then,  pausing,  "  Let  your  father  speak,"  quolh  he ; 
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"  I  am  toiitent  if  he  is."     At  his  word 

The  parson  took  bitn;  ay,  and,  parson  like, 

Put  a  reiigioiis  meaning  in  the  work, 

Man's  earliest  work,  and  wished  his  son  God  speed. 


Thus  all  were  satisfied,  and,  day  by  day. 

For  two  sweet  yeara  a  happy  course  was  tbeirs  ; 

Happy,  but  yut  the  fortunate,  the  young 

I^ved,  and  much  cared-for,  entered  on  his  strife,  — 

A  stirring  of  the  heart,  a  quickening  keen 

01'  eight  and  hearing  to  the  delieata 

Beauty  and  music  of  an  altered  world,  — 

Bi'gan  to  walk  in  that  mysterious  light 

Which  doth  reveal  and  yet  transform;  which  gives 

Destiny,  sorrow,  youth,  and  death,  and  lile, 

Litcnser  meaning;  in  disquieting 

Lifts  up ;  a  shining  light ;  men  call  it  Love. 

Fair,  modest  eyes  had  she,  the  girl  he  loved  ; 
A  silent  creature,  thoughtful,  grave,  sincere. 
Slie  never  turned  Irom  him  with  sweet  caprice, 
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Nor  changing  inovtd  liis  soul  to  troublous  hope, 
Nor  dropped  for  him  her  heavy  lashes  low, 
liut  excellent  in  youthful  grace  came  up; 
And,  ere  his  words  were  ready,  passing  on, 
Hiwl  left  him  all  a-tremble;  yet  maile  aure 
That  by  her  own  true  will,  and  fixed  intent, 
She  held  him  thus  remote.     Therefore,  albeit 
lie  knew  she  did  not  love  him,  yet  eo  long 
As  of  a  rival  unaware,  he  dwelt 
All  in  the  present,  without  fear,  or  hope. 
Enthralled  and  whelmed  in  the  deep  sea  of  love, 
And  eould  not  get  his  head  above  its  wave 
To  search  the  far  horizon,  or  to  mark 
Whereto  it  drifted  him. 

Then,  on  a  sudden,  came  the  ruthless  fate. 
Showed  him  a  bitter  truth,  and  brought  hiit  bale 
All  in  the  tolling  out  of  noon. 

'T  was  thus: 
Snow-time  was  come;  it  had  been  snowing  hard  ; 
Across  the  churchyard  path  he  walked ;  the  clock 
Began  to  strike,  and,  as  he  passed  the  porch. 
Half  turning,  through  a  sense  that  came  to  him 
As  of  some  presence  in  it,  lie  beheld 
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His  love,  and  she  liad  come  for  shelter  tliere; 
And  all  lier  face  mas  fair  with  rosy  bloom, 
The  blush  of  happiness;  and  one  held  up 
Her  ungloved  hand  in  both  his  own,  and  stooped 
Toward  it,  sitting  by  her.     O,  her  eyes 
Were  full  of  peace  and  t«nder  light:  they  looked 
Oue  moment  in  the  ungraced  lover's  face 
While  he  was  passing  in  the  snow ;  and  he 
Ri'ceived  the  stary,  while  he  raised  his  hat 
Retiring.     Tlien  the  tloi^k  lell  off  to  strike, 
And  that  was  all.     It  snowed,  and  he  walked  on; 
And  in  a  certain  way  he  marked  the  snow. 
And  walked,  and  came  upon  the  open  heath; 
And  in  a  certdn  way  he  marked  the  cold. 
An  )  walked  as  one  that  had  no  staiting-place 
Might  walk,  but  not  to  any  certain  goal. 

And  he  strode  on  toward  a  hollow  part. 
Where  from  the  hillside  gravel  had  been  dug, 
And  he  was  conscious  of  a  ery,  and  went, 
Dulled  in  his  sense,  as  though  he  heard  it  not; 
Till  a  smaU  farmhouse  drudfi^,  a  half-grown  girl, 
Eose  from  the  shelter  of  a  drift  that  lay 
Against  the  bushes,  crying,  "  God !  O  God, 
0  my  good  God,  He  sends  us  help  at  last." 
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Tlien,  looking  hard  ujion  her,  came  to  liim 
The  power  to  feel  and  to  perceive.     Her  teeth 
Chattered,  and  all  her  limbs  with  shuddering  failed, 
And  in  licr  Ihreadbarc  shawl  was  wrapped  a  ehild 
That  looked  on  him  with  wondering,  wistful  eyes. 

"  I  thought  to  freeze,"  the  girl  broke  out  with  teats ; 
"  Kind  sir,  kind  sir,"  an<l  she  held  out  the  ehild, 
As  praying  him  to  take  it ;  and  be  did ; 
And  gave  to  her  the  shawl,  anil  swathed  his  ehai^ 
In  the  foldings  of  his  plaid  ;  and  when  it  thrust 
Tts  small  round  face  against  his  breast,  and  felt 
With  small  ri^  hands  for  warmth,  unbearable 
P^ns  of  great  pity  rent  bis  straitened  heart. 
For  the  poor  upland  dwellers  liad  been  out 
Since  morning  dawn,  at  early  milking-timo. 
Wandering  and  stumbling  in  the  drift.     And  now, 
Lamed  with  a  fall,  half  crippled  by  the  cold. 
Hardly  prevailed  his  arm  to  drag  her  on, 
That  ill-clad  child,  who  yet  the  younjrer  child 
Had  motherly  eared  to  shield.     So  (oiling  through 
The  great  white  storm  coming,  and  I'oraing  ref, 
And  coming  till  the  world  confounded  sat 
With  all  her  fair  familiar  features  gone. 
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muffleil  in  an  eddying  swirl. 
He  led  or  bore  them,  and  the  little  one 
Peered  from  her  shelter,  pleased  ;  but  oft  would  ni 
The  elder,  "  They  will  beat  me  :  O  my  ean, 
I  left  my  can  of  milk  upon  the  mooi'." 
And  he  eompared  her  trouble  yith  his  own, 
Anil  had  no  heart  to  speak.     Aod  yet 't  was  keen 
It  filled  her  to  tlje  putting  down  of  pain 
And  liunger,  —  what  could  his  do  more? 

He  brt 
The  ehildren  to  their  home,  and  suddenly 
Regained  himself,  and,  wondering  at  himself. 
That  he  had  bui'iie,  anil  yet  been  dumb  so  long, 
The  weary  wailing  of  the  girl,  he  paid 
Money  to  buy  her  pardon  ;  heard  ti.em  say, 
"  Peace,  we  have  feared  fur  you ;  forget  the  milk, 
It  is  no  matter '. "  and  went  forth  again 
And  waded  in  the  snow,  and  quietly 
Considered  in  iiis  patience  what  to  do 
With  all  the  dull  remainder  of  his  days. 

With  dusk  he  was  at  home,  and  felt  it  good 
To  hear  hb  kindred  talking,  for  it  broke 
A  moeking  endless  echo  in  his  soul, 
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"  It  is  no  matter  1 "  and  he  could  not  clioose 
But  mutter,  though  the  weariness  o'ercame 
Ifie  spirit,  "  Poace,  it  is  do  matter ;  peace. 
It  is  no  matter !"  For  he  feit  that  all 
Was  as  it  had  been,  and  his  father's  heart 
Was  easy,  knowing  not  bow  that  s^ne  day 
Hope  with  her  tender  colors  and  delight 
(He  should  not  eare  fo  have  hiui  know)  were  d 
Yea,  to  all  these,  his  nearest  and  most  dear, 
It  was  no  matter.     And  he  heard  them  talk 
Of  timber  felled,  of  certain  (ruitfol  ii,:lds, 
And  profitable  markets. 

All  for  him 
Their  plans,  and  yet  the  echoes  swanned  and  s' 
About  his  head,  whenever  there  wjts  pause  ; 
"  It  is  no  matter ! "    And  his  greater  self 
Arose  in  him  and  fought.     "  It  matters  much, 
It  matters  all  to  these,  that  not  Ifl-day 
Nor  ever  they  should  know  it.     I  will  hide 
'I'he  wound ;  ay,  hide  it  with  a  sleepless  eare. 
Whatl  shall  I  make  these  three  to  drink  of  rue 
Because  iny  cup  is  bitter  ?  "     And  he  thrust 
Himself  in  thought  away,  and  made  his  ears 
Hearken,  aJid  caused  his  voice,  that  yet  did  see 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Anotlipr,  to  make  anawnr,  when  tliej  spoke, 
As  there  hail  heen  no  snow-storm,  and  no  porch, 
Ami  no  despair. 

So  this  went  on  awhile 
Until  the  snow  had  melted  from  the  wold, 
And  he,  one  noonday,  wandering  up  a  lane, 
Met  on  a  turn  the  woman  whom  he  loved. 
Then,  eren  to  trembling  he  was  moved ;  his  speeci> 
Faltered  ;  but,  when  the  common  kindly  words 
Of  greeting  were  all  Baid,  and  she  passed  on, 
He  could  not  bear  her  sweetness  and  his  pain. 
"  Muriel ! "  he  cried ;  and  when  she  heard  her  naina. 
She  turned.     "  You  know  I  iove  you."  he  broke  out. 
She  answered,  "  Xes,"  and  sighed. 

Psrdon  me,"  quoth  the  lover  •  "  let  me  rest 

In  certainty,  and  hear  it  from  your  month  : 

Is  he  with  whom  I  saw  you  onee  of  late 

To  call  you  wife ? "    "I  hope  ko,"  Khn  rcplieil ; 

And  over  all  her  face  the  rjae-bloom  came, 

As,  thinking  on  that  other,  unaware 

Her  eyes  waxed  tender.     When  he  looked  on  her, 

Staniling  to  answer  him,  with  lovely  shame, 

Submiss,  and  yet  not  his,  a  passionate. 
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A  quickened  sense  of  his  great  impotence 
To  drive  away  the  doom  got  hold  on  him  ; 
He  Bet  his  teeth  to  force  the  unbearable 
Misery  back;  his  wide-awakened  eyes 
Flashed  as  with  flame. 

And  she,  all  overawed 
And  masten^d  by  hie  manhood,  waited  jet. 
And  trembled  at  the  deep  she  could  not  sound,  — 
A  passionate  nature  in  a  storm,  —  a  heart 
Wild  with  a  mortal  pain,  and  in  the  grasp 
Of  an  immortal  love. 

"  Farewell,"  he  said, 
Recovering  words;  and,  when  she  gave  her  hand, 
"  My  thanks  for  your  good  candor ;  for  I  feel 
That  it  has  cost  you  something."     Then,  the  blush 
Yet  on  her  fai'c,  she  said :  "  It  was  youi-  due : 
But  keep  this  matter  from  your  friends  and  kin, 
^Vo  would  not  have  it  known."     'Ilien,  cold  and  proud. 
Because  there  leupe.l  from  under  his  straight  lids. 
And  instanfly  was  veiled,  a  keen  surprife,— 
"  He  wills  it,  and  I  therefore  think  it  well." 
Thereon  they  parted ;  but  from  that  time  forth, 
Whether  tiiey  met  on  festal  eve,  in  field, 
Or  at  the  church,  she  ever  bore  herself 
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Proudly,  for  ahe  liad  fult  a  certain  pain ; 

Tbe  ilisapproval  hastily  betrayed 

And  <juiekly  bidden  hurt  her.     "  'T  was  a  grace," 

Slie  thougljt,  "  to  tell  this  inan  the  thing  he  asked. 

Ami  he  rewards  me  with  Eurpri^^e.     J  like 

No  one's  surprise,  and  least  of  all  bestowed 

Wliere  lie  bestowed  it." 

But  the  spring  caiiie  on. 
Looking  to  wed  in  April,  all  her  thoughts 
Grew  loving;  she  would  fain  the  world  hail  waxed 
More  happy  with  her  happiness,  and  of^ 
Walking  among  tbe  flowery  woods  she  felt 
Their  loveliness  reach  down  into  her  heart. 
And  knew  with  them  the  ecsta^us  of  growth, 
The  rapture  that  was  satisfied  with  light, 
Tbe  pleasure  of  the  leaf  in  exquisite 
Expansion,  through  the  lovely,  longed-for  ppritig. 

And  as  for  him  —  (Some  nairow  be.irta  there  are 

That  suiicr  blight  when  that  they  feil  upon, 

Aa  something  to  complete  their  being,  fails. 

And  they  retire  into  their  holds  and  jiine, 

And  long  restrained  grow  stiTn.     But  soine  there  arc 

Tbitt  in  Ik  sacred  want  and  hunger  rise, 
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And  draw  the  misery  home  and  live  with  it. 

And  excellent  in  honor  wait,  and  mill 

That  somewhat  good  should  yet  be  found  in  it. 

Else  wherefore  were  thej  born  ?)  —  and  as  for  him, 

He  loved  her,  but  Ids  peac-e  and  welfare  made 

The  sunshine  of  three  lives.     The  cheerful  grange 

Threw  open  wide  its  hoppilable  doors 

And  drew  in  guests  for  hitu.     The  garden  flowers, 

Sweet  bud<ling  wonders,  all  were  set  for  him. 

In  hira  the  eyes  at  home  were  satisfied, 

And  if  he  did  but  laugh  the  ear  approved. 

What  then  ?     He  dwelt  among  them  as  of  old, 
Anil  taught  his  mouth  to  smile. 

And  time  went  on. 
Till  I'n  a  niornin;;,  when  the  perfect  Spring 
l^*,^led  among  her  leaves,  he,  journeying  home 
Arter  phort  sojourn  in  a  neighboring  town 
Slopped  at  the  little  station  on  the  line 
That  ran  between  his  woods;  a  lonely  place 
And  quiet,  and  a  woman  and  a  child 
Got  out.     He  noted  them,  but,  walking  on 
Quickly,  went  back  into  the  wood,  impelled 
By  hope,  for,  passing,  he  had  seen  his  love, 
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Anii  she  was  sitting  on  a  rustic  seat 

That  overlooked  the  line,  and  he  desired, 

With  longing  indescribable,  to  look 

Upon  hei'  I'aee  again.     And  he  drew  near. 

She  was  right  happ)' ;  she  was  waiting  there. 

He  tfelt  tbat  she  was  w^ting  for  her  loi'd. 

Slie  eared  no  whit  if  Laurance  went  or  stayed. 

But  answered  when  lie  spoke,  and  dropped  her  chi'ck 

In  her  lair  hand. 

And  he,  not  able  yet 
To  force  himself  away,  and  nevermore 
Behold  her,  gathered  blossom,  primrose  flowers, 
And  wild  anemone,  for  many  a  clump 
Grew  all  about  him,  and  the  hazel-rods 
Were  nod<ling  with  their  catkins.     But  he  hear<l 
The  stopping  train,  and  felt  that  he  must  go; 
His  time  was  come.     There  was  naught  else  to  do 
Or  hope  for.     With  the  blossom  he  drew  near, 
And  would  have  had  her  taku  it  from  his  hand ; 
But  she,  half  lost  in  thought,  held  out  liev  own, 
And  then,  remembering  him  and  his  long  love, 
She  said,  "  I  thank  you ;  pray  you  now  forget, 
Forget  me,  Laurance,"  and  her  lovely  eyes 
Softened  ;  but  he  was  dumb,  till  throu^^li  the  trees 
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Siiililaiily  brokt!  upon  their  quietude 

TliB  woman  and  lier  c-liLld,     And  Muriel  saiil, 

"  Wliat  will  youV  "     She  maile  answer  quick  ami  keei 

"  Your  name,  my  lady ;  't  is  your  name  I  want, 

Tell  me  your  name."     Hot  atartled,  not  displuased, 

But  with  a  musing  sweetnuss  on  her  inoutb, 

As  if  considering  in  how  short  a  while 

It  would  he  changed,  she  lill«d  up  her  face 

And  gave  it,  anil  the  little  thild  drew  near 

And  pulled  her  gown,  and  prayed  her  for  the  flowers. 

Then  Lauranee,  not  content  to  leave  them  so, 

Nor  yet  to  wait  the  eoming  lover,  spoke; 

"  Your  errand  with  this  lady  ?  "    "  And  your  right 

To  ask  it  ?"  she  broke  out  with  sudden  heat 

And  passion  :  "  What  is  that  to  you  ?    Poor  child ! 

Midam  !  "     And  Muriel  lifted  rip  her  face 

And  looked,  —  they  looked  into  each  otiier's  eyes. 

"That  man  who  comes,"  the  clear- voiced  womin  cried,- 
"  Tliat  man  with  whom  yon  think  to  wed  so  soi>ii.  — ■ 
You  must  not  heed  him.     AVhat!  the  world  Is  full 
Of  men,  anil  some  are  gooil,  and  most.  (Jod  knows, 
ButtiT  than  he,  —  thiit  I  should  s  ly  it !  —far 
Butter."     And  down  her  fwe  the  laree  tuars  ran, 
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And  Muriel's  wild  dilated  eyes  looked  up, 
'I'aking  a  terrible  meaning  from  her  wont'* ; 
And  Laurance  stared  about  him,  half  in  doubt 
If  this  were  real,  for  all  things  were  so  blithe, 
And  soft  air  tossed  the  little  flowers  about; 
The  cliilii  was  singing,  and  the  blackbirds  piped. 
Glad  in  fair  sunshine.     And  the  wom«n  both 
Were  quiet,  gazing  in  each  other's  ejes. 

He  found  his  TOice,  and  spoke :  "  This  is  not  well. 
Though  whom  you  speak  of  should   have  done  yo 

wrong; 
A  man  that  eould  desert  and  plan  to  wed 
Will  not  his  purpose  yield  to  God  and  right, 
Only  to  law.     You,  whom  I  pity  so  muc-h. 
If  you  be  pome  this  day  ro  urge  a  claim. 
You  will  not  tell  ma  that  your  claim  will  hold ; 
'T  is  only,  if  I  rea<l  aright,  the  old. 
Sorrowful,  hateful  story!" 

Muriel  sighed. 
With  a  c5ull  patience  that  ho  niFirvellcd  at : 
"  Be  plain  with  me.     I  know  not  what  to  think. 
Unless  yon  are  his  wife.     Are  ynii  his  wife'^ 
Be  pldn  with  me."     And  all  too  quietly. 
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U'itli  running  down  of  t,;ars,  the  answer  came, 

"  Ay,  maiiain,  ay !  the  worse  for  liiiii  and  me." 

Then  Muriel  heard  her  lover's  foot  anear. 

And  cried  i:pon  him  with  a  bitter  cry. 

Sharp  and  despairing.     And  those  two  stood  bicfc, 

With  auch  affright  and  violent  anger  stirred, 

He  broke  from  out  the  thicket  to  her  side, 

Not  knowing.     But,  her  hands  before  her  face. 

She  sat ;  and,  stepping  close,  that  woman  came 

And  faced  him.     Then  said  Muriel,  '■  O  my  heart, 

Herbert  I "  —  and  he  was  dumb,  and  ground  his  teeth. 

And  lifted  up  his  hand  and  looked  at  it. 

And  at  the  woman;  but  a  man  was  tliere 

Who  whirled  her  from  her  pLice,  and  thrust  himself  " 

Between  them;  he  was  strong,  — a  stalwart  man  : 

And  Herbert,  thinking  on  it,  knew  his  name. 

"What  gooil,"quolhhe,  "though  you  and  I  should  strivt 

And  wrestle  all  this  April  day  ?     A  wor.!. 

And  not  a  blow,  is  what  these  women  want : 

MHsfer  j-oui-seif,  and  say  it."     But  he,  weak 

IVith  passion  and  great  anguish,  flung  himsiiif 

Upon  the  seat  and  cried,  "  O  los(,  my  lovu  ! 

O  Muriel,  Muriel !  "     And  the  woman  spoke, 

'■  Sir,  'twas  an  evil  day  you  wed  with  me; 
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Ami  yon  were  young ;  I  know  it,  sir,  I'if^ht  well. 

Sir,  I  have  worked  '■,  I  have  not  troubjiiil  you, 

Not  for  mjsulf,  nor  for  your  eliild,     I  know 

We   are   not    equal."       "  Hold  I "    he    cried ;    "  ha' 

Your  still,  tame  words  are  worse  than  hat«  or  scorn. 
Gut  from  me  I     Ay,  my  wife,  my  wift,  indeed  ! 
All  'h  done.     You  hear  it,  Muriel ;  if  you  tan, 
O  swout,  forgive  me." 

Then  the  woman  moved 
Slowly  away;  her  little  singing  child 
Wiint  in  her  wake ;  and  Muriel  dropped  licr  bands, 
And  sat  before  these  two  that  loved  her  ao. 
Mute  and  unheeding.     There  were  angry  words. 
She  knew,  but  yet  she  eould  not  hear  the  words ; 
And  afterwanis  the  man  she  loved  stooped  down 
And  kissed  her  forehead  once,  and  then  withdrew 
To  look  at  her,  and  with  a  gesture  pray 
Iler  pardon.     And  she  tried  to  spe:ik,  but  failed, 
And  presantly,  and  soon,  0,  —  he  was  gone. 

She  heard  him  go,  and  Lauranee,  still  as  stone, 
Euniained  beside  her  ;  and  she  put  her  band 
Before  her  face  f^ain,  anil  afterward 
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She  liyard  a  voice,  as  if^  a  long  way  off, 

Some  one  entreated,  but  she  could  not  heeJ. 

Thereon  he  drew  her  hand  away,  and  raised 

Her  passive  from  her  seat.     Su  then  she  knew 

That  he  would  have  her  go  with  him,  go  home,  — 

It  was  not  far  to  go,  —  a  dreary  home. 

A  crippled  aunt,  of  birth  and  lineage  high, 

Had,  in  her  youth,  and  for  a  plaice  and  home. 

Married  the  stern  old  rector;  and  the  girl 

Dwelt  with  them  :  she  was  orphaned,  —  had  no  kiir 

Nearer  than  they.     And  Laurance  brought  her  iii. 

And  spared  to  her  the  telling  of  this  woe. 

He  sought  her  kindred  where  they  sat  apart, 

And  Itud  before  them  all  the  cruel  thing, 

As  he  had  seen  iL     After,  he  retired ; 

And  restless,  and  not  master  of  himself, 

He  day  and  night  haunted  the  rectory  lanes ; 

And  all  things,  even  to  the  spreailing  out 

Of  leaves,  their  flickering  shadows  on  the  ground, 

Or  sailing  ot  the  stow,  white  cloud,  or  peace 

And  glory  and  great  light  on  mountain  licails,  — 

All  things  were  leagued  against  him,  ministered 

By  likeness  or  by  toiitrast  to  his  lovo. 

But  what  was  that  to  Muriel,  though  her  puouii 
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Hi:  would  have  puroliased  for  her  with  all  pmyers, 
And  uostly,  passionate,  desp^ring  tears  ? 
0,  what  to  her  that  he  should  find  it  worse 
To  bear  her  life's  undoing  than  his  own  ? 

S]ie  let  him  see  her,  and  she  made  no  moan, 
But  talked  full  ealiiily  of  indifferent  things, 
Which  when  he  heard,  and  marked  the  faded  eyes 
And  lovely  wasted  cheek,  lie  started  up 
With  "  This  I  cannot  bear ! "  and  shamed  to  feel 
His  manhooil  giving  way,  and  utterly 
Subdued  by  her  sweet  patience  and  his  pain. 
Made  haste  and  from  the  window  spranj;,  and  paced, 
Battling  and  chiding  with  himself,  the  maze. 

She  suffered,  and  he  could  not  make  her  well 
For  all  his  loving ; — he  was  naught  to  her. 
And  now  his  passionate  nature,  set  astir, 
Fought  with  the  pain  that  could  not  be  endured  ; 
And  like  a  wild  thing,  suddenly  aware 
That  it  is  ci^ed,  which  flings  nnd  bruises  all 
Ifs  body  at  the  bars,  he  rose,  an<i  raged 
Against  the  misery  ;  then  he  miule  all  worse 
With  fears.     But  when  he  came  to  her  again. 
Willing  to  talk  as  they  had  talked  before, 
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Shp  sighed,  and  said,  with  tliat  strange  quietness, 
"  1  know  you  have  been  crying  "  :  and  she  hunt 
Her  own  fair  head  and  wepL 

She  feit  the  cold  — 
The  freezing  cold  that  deadened  all  her  life  — 
Give  way  a  little ;  for  this  passionate 
Sorrow,  and  all  for  her,  relieved  lier  heart, 
And  brought  some  naturai  warmth,  some  natural  tears. 


And  after  that,  tlioi^h  oft  he  sought  her  uoor, 

He  might  not  see  her.     First  they  said  to  him, 

"  She  is  not  well " ;  and  afterwards,  "  Her  wish 

Ta  ever  to  be  quiet."     Xlien  in  haste 

They  took  her  from  the  place,  because  so  fast 

Siie  faded.     As  for  him,  —  though  j-outh  and  strengtl 

Can  bear  the  weight  as  of  a  world,  at  last 

Tiie  burden  cX  it  tidls,  —  he  heanl  it  said. 

When  autumn  came,  "  The  poor  sweet  thing  will  die 

That  shock  was  mortal."     Anil  he  careil  no  more 

To  hide,  if  yet  he  could  have  hidilen,  the  blight 

That  was  laying  waste  his  heart     He  journeyed  sou 
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To  Devon,  where  she  ilwolt  with  other  khi, 
Good,  kindly  woiaen ;  ami  he  wrote  to  them, 
Praying  that  he  might  see  here  ere  ahe  died. 

Su  in  her  patience  she  permitted  him 

To  be  about  her,  fur  it  eased  his  heart ; 

And  as  for  her  that  was  to  die  so  soon, 

■\Vhiit  did  it  signify  ?     She  let  him  weep 

Soiiie  passionate  tears  Imside  her  uouoh,  she  spoke 

Pilying  words,  and  then  they  made  him  go. 

It  was  enough,  they  said ;  her  limG  was  short, 

And  he  had  seen  her.    He  had  seen,  and  felt 

The  bitterness  of  death ;  but  he  went  home, 

Being  satisfied  in  that  great  longing  now. 

And  able  to  endure  what  iniijht  befall. 

And  Muriel  lay,  and  faded  with  the  year; 
She  lay  at  the  door  of  death,  thit  opened  not 
To  take  her  in ;  for  when  the  days  once  more 
Bi'gan  a  little  to  increase,  she  fell,  — 
And  it  was  sweet  to  her,  ahe  was  so  young,  — 
Slie  felt  a  longing  for  the  time  of  llowers. 
And  dreamed  that  she  was  walking  in  that  wood 
With  her  two  feet  among  the  primroses. 
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Tliim  w!]en  the  violet  opeiii^O,  she  ra^e  up 
Aii<i  walked.     The  tender  leaf  and  t<:nder  light 
Did  solaee  her;  but  she  was  white  and  wan, 
Tlie  shadow  of  that  Muriel  in  the  wood 
Who  listened  to  those  deadly  words. 

And  now- 
Empurpled  seas  began  to  blush  and  bloom, 
Dovua  made  sweet  moaning,  and  the  guelder-rose 
In  a  great  stillness  dropped,  and  ever  dropped, 
Her  wealth  about  her  feet,  ami  there  it  Liy, 
And  drifted  not  at  all.     The  iilae  spread 
Odorous  efsenee  roun<l  iier ;  and  full  oft. 
When  Muriel  felt  the  warmth  her  pulses  cheer. 
She,  faded,  eat  among  the  May-tide  bloom. 
And  with  a  reverent  quiet  in  her  soul. 
Took  baek  — it  was  His  will  —  her  tlzne,  and  sat 
Learning  again  to  live- 
Thus  as  she  sat 
Upon  ft  day,  she  was  aware  of  one 
Who  at  a  distance  marked  her.     This  again 
Another  day,  and  t-he  was  vexed,  for  yet 
Shu  longed  for  quiet ;  but  she  heard  a  foot 
Pass  once  again,  and  beckoned  through  the  trees. 
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LAURANCE.  77 

"  Laiirance  ! "     And  all  impatient  of  um-est 

And  strife,  ay,  even  of  the  sight  of  tlieai, 

Wlien  he  drew  near,  with  tired,  tired  lips, 

As  if  ber  soul  upbridded  him,  aim  said, 

"  Why  have  you  done  this  thing  ?  "     He  answered  her, 

"I  am  not  always  master  iu  the  fight : 

I  i:ould  not  help  it." 

"  What ! "  she  sighed,  "  not  yet ! 
O,  T  am  sorry  " ;  and  she  talked  to  him 
As  one  who  looke.l  to  live,  imploring  him,  — 
"  Try  to  tbrgf.t  ma.     Let  your  fauey  dwell 
Elsewhere,  nor  me  enrich  with  it  so  long; 
It  wearies  me  (o  think  of  tliis  your  love. 
Forget  me!" 

lie  made  answer,  "  I  will  try : 
Tiie  task  will  take  me  all  my  life  to  learn, 
Oi',  were  it  learned,  I  know  not  how  to  live  ; 
This  pain  is  part  of  life  and  being  now,  — 
h  is  myself;  but  yet  —  but  I  will  try." 
'I'hen  she  spoke  friendly  to  him,  —  of  his  home, 
II's  father,  and  the  old,  brave,  loving  folk ; 
She  bade  him  think  of  them.     And  not  her  words, 
But  having  seen  her,  satisfied  his  heart. 
He  lell  her,  and  went  home  to  live  his  life, 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Anil  all  tliu  summer  heard  it  finiil  of  her, 

"Yet,  she  grows  stronyer";  but  when  autumn  came 

Ag^n  she  drooped. 

A  hitter  thing  it  is 
To  lose  at  once  the  lover  and  the  love ; 
l''or  who  reteiveth  not  inaj-  yet  deep  life 
Jn  the  spirit  wilji  bestowal.     But  for  her, 
This  Muriel,  all  was  gone.     The  man  she  loved. 
Not  only  from  her  present  had  witlidrawn, 
But  from  her  past,  and  there  was  no  such  man. 
There  noier  had  been. 

Who  tiikes  love  in,  lilie  souie  sweet  bird,  and  holds 

The  winged  fluttering  stranger  to  his  breast, 

Till,  after  transient  stay,  all  unaware 

It  le.Tvcs  him  :  it  lias  flown.     No  ;  this  may  live 

In  memory,  —  loved  till  death.     He  vras  not  vile ; 

For  wh()  by  ehoiee  wouM  part  with  that  pure  bird, 

.\nd  lieo  the  exultation  of  its  song  ? 

lie  hftil  not  strength  of  will  to  keep  it  fast, 

Nor  warnitli  of  heart  to  keep  it  warm,  nor  life 

Of*  thought  to  make  the  eeho  sound  for  him 

After  the  song  was  done.     Pity  that  man : 

His  music  is  all  flown,  and  he  forgets 
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Tlie  Kwei' 


o  great 


But  b 


Only  a  thing  to  pity  moat  in  man, 
Weak,  —  only  poor,  and,  if  lie  knew  it,  unJono. 
But  Herbert !     When  she  mused  on  it,  her  soul 
Would  fain  have  hidden  him  forevennore. 
Even  from  herself,  — so  pure  of  speech,  so  ti-ank. 
So  full  of  household  kindness.     Ah,  bo  gowl 
And  true!     A  little,  she  had  sometimes  thought. 
Despondent  for  himself,  but  strong  of  faith 
In  God,  jnd  f;uth  in  her,  this  man  hail  seemed. 


Ay,  he  waa  gone !  and  she  whom  he  liad  wed, 
As  Muriel  learned,  was  sii-k,  was  poor,  was  sad. 
And  Muriel  wrote  to  comfort  her,  and  scud. 
From  her  small  store,  money  to  help  her  need. 


AVith,  "  Pray  you  keep  it 
Of  the  erucl  tale 


Then  the  whole 


told. 


What  ni 


Her  kin,  profuse  of  thanks,  not  b'trcrly, 
Wrote  of  tlie  end.     "  Our  sister  fain  had  seen 
Iler  huaband;  prayed  him  sore  to  come.     But 
And  then  she  prayad  him  that  he  would  foi^^ii 
Madam,  hei"  breaking  of  the  truth  to  you. 
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Jtear  raadam,  lie  was  angry,  yet  we  tliiiib 
Hb  uiiglit  liav«  let  her  see,  liefore  she  died, 
The  wonls  she  vfanted,  but  lie  did  not  write 
Till  ehe  was  gone,  — '  I  neither  can  foi^ve, 
Nor  would  1  if  I  could.'  '■ 

"  Patience,  my  heart ! 
And  this,  then,  is  tlie  man  I  loved  ! " 

But  yet 
He  sought  a  lower  level,  for  he  wrote, 
TuUiuf,'  tliu  story  with  a  diflerent  hue,  — 
Telling  of  Ireedom.     He  desired  to  come, 
"  For  now,"  said  he,  '■  0  love,  may  all  be  well." 
An.l  she  itjpc  up  against  it  in  her  soul. 
For  she  ileepised  him.     And  with  passionate  tears 
Of  shame,  she  wi«te,  and  only  wrote  these  words, — 
"  Herbert,  I  will  not  see  you." 

Then  she  drooped 
Again ;  it  Is  so  bitler  to  despise ; 
And   all   her    strength,   when    autumn    leaves    do' 

dropped, 
Ftdi  from  her.     "  Ah  1 "  she  tboiight,  "  I  rose  up  once, 
I  cannot  rise  up  now  ;  here  is  the  end." 
And  all  her  kinsfolk  thought,  "  It  Is  tlie  end." 
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But  when  tbat  other  heard,  "  It  Is  the  end," 
Ilis  heart  was  siofc,  and  he,  as  by  a  power 
Far  stronger  than  hiinaelf,  was  driven  to  her. 
Reason  retailed  against  it,  but  his  will 
Required  it  of  him  with  a  craving  strong 
As  life,  and  passionate  though  hopeless  p^n. 


She,  when  she  saw  his  face,  ci 

Full  quietly,  let  all  excuses  pass 

Not  answered,  and  considered  yet  again. 

"  He  ha-l  heard  that  she  was  sick ;  what  could  he  do 
But  eoroe,  and  ask  her  pardon  that  he  came  ?  " 
Wliat  could  he  Uo,  indeed  ?  —  a  weak  white  giri 
HcM  all  his  heartstrings  in  her  small  while  hand  ; 
His  youth,  and  power,  and  majesty  wure  hers. 

She  looked,  and  pitied  him, 
Then  spoke :  "  He  loves  me  with  a  Inve  that  lasts. 
Ah  me  !  that  I  might  get  away  from  it. 
Op,  belter,  hear  it  said  that  love  js  not, 
And  thi-n  I  could  have  rePt.     My  time  ia  short, 
I  think,  —  so  short."     And  roused  ajimnst  himself 
In  stormy  wrath,  that  it  should  be  his  doom 
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Ili^r  to  diw^iiiet  whom  lie  loved,  —  ay,  her 
For  whom  lie  wohIiI  have  given  all  his  rest, 
ir  there  were  any  left  to  give,  —  he  took 
lltT  worJs  lip  bravely,  promising  once  more 
Alisenee,  anil  praying  pardon  ;  but  some  teara 
Diopped  quietly  upon  her  clieek. 

Slie  said,  "  for  there  is  sometbiiig  to  be  told. 
Some  wonls  that  you  must  hear. 

"  And  first,  hear  this ; 
God  has  been  good  to  me  ;  you  must  not  think 
That  I  despair.     There  ia  a  quiet  time 
Like  evenitig  in  my  eoiil.     I  have  no  heart, 
For  eruel  Herbert  killed  it  long  ago, 
And  death  strides  on.     Sit,  then,  and  give  your  mind 
To  listen,  and  your  eyes  to  look  at  me. 
Look  nt  ray  face,  Lauranee,  how  white  it  is ; 
Look  at  my  hand,  —  my  h^auty  is  all  gone." 
And  Laumnee  lifliud  up  liis  eyes;  be  looked. 
But  answered,  from  their  deeps  that  held  no  doubt. 
Far  otherwise  than  she  had  willed :  they  said, 
"  LoTP.lier  than  ever." 

Tet  her  words  went  on. 
Cold,  and  so  quiet,  "  I  have  sufiered  mucli, 
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And  I  would  fiin  that  none  who  care  for  me 
Shoul<l  suffer  a  like  pang  that  I  can  spare. 
Thurefbre,"  said  she,  and  not  at  all  could  blush, 
"  1  have  brought  my  mind  of  late  to  tliink  of  this : 
That  since  your  life  is  spoilt  (not  willingly, 
My  God,  not  willingly  by  me),  't  wi:re  well 
To  give  you  choice  of  griefs. 

"  VVere  it  not  boat 
To  weep  for  a  dead  love,  and  afti^rwanis 
Be  comforted  the  sooner,  that  she  died 
Remote,  and  left  not  in  your  bouse  and  life 
Aught  to  remind  you  ?     That  indeed  were  best. 
But  were  it  best  to  weep  for  a  dead  wife. 
And  let  tlie  sorrow  spend  aad  satisfy 
Itself  vfitli  all  expression,  and  bo  end  ? 
Ithinknotso;  but  if  for  you 't  is  best. 
Then,  —  do  not  answer  with  too  sudden  words; 
It  matters  much  to  yoy  ;  not  much,  not  much 
To  me,  —  then  truly  I  will  die  your  wife  ; 
I  will  marry  you." 

What  was  he  like  to  say, 
But,  overcome  with  love  and  tears,  to  choose 
The  keener  sorrow,  — take  it  to  his  heart. 
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C^ioriali  it,  nirikH  it  part  of  him,  ami  watch 

Those  eyiis,  that  were  his  light,  till  they  should  close  1 

He  answered  her  with  eager,  faltering  words, 

"  I  choose,  —  my  heart  is  yours,  —  die  in  my  arms." 

But  was  it  well  ?     Truly,  at  first,  for  him 

It  was  not  well :  he  saw  her  fade,  and  tried, 

"  When  may  this  be  ?  "     She  answered,  "  When  you 

will," 
And  eared  not  much,  for  very  faint  she  grew. 
Tired  and  cold.     Oft  in  her  soul  she  thought, 
"  If  I  could  slip  away  hefore  the  ring 
Is  on  my  hand,  it  were  a  blesseil  lot 
For  both,  —  a  blessed  thing  for  him,  and  me." 

But  it  was  not  so ;  for  the  day  had  come,  — 
IVas  over :  days  and  months  had  tome,  and  Death,  — 
Within  whose  shadow  she  had  lain,  whieli  made 
Earth  and  ita  loves,  and  even  its  bitterness, 
Indifferent, —  Death  withdrew  himself,  and  life 
Woke  up.  and  found  that  it  was  foldtd  fast, 
Drawn  to  another  life  forevermore. 
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O,  whnt  awaking!     Aftra  it  there  came 

Great  silence.     She  got  up  onte  more,  in  spring, 

And  walked,  but  not  alone,  among  the  flowers. 

She  thought  within  herself,  "  What  have  I  done? 

How  shall  I  do  the  rest  ?  "     And  he,  who  felt 

IltT  inmost  thought,  was  silent  even  as  she. 

"  What  have  we  done  ?"  she  thought.     But  as  for  I 

When  she  began  to  look  him  in  the  face, 

Considering,  "  Tliua  and  thus  his  features  are," 

For  she  had  never  thought  on  them  before. 

She  read  their  grave  repose  aright.     She  knew 

That  in  the  stronghold  of  his  heart,  held  back, 

Hidden  reserves  of  measureless  content 

Kept  house  with  happy  thought,  for  her  sake  mute. 

Most  patient  Muriel !  when  lie  brought  her  home. 
She  took  the  place  they  gave  her,  —  strove  to  pleas 
His  kin,  and  did  not  fall ;  but  yet  thought  on, 
"  What  have  I  done  ?  how  shall  I  do  the  rest  ? 
Ah  !  fo  contented,  Laurance,  with  this  wife 
Tlvat  loves  you  not^  for  all  the  statellness 
And  grandenr  of  your  manhooii,  and  the  deeps 
In  your  blue  eyes."     And  afer  that  awhile 
She  rested  from  such  thinking,  put  it  by 
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And  waited.     Siie  liaA  thought  on  death  bufore  ; 
But  no,  this  Muriel  was  not  yet  to  die; 
And  when  she  saw  her  little  tender  babe, 
She  felt  how  much  the  happy  days  of  life 
Outweigh  the  sorrowful,     A  tiny  thing, 
Whom  when  it  slept  the  lovely  mother  nursed 
With  reverent  love,  whom  when  it  woke  she  fed 
And  wondered  at,  and  lost  herself  in  long 
Rapture  of  watching,  and  contentment  deep. 

Once  while  she  sat,  this  babe  upon  her  tnee, 
Her  husband  and  his  father  standing  nigh, 
About  to  ride ;  the  grandmother,  all  pride 
And  consequence,  so  deep  in  learned  talk 
Of  infants,  and  their  little  ways  and  wiles, 
Broke  off  to  say,  "  I  never  saw  a  babe 
So  like  ils  father."     And  the  thought  was  new 
To  Muriel ;  she  looked  up,  and  when  she  looked. 
Her  husband  smiled.     And  she,  the  lovely  bloom 
Flushing  her  face,  woald  fain  ho  had  not  known, 
Nor  noticed  her  surprise.     But  he  did  know ; 
Yet  there  was  pleasure  in  his  smile,  and  love 
Tender  and  strong.     IIo  kissed  her,  kissed  his  babe. 
With  "  Goody,  you  are  left  in  chai^,  take  care." 
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"  A''  it'  I  needed  ttlling,"  quoth  the  dame  ; 
And  t\<ey  were  gone. 

Tlmn  Muriel,  lost  In  thought, 
G^zed  ;  and  the  grand  mother,  with  open  pride, 
Tended  the  lovely  pair ;  till  Muriel  s^d, 
'■  Is  she  90  like  ?     Dear  granny,  get  me  now 
The  picture  that  bis  father  has  " ;  and  soon 
The  old  woman  put  it  in  her  hand. 

The  wife, 
Considering  it  with  deep  and  strange  deli<rlit, 
Forgot  for  once  her  babe,  and  looked  and  learned. 

A  mnutli  for  mastery  and  manful  work, 

A  certain  brooding  sweetness  in  the  eyes, 

A  brow,  the  harbor  of  grave  thought,  and  hair 

S.ixon  of  hue.     She  conned;  then  blushed  again, 

Remembering  now,  when  she  had  looked  on  bim. 

The  sudden  radimue  of  her  hanband's  smile. 

But  Muriel  did  not  send  the  picture  back ; 
She  kept  it;  while  her  beauty  and  her  babe 
Flourished  together,  and  in  health  and  peace 
She  lived. 

Her  husband  never  said  to  her. 
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'■  I-ove,  are  you  liappj*  ?  "  never  ealJ  to  ber, 

"  Siveet,  (to  you  love  me  ?"  and  at  first,  whene'er 

They  rode  together  in  the  lanes,  anil  paused, 

Stopping  their  horses,  when  the  day  was  hot. 

In  the  shadow  of  a  tree,  to  watch  the  clouds, 

lluffled  in  drifting  on  the  jagged  rocks 

That  topped  the  mountains,  —  when  she  sat  by  him, 

Withdrawn  at  even  while  the  summer  stars 

CdJue  starting  out  of  nothing,  as  new  made, 

She  felt  a  little  trouble,  and  a  wish 

That  he  mould  yet  keep  silence,  and  he  did. 

That  one  reserve  he  would  not  touch,  but  still 

Eespected. 

Muriel  grew  more  brave  in  time. 
And  talked  at  ease,  and  felt  disquietude 
Fade.     And  another  child  was  given  to  her. 

"  Now  we  shall  do,"  the  old  great-grandsire  cried, 
"  For  this  is  the  right  sort,  a  boy."     "  Fie,  fie," 
Quoth  the  good  dame;  "but  never  heed  you,  love, 
He  thinks  them  both  as  right  as  right  can  be.'' 

But  Laurance  went  from  home,  eve  yet  the  boy 
Was  three  weeks  old.    It  fretted  him  to  go. 
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But  j-et  he  said,  "  I  must";  and  she  was  left 
Muoli  with  the  kindly  dame,  whose  gentle  care 
Was  like  a  mother's  ;  and  the  two  could  talk 
Sweutly,  for  all  the  difference  in  their  years. 

But  unaware,  the  wife  betrayed  a  wish 

That  she  bad  known  why  Laurance  lelt  her  thus. 

"  Ay,  love,"  the  dame  made  answer ;  "  for  he  siud, 

'  Goody,'  before  he  left, '  if  Muriel  ask 

No  question,  tell  her  naught ;  but  if  she  let 

Any  disfjuietude  appear  to  you. 

Say  what  you  know.'"      "What?"   Muriel  said,  s 
laughed, 

"  I  ask,  then." 

"  Child,  it  is  that  your  old  love, 

Some  two  months  past,  was  here.     Nay,  never  start ; 

He  'a  gone.     He  came,  our  Lauranoe  met  him  near; 

He  said  that  he  was  going  over  seas, 

'  And  might  I  see  your  wife  this  only  once, 

And  get  her  pardon  ? '  " 

"Mercy!  "Muriel  cried, 

"  But  Laurance  does  not  wish  it  ?  " 

Quoth  the  good  dame. 
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90  LAURAN'CE. 

"I  cannot,"  MHricI  cried; 
"  Ho  doca  not,  surely,  think  I  should." 

"  Not  he," 
Tiie  kind  old  woman  said,  right  sootliingly. 


"  Does  no 
What  you 

t  he  ever  know,  love,  ever  do 
1  like  best  ?  " 

And  Muriel,  trembling  y 

■et, 

Agrued. 

"  I  heard  him  aay,"  the  dame  went  on. 

"  F6r  I  Wi 

19  with  him  when  they  met  that  day. 

'  It  would 

not  be  agreeable  to  my  wife'" 

Tlien  Mtinel,  pondering,  — "  And  he  said  no  more? 

You  think  he  did  not  add,  '  nor  to  myself'  ?  " 

And  with  her  soft,  calm,  inward  voice,  the  dame 

TInruffleil  answered,  "No,  sweet  heart,  not  he: 

What  need  he  care  ?  "  "  And  why  not  ?  "  Muriel  cried, 

Longing  to  hear  the  answer.     "  O,  he  knows, 

He  knows,  love,  vc^ry  well : "  —  with  tliat  she  smiled. 

"  Bless  your  fair  ftc-e,  you  have  not  really  thought 

He  did  not  know  jou  loveil  him  ?  " 

Muriel  said, 
"  He  never  told  me,  goody,  that  he  knew." 
"  Well,"  quoth  the  dame,  "  but  it  may  ehanco,  my  dear. 
That  he  thinks  best  to  let  old  troubles  sleep; 
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Why  need  he  rause  thuin  ?     You  ai-*!  Iiappy,  sure  ? 
But  if  one  asks,  '  Art  Lappy  ?  '  wliy,  it  sets 
The  thoughts  a-working.     No,  say  I,  let  love. 
Let  peace  and  happy  folk  alone. 

"  He  sajd, 
'  It  would  not  be  agreeable  to  my  wile.* 
Ami  he  wi^nt  on  to  add ;  in  courae  of  time 
That  he  would  ask  you,  when  it  suited  you, 
Tu  write  a  few  kind  words." 

"  Yes,"  Muriel  said, 
"  I  can  do  tiiat." 

The  soft  voliie  add&l,  "  to  take  down  that  tbild. 
Laurance  had  written  oft  about  the  child. 
And  now,  at  last,  the  fathor  made  it  known 
He  could  not  take  him.     He  has  lost,  they  say. 
His  money,  with  much  gambling ;  now  he  wants 
To  lead  a  good,  true,  working  life.     lie  wrote, 
And  let  this  so  be  seen,  that  Laurance  went 
And  took  the  child,  and  took  the  money  down 
To  pay." 

And  Muriel  found  her  talking  sweet. 
And  asked  once  more,  the  rather  that  she  longed 
To  speak  again  of  Laurance,  "  And  you  think 
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He  knows  1  love  Lim?" 

"  Ay,  good  aooth,  he  knoma 
No  fear;  but  ha  ia  like  his  fatlier,  love. 
Hia  father  never  asked  my  prettj-  child 
One  prying  question ;  took  her  as  she  was ; 
Trusted  her ;  she  has  told  me  so :  he  knew 
A  woman's  nature.     Lauranoe  is  the  same. 
He  knows  you  love  hlin ;  but  he  will  not  speak ; 
Ko,  never.     Some  men  are  such  geatlemen  !" 
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SONGS  OF   THE   NIGHT   WATCHES, 


INTRODUCTORY. 

[Old  Engm  Manner.) 

APPRENTICED. 

"/~*OME  out  and  hear  the  waters  sljojt,  t)ie  owlet 

V ^         hoot,  the  owlet  hoot ; 

Yon  crescent  moon,  a  golden  boat,  hangs  dim  behind 
the  tree,  O ! 
T.ie  dropping  thorn  makes  white  the  griw,  0  sweet- 
est lass,  and  sweetest  lass ; 
Come  out  and  smell  tbc  ricks  of  hay  adown  the  croft 
with  mo,  O ! " 

"My  granny  nods  Viefure  lier  wheel,  and  drops  her  reel, 
and  drops  her  reel; 
My  father  with  his  crony  talks  as  gay  as  gay  can 
be,0! 
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But  all  die  milk  is  yet  to  ekiin,  ero  light  wax  dim, 
light  wax  dim; 
How  can  I  step  adoivn  the  froft,  my  ■prenticu 
with  thee,  0  ?  " 

"And   must   ye   bide,  yet  wnltiiif '9  Ion",  and  lov 
strong,  and  love  is  stroni'- ; 
And  0 !  had  I  but  served  the   time,   tliat  t.a?;ei 
long  to  flee,  01 
And  thou,  my  lass,  by  morning's  light  wast  all  in  wl 
wast  all  in  white, 
And   parson   stood   within   the  rails,  a-marryinf 
and  thee,  O." 


THE    FIRST    WATCPI. 


O,  I  W017LD  tell  you  more,  but  I  am  tired ; 

For  I  have  longed,  and  I  have  had  my  wi 
I  pleadfd  in  my  spirit,  I  desired  : 

"  Ah  I  let  me  only  see  him,  and  be  still 
All  my  days  after." 
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Eoek,  and  rook,  aii^l  rock. 
Over  the  falling,  rising  wa'tory  world, 

Siul,  beautiful  ship,  along  the  leaping  main ; 
The  chirping  land-birda  follow  flouk  on  flock 

To  light  on  a,  warmer  plain. 
White  aa  weaned  liunbs  the  little  wavelets  eurled, 
Fail  over  in  harmless  play. 
As  these  do  far  away  ; 
Sail,  bird  of  doom,  along  the  shimmering  sm, 
All  under  thy  broad  wings  that  overshadow  thee. 


I  am  so  tired. 
If  I  would  comfort  me,  I  know  not  how, 
For  I  have  seen  thee,  lad,  as  I  dtsired. 
And  I  have  nothing  left  to  long  for  now. 

Nothing  at  all.     And  did  I  wait  for  thee, 

Often  and  often,  while  the  light  grew  dim. 
And  through  the  lilac-branehes  I  could  see. 
Under  a  saffron  sky.  the  purple  rim 
0'  the  heaving  moorland  ?  Ay.     And  then  woiil  1  float 
Up  from  behind-^ as  it  were  a  golden  boat. 
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Frtiiglited  wiWi  fiitioies,  all  o'  t!ie  wondar  of  life, 

Love  —  suc-li  a  slender  nioon,  going  up  and  up, 
IVajiing  so  fast  from  night  to  night, 
Anil  swelling  like  an  orange  flower-bud,  bright, 

Fated,  mL'tbought,  to  round  as  to  a  golden  cup, 
And  bold  to  my  two  lips  life's  best  of  wine. 
Most  beautiful  erescent  moon, 
Ship  of  the  sky ! 
Across  the  unfurrowed  reaches  sailing  high. 
Mf'thought  tliat  it  would  come  my  way  lull  sooi 
Laden  wit.h  blessings  that  were  all,  all  mine,  — 
A  golden  ship,  with  balm  and  spieeries  rife. 
That  ere  its  day  was  done  should  hear  thee  call  ir 


All  over !  the  celestial  sign  hath  failed  ; 

The  orange  flower-bud  shuts ;  the  ship  hath  sailed, 

And  sunk  behind  the  long  low-lying  bills. 
The  love  that  fed  on  dally  kisses  dieth ; 
The  love  kept  warm  by  nearness  lieth, 
Wounded  and  wan  ; 
The  love  hope  nourished  bitter  tears  distils, 
And  ^nts  with  naught  to  feed  upon. 
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Only  there  stiireth  very  deep  below 
The  hidden  beating  slow, 
And  the  blind  yearning,  and  the  long-iira 
Of  the  love  that  comiuera  death. 


Had  we  not  loved  full  long,  and  lost  all  fear, 
My  ever,  my  only  dear  ? 
Yea ;  and  I  saw  thee  start  upon  thy  way. 
So  sure  that  we  should  meet 
Upon  our  trysting-day. 
And  even  absenee  then  to  mo  was  aweet, 
Because  it  brought  me  time  to  brood 
Upon  thy  deameaa  in  the  solitude. 
But  ah  1  to  stay,  and  stay, 
And  let  that  moon  of  April  wane  ilself  away. 

And  let  the  lovely  May 
Make  ready  all  her  buds  for  June ; 
And  let  the  glossy  finch  forego  her  tune 
That  she  brought  with  her  in  the  spring, 
And  nevermore,  I  think,  to  me  tan  sing; 
And  tlien  to  leail  tliee  home  another  bride. 
In  the  sultry  summer-tide. 
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And  ali  foivji^t  rae  save  for  shame  full  sore, 
That  made  thee  pray  me,  absent,  "See  my  fate  e 


O,  hard,  most  hard  I     But  while  my  fretted  heart 
Shut  out,  shut  down,  and  fuU  of  yain, 
Sobbed  to  itself  apart, 
Ached  to  itself  in  vain, 
Oae  came  who  loveth  me 

As  I  love  thee 

And  let  my  God  remember  him  for  tiiis. 
As  I  do  hope  lie  will  forget  thy  kiss, 
Nor  visit  on  thy  statuly  head 
Aught  tliat  thy  moudi  hath  sworn,  or  thy  two  eyes  h 

He  came,  and  it  was  dark.     He  came,  and  sighed, 

Because  he  knew  the  sorrow,  —  whispering  low. 

And  fast,  and  thick,  as  one  that  speaks  by  rote  : 

"  The  vessel  lieth  in  the  river  reach, 

A  mile  above  the  beaeh, 

And  she  will  sail  at  the  turiiiog  o'  the  tide." 

He  said,  "  I  have  a  boat, 

And  were  it  good  to  go. 
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And  unbeholdcn  in  the  vessel's  wake 
Look  on  the  man  thou  iovedst,  and  forgive. 
As  he  embarks,  a  shameful  fugitive. 
Come,  then,  with  me." 


O,  how  he  sighed  1     The  little  stars  did  wink. 
And  it  was  very  dark.     I  gave  my  hand,  — 
He  led  me  out  acroas  the  pasture  land, 
And  tlirough  the  narrow  croft, 
Down  to  the  river's  brink. 
When  thou  wast  full  in  spring,  thou  little  sleepy  thing. 
The  yellow  fli^  that  broidered  thee  would  stand 
Up  to  tbdr  chins  in  water,  and  full  oft 
We  pulled  them  and  the  other  shining  flowers, 

That  alt  are  gone  to-day : 
IVe  two,  that  had  so  many  things  to  say, 

So  many  hopes  to  render  clear ; 
And  they  are  all  gone  after  thee,  my  dear,  — 
Gone  after  those  sweet  hours. 
That  tender  tight,  that  balmy  rain ; 
Gone  "  as  a  wind  that  passeth  awaj', 
And  eometh  iiot  again." 
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I  only  saw  the  stars,  —  I  could  not  see 

The  river,  —  and  tliej-  seemed  (o  lie 

As  far  below  as  tlie  other  stars  were  high. 

I  trembled  like  »  thing  abotit  to  die : 
It  was  so  awful  'neath  the  majesty 
Of  that  great  crystal  height,  that  overhung 
The  blaehness  at  our  feet. 
Unseen  to  flaet  and  fleet 
The  floL-king  stars  among, 
And  only  hear  the  dipping  of  the  oar, 
And  the  amali  wave's  caressing  of  the  darksome  shore. 


Less  real  it  waa  than  any  dream. 
Ah  me  I  to  hear  the  bending  willows  shiver. 
As  we  shot  quickly  from  the  silent  river. 

And  felt  the  swaying  and  the  ilow 
That  bore  us  down  the  deeper,  wider  stream, 

Whereto  its  nameless  waters  go : 
O  I  I  .fhall  always,  when  I  shut  mine  eyes, 

See  that  weird  sight  again  ; 
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The  lighls  from  anchored  vessels  liung ; 
The  phantom  moon,  that  sprung 
Sudiienly  iip  in  dim  and  angry  wise, 
From  the  rim  o'  the  moaning  main, 
And  touched  with  elfin  light 
The  two  long  oars  whereby  we  ni^do  our  flight. 
Along  the  reaches  of  the  night  ; 
Then  furrowed  up  a  lowering  clood, 
Went  in,  and  left  us  darker  than  before, 
To  feel  our  way  as  tlie  midnight  watches  wore. 
And  lie  in  her  lee,  with  mournful  faces  bowed, 
That  should  receive  and  bear  with  her  away 
The  brightest  portion  of  my  puuniest  day,  — 
The  laughter  of  the  knil,  the  sweetness  of  the  shore. 


Anil  I  beheld  thee :  saw  the  lantern  flush 

Down  on  thy  face,  when  thou  ili<lst  ;;lind)  the  side. 

Anil  thou  wert  pale,  pale  as  the  patient  bride 

That  followed:  both  a  little  sad. 
Leaving  of  home  and  kin.     Thy  courage  glad, 

That  once  did  hear  thee  on, 
That  brow  of  thine  hail  lost ;  the  fervor  rash 
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Of  unforeboding  you  ill  fhoti  hadst  foregone. 
(),  what  a  little  moment,  what  a  erumb 
Of  comfort  for  a  heart  to  feed  upon  I 
And  that  was  all  its  sunt : 
A  glimpse,  and  not  a  meeting, — 
A  drawing  near  by  night, 
To  sigh  to  thee  an  unacknowledged  greeting, 
And  all  between  the  flashing  of  a  light 
And  its  retreating. 


Tlien  after,  ere  she  spread  her  wafting  wings, 
Tlie  ship,  — ■  and  weighed  her  anchor  to  depart, 
"Wa  stole  from  her  dark  lee,  like  guilty  things ; 

And  there  was  alienee  in  my  heart, 
And  silence  in  the  upper  and  the  nether  deep. 

O  sleep!  O  sleep! 
Do  not  forget  me.     Sometimes  come  and  sweep. 
Now  1  have  nothing  left,  thy  healing  band 
Over  the  lids  that  crave  thy  visits  bhind, 
Thou  kind,  thou  comforting  one : 
For  I  have  seen  his  face,  as  I  desired, 
And  all  my  story  la  done. 
O,  I  am  tired  ! 
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THE   MIDDLE     WATCH. 


1  WOKE  in  the  night,  and  tlie  darkntsss  was  lieavy  and 

I  liad  known  it  was  dark  in  my  sleep, 
And  I  rose  and  looked  out, 
And  the  fathomless  vault  was  all  sparkling,   set  thitk 

round  about 
With  the  anuient  inhabiters  silent,  and  wheeling  too  far 
For  man's  heart,  like  a  voyaging  frigatii,  to  sail,  where 

In  the  sheen  of  their  giory  they  lloat. 
Or  man's  soul,  like  a  bird,  to  %  near,  of  their  beams  to 
partake. 
And  dazed  in  their  w:tke. 
Drink  day  that  is  born  of  a  star. 
I  murmured,  "  Remoteness  and  greatness,  liow  deep  you 

liow  afar  in  the  rim  of  the  whole  ; 
You  know  nothing  of  me,  nor  of  man,  nor  of  earth,  O, 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Of  our  light-bearep, — drawing  the   marvellous  moons 
as  thcj  roll, 
Of  OUP  regent,  the  sun. 
I  look  on  you  trembling,  and  think,  in  the  dark  with  my 

"  How  small  is  our  plaoe  'mid  tlie  kingdoms  and  nations 

These  are  greater  than  we,  every  one." 
And  there  falls  a  great  fear,  and  a  dread  cometh  over, 
that  cries, 
"  O  my  hope !     la  tliere  any  mistake  V 
Did  He  speak V     Did  I  hear?     Did  I  listen  aright,  if 

He  spake  ? 
Dill  I  answer  Him  duly?  for  surely  I  now  am  awake, 

Ifneverl  woke  until  now." 
And  a  light,  baffling  wind,  that  leads  nowhitlier,  plays 

As  a  sleep,  I  must  think  on  my  day,  of  my  path  as 

Or  trodden  in  dreams,  in  a  dreamland  wlio^e  coasts  are 

a  doubt ; 
Wlicise   countries  recede   from   my   thought",   as  they 

grope  round  about, 
And  vanish,  an<l  tell  me  not  how. 
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Be  kind  to   our   ilarknoas,   O   Fashioner,   dwelling   in 
light. 
And  feetling  the  lamps  of  the  sky  ; 
Look  down  upon  this  one,  and  let  it  be  sweet  in  Thy 
sight, 
I  pray  Thee,  to-night. 
O  watch  whom  Thou  madcst  to  dwell  on  its  sod,  Thou 

Most  High  I 
]or  tills  is  a  world  full  of  sorrow  (there  may  be  but 

one); 
Jiecp  wat^^b  o'er  its  dust,  else  Thy  children  for  aye  are 
undone, 
For  this  is  a  world  where  we  die. 


With  that,  a  still  voice  in  my  spirit  that  moved  and  that 
yearned, 
(There  fell  a  great  ealm  while  it  spake.) 
I  hail  heard  it  erewhiie,  but  the  noises  of  life  are  so 

Tliiit  sometimes  it  dies  in  the  cry  of  the  street  and  the 

To   the   simple   it   eometh,  —  the  child,  or   asleep,   or 
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And  'thej-  know  not  from  wlienee  ;   of  its  nature  tLe 

wise  never  learned 
By   his   wisdom;   ils   secret   the   worker   ne'er  earntid 
By  his  toil ;  and  the  rieli  among  men  never  bought  with 
his  gold ; 
Nor  the  times  of  ils  visiting  monaruhs  controlled. 

Nor  the  jester  put  down  with  liLs  jeers 
(For  it  moves  where  it  will),  nor  its  season  the 
aged  <iisi;crned 
By  thought,  in  the  ripeness  of  years. 

0  elder  than  reason,  and  stronger  than  will  I 
A  voice,  when  the  dark  world  is  still ; 
Whence  eometh  it  ?     Father  Immortal,  thou  kuowest ! 

and  we,— 
We  are  sure  of  that  witness,  that  sense  which  is  sent  us 

of  Thee ; 
For  it  moves,  and  it  yearns  in  its  fellowship  mighty  and 

And  let  down  to  our  hearts  it  is  touched  by  the  tears 
that  we  shed  ; 

It  is  more  than  all  meanings,  and  over  all  strife  ; 
On  ils  tongue  are  the  laws  of  our  life. 
And  it  counts  up  the  times  of  the  dead. 
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I  will  fear  you,  O  stars,  never  more. 
I  have  felt  it  I     Go  on,  wUlle  the  world  is  asleep, 
Golden  islands,  faat  moored  in  God's  iiifiniti;  deep. 
Hark,  bark  to  ihe  words  of  sweet  fasLion,  the  harpings 

of  yore ! 
How  thty  san;;  to  Him,  seer  and  Baiiit,in  the  far  away 

"  The  heavens  are  the  work  of  Thy  hands; 
Thoy  shall  periBh,  but  Thou  shall  endure ; 
Tea,  they  all  shall  wax  old,  — 
But  Thy  throne  is  estubliabed,  O  God,  and  Tliy  yeara 
are  made  sure  ; 
They  shall  perish,  but  Thou  shalt  endure, — 
They  shall  pass  like  a  tale  that  is  told." 

Doth  He  answer,  the  Anulent  of  Dap  ? 
Will  He  speak  in  the  tongue  and  the  fashion  of 
men? 
(Hist !  hist !  while  the  heaven-hung  multitudes  shine  in 

His  praise. 
His  language  of  old.)     Nay,  Ho  spoke  with  them  first ; 
it  was  then 
They  lifted  their  eyes  to  His  throne : 
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"  Tliey  shall  oali  on  Me,  '  Tliou  art  our  Father,  our 

Goil,  Tliou  alone  ! ' 
For  I  made  them,  I  led  them  iii  deserts  and  desolate 

I  have  found  them  a  R.msom  Divine  ■ 
1  have  loved  them  with  love  everlasting,  the  children  of 

I  swear  by  JMyself,  they  are  Mine." 


THE    MORNING    WATCH. 
THE   CO.MING   IN   OF   THE   "  MERMAIDEN." 

THE  moon  is  bleached  as  white  as  wool, 
And  just  dropping  under ; 
Every  star  ia  gone  hut  three, 

And  they  hang  far  asunder,  — 
There 's  a.  sea^host  all  in  gray, 
A  tall  shape  of  wonder  1 

I  am  not  satisfied  with  sleep,— 
The  night  is  not  ended. 
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But  look  how  the  sea-ghost  cornea. 

With  wan  akii-ta  extended, 
Stealing  up  in  tliia  weird  hour, 

When  light  and  dark  are  Wended. 

A  vessel !     To  the  old  pier  end 
Her  hajipy  eourse  she 's  kei^ping  ; 

I  heard  them  name  her  yesterday : 
Some  were  pale  with  weeping  ; 

Some  with  their  heart-hunger  sighed ; 
She 's  in,  —  and  they  are  sleeping. 

O  !  now  with  fancied  greetings  bk'St, 
They  comfort  their  long  aching : 

The  sea  of  sleep  hath  borne  to  tbem 
What  would  not  come  with  waking. 

And  the  dreams  shall  most  be  true 
In  their  blissful  breaking. 

The  Rtara  are  gone,  the  rosp-bloom  conn 
No  blush  of  maid  is  sweeter ; 

The  red  sun,  halfway  out  of  bed, 
Shall  be  the  first  to  greet  her. 

None  teW  the  news,  yet  p|pepet«  wake, 
And  rise,  ami  run  to  meet  her. 
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Thi^ir  lost  they  liave,  they  hold  ;  ii-om  pain 

A  keener  blisa  they  borrow. 
How  natural  is  joy,  iny  heart! 

How  easy  after  sorrow ! 
For  once,  the  best  is  eonie  that  hope 

Promised  them  "  to-morrow." 


A^ 


CONCLUDING  SONG  OF  DAWN. 

[Old  Esglis/i  Manner,} 
A  MORN  OF  MAY. 
LI.  the  clouds  about  tlie  sun  lay  up  in  golden 


(Merry  rinys  tlie   niaiden'a  voice  that  sings  at  dawn 

of  day:) 
Lambkina  woke  and  skipped  around  to  tiry  [heir  dewy 

fleeces, 
So  sweetly  as  she  carolled,  all  on  a  mom  of  May. 

Quoih  the  Sergeant,  "  Here  I'll  halt;  here's  wine  of 
joy  liir  drinking ; 
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To   my  haart   she   seta   her   hand,    and    in    tlie    strings 

doth  play  ; 
All  among  the  daffodils,  and  fairer  to  my  thinkinj;, 
And  frKsh  aa   milk   and  roses,  she  sits  this   morn   of 

May." 

Quoth  the  Sergeant,  "  Work  is  work,  trnt  any  j-e  might 

If  I  worked  for  you,  dear  lass,  I  'd  tount  my  holiday. 
I  'in  your  slave  for  good  and  all,  an'   if  ye  will  but 

So  sweetly  as  ye  carol  upon  this  morn  of  May." 

"  Medals  count  for  worth,"  quoth  she,  "and  scars  are 

worn  for  honor ; 
But  a  slave  an'  if  ye  be,  kind  wooer,  go  your  wai ." 
All  the  nodding  daffodils  woke  up  and  laughed  upon 

0  !  sweetly  did  she  carol,  all  on  that  morn  of  May. 

Gladsome  leaves  upon  the   bough,   they  fluttered  hf.t 

and  faster, 
Fretting  brook,  till  he  woulil  speak,  did  chide  tiie  dull 
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Btautj- !  when  I  said  a  slave,  1  think  I  meant  a  maa- 

So  sweetly  as  je  oarol  all  on  this  morn  of  Maj. 

"  Lass,  I   loye   you !     Love  is  strong,  anil  some  men's 

hearts  are  tender." 
Far  sfae   sought  o'er  wood   and   wold,  but   fouiid   not 

Mounting  lark  nor  mantling  cloud  would  any  counsel 

render, 
Though  sweetly  she  had  carolled  upon  that  morn  of 

May. 

Shy,  she  sought  the  wooer's  face,  and  deemed  the  woo- 
ing mended ; 

Proper  man  he  mas,  good  sooth,  and  one  would  h:ive 
his  way  : 

So  the  lass  was  made  a  wife,  and  so  thn  song  was 
ended. 

0  t  sweiitly  she  did  carol  all  on  that  morn  of  May. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


N'' 


A    STOBY  OF   DOOBI. 


BOOK  I. 

J ILOIYA  Saul  to  Noah,  ■'  Wliat  ailetli  thee. 
My  masler,  unto  whom  is  ray  desire, 
The  father  of  my  aong  ?  "     He  answered  lier, 
"  Mother  of  many  children,  I  liave  heard 
The  Voice  again."     "  Ah,  me ! "  she  saitli,  "  ah,  me 
What  spake  it?"  aad  with  tliat  Niloiya  sighed. 

This  when  the  Master-builder  hean),  his  heart 
Was  sad  in  him,  the  while  he  sat  at  home 
And  rested  after  toil.     The  steady  rap 
O'  the  shipwright's  hammer  sounding  up  the  vale 
Did  seem  to  mock  him ;  but  her  distaff  down 
Niloiya  laid,  and  to  the  doorptaee  went, 
Parted  the  purple  eovering  seemly  hung 
Before  it,  and  let  in  the  crimson  light 
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Of  tlie  descending  sun.     Tlmn  looked  b«  forth,— 
Looked,  and  beheld  the  hollow  where  the  ark 
Was  a-preparing ;  where  the  dew  distilled 
All  night  from  leaves  of  old  lien -aloe-trees, 
Upon  the  gliding  river;  where  the  palm, 
The  almug,  and  the  gophir  shot  their  heads 
Into  the  crimson  brede  that  dyed  the  worlii : 
And  lol  he  marked  —  unwieldy,  dark,  and  huge  — 
The  ship,  his  glory  and  his  grief,  —  too  vast 
For  that  still  river's  floating,  —  building  far 
Prom  mightier  streams,  amid  the  pastoral  della 
Of  shepherd  kings. 

Niloiya  spalte  again ; 
"  What  smd  the  Voice,  thou  well-beloveJ  man  ?  " 
lie,  laboring  with  his  thought  that  troubled  him. 
Spoke  on  behalf  of  God :  "  Behold,"  said  he, 
"  A  little  handful  of  unlovely  dust 
He  fashioned  to  a  lordly  grace,  and  when 
He  laughed  unon  ils  beauty,  it  waxed  warm, 
And  with  His  breatli  awote  a  living  soul. 

"  Shall  not  the  Fashioner  command  His  work? 
And  who  am  I,  that,  if  He  whisper,  '  Rise, 
Go  forth  upon  Mine  errand,'  should  reply. 
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'  Lonl,  God,  I  love  tlie  womiin  and  her  sons,  — 
I  love  not  scorning ;  I  beseech  Thee,  God, 

She  answered  liini,  "  Tell  on." 
And  he  continuing,  reasoned  with  his  soul: 
"  What  thougii  I  —  like  some  goodly  lama  sunk 
In  meadow  grass,  eating  her  way  at  ease, 
Unseen  of  them  that  pass,  and  asking  not 
A  wider  prospect  than  of  yellow  flowers 
Xliat  nod  above  her  head  —  should  lay  inu  down, 
And  willingly  foi^et  this  high  behest. 
There  should  be  yet  no  tarrying.     Furthermore, 
Though  I  went  forth  to  cry  agiunst  the  doom. 
Earth  erieth  louder,  and  she  draws  it  down : 
It  hangeth  balanced  over  us;  she  crieth, 
And  it  shall  fall.     0  !  as  for  me,  my  life 
Is  bitter,  looking  onward,  for  I  know 
Tliat  in  the  fulness  of  the  time  shall  dawn 
That  day  :  my  preaching  shall  not  bring  forth  fruit, 
Though  for  its  sake  I  leave  thee.     T  shall  float 
Upon  the  abhorred  sea,  that  mankind  liate, 
With  thee  and  thine." 

She  answered :  "  God  forbid  I 
For,  sir,  though  men  be  evil,  yet  the  deep 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Tliey  ilreaJ,  and  at  the  laat  will  surely  turn 
To  lUm,  and  He  long-au Bering  will  forgive, 
And  chide  the  watora  back  to  their  abyss, 
To  eover  the  pita  where  doleful  creaturi^s  feed. 
Sir,  I  am  much  atraid ;  I  would  not  hear 
Of  riding  on  the  waters  :  look  you,  sir. 
Better  it  were  to  die  with  you  by  hand 
Of  them  that  hate  us,  than  to  live,  ah  me  I 
Rolling  among  the  furrows  of  the  unquiet, 
i,  unfriendly,  dreadful  sea." 


He  saith  again  :  '■  I  pray  thee,  woman,  peace, 
For  thou  wilt  enter,  ivlien  that  day  appears, 
The-fateful  ship." 

"My  lord,"  quoth  she,  "  I  will 
But  0,  good  sir,  be  sure  of  this,  be  sore 
The  MasCiir  calleth;  for  the  time  is  long 
Tliat  tliou  hast  warned  the  world :  thou  art  but  he 
Three  days ;  the  song  of  welcoming  but  now 
Is  eniled.     I  behold  fhee,  1  am  glad ; 
And  wilt  thou  go  again  ?     Husband,  I  say. 
Be  sure  who  't  is  that  calleth ;  O,  be  sure. 
Be  sure.     My  mother's  ghost  came  up  last  night, 
Whilst  I  thy  beard,  held  in  my  hands  did  kiss. 
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Leaning  anear  thee,  wakeful  tlirough  my  love, 
And  watchful  of  tliee  till  the  moon  went  down. 


"  She  never  loved  me  since  I  went  with  thee 
To  satrifice  among  the  hills :  she  smelt 
The  holy  smoke,  and  eould  no  more  divme 
Till  the  new  moon.     I  saw  her  ghost  come  up; 
It  had  a  snake  with  a  re<\  comb  of  fire 
Twisted  about  its  waist,  —the  doggish  head 
Lolled  on  its  shoulder,  and  bo  leered  at  me. 
'  This  woman  might  be  wiser,'  quoth  the  ghoat; 
'  Shall  there  he  husbands  for  her  found  below, 
When  she  comes  down  to  us  ?     O,  fool !  O,  fool ! 
She  must  not  let  her  man  go  forth,  to  leave 
Her  desolate,  and  reap  the  whole  world's  seorn, 
A  harvest  for  himself     Witli  that  they  passed." 


He  said :  "  My  crystal  drop  of  pi 

I  pity  thee ;  it  was  an  evil  gho=t : 

Thou  wilt  not  heed  the  counsel  ?  "     "I  will  n< 

Quoth  she ;  "  I  am  loyal  to  the  Highest.     Hie 

I  hold  by  even  as  thou,  and  deem  Kim  best. 

Sir,  am  1  fairer  than  when  hist  we  met  V  " 
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"  Goi!  aiiil,"  said  he,  "  unto  thy  much  yet  more, 
A.fl  I  do  tbink  thou  art."     "  And  think  3'ou,  sir," 
Niloiya  siutb,  ■'  that  I  have  reached  the  prime  ?  " 
He  answering,  "  Nay,  not  yet"     "  I  would  't  were  so," 
-  She  plaint'th,  "  ibr  the  daughters  mock  at  me : 
Her  looks  forbear  to  grow,  they  say,  so  sore 
Slie  pineth  for  the  master.     Ix>ok  you,  sir. 
They  reach  but  to  the  knee.     But  tbou  art  come, 
And  all  goes  merrier.     Eat,  my  lord,  of  all 
My  snpper  that  I  set,  and  afterward 
Tell  me,  I  pray  thee,  somewhat  of  thy  way ; 
Else  shall  I  be  despised  as  Adam  was, 
Wlio  compassed  not  the  learning  of  his  sons, 
But,  grave  and  silent,  oft  would  lower  his  head 
And  ponder,  following  of  great  Isha's  feet, 
When  site  wouhl  walk  with  her  fair  lirow  upraised, 
Sooming  the  children  that  she  bare  to  him." 

"  Ay,"  quofh  the  Master ;  "  but  they  Jid  amiss 
When  they  despised  tlicir  father :  knowcst  tbou  that  ? 

"  Sure  he  was  foolisher,"  Niloiya  saith, 

"  Tlian  any  that  came  after.     Furthermore, 

He  bad  not  heart  nor  courage  for  to  rule : 
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Ua  let  the  mastury  fall  from  his  sLauk  hand. 
Had  not  our  glorious  mother  still  borne  up 
Ills  weakness,  chid  with  bim,  and  sat  apart, 
And  listened,  when  the  lit  came  over  him 
To  talk  on  bis  lost  garden,  he  had  eunk 
luto  the  slave  of  slavee." 

"Nay,  thou  must  think 
How  he  had  dwelt  long,  God's  loved  Lusbiindman, 
And  looked  in  liope  among  the  tribes  for  one 
To  be  his  fellow,  ere  great  Isha,  once 
Wiiking,  lie  found  at  his  left  side,  and  knew 
The  deep  delight  of  speech,"     So  Noah,  and  thus 
Added,  "  And  therefore  was  his  loss  the  more ; 
For  though  the  creatures  he  had  singled  out 
His  favorites,  dared  for  him  the  fiery  sword 
And  followed  after  him,  —  shall  bleat  of  lamb 
Console  one  for  the  foregone  talk  of  God  ? 
Oi-  in  the  afternoon,  his  faithful  dog, 
i'awning  upon  him,  make  bis  heart  forget 
At  such  a  time,  and  such  a  time,  to  have  heard 
What  he  shall  hear  no  more  ? 

"  0,  as  for  him, 
It  was  for  this  that  he  full  oft  would  stop, 
And,  lost  in  thought,  stand  and  revolve  that  deed, 
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Sail  muttering, '  Woman  !  we  reproach  tliee  not ; 
Though  thou  dlilst  eat  mine  immortility ; 
Earth,  be  not  sorry ;  I  was  free  to  choose.* 
Wonder  not,  therefore,  if  he  walked  forlorn. 
Was  not  the  helpmeet  given  to  raise  him  up 
From  his  contentment  with  the  lower  things? 
Was  she  not  somewhat  that  he  could  not  rule 
Beyond  the  action,  that  he  could  not  have 
By  the  mere  holding,  and  that  still  aspired 
And  drew  him  after  her?     So,  when  deceived 
She  fell  by  great  desire  to  rise,  he  fell 
By  loss  of  upward  drawing,  when  she  took 
An  evil  longue  to  be  her  counsellor ; 
'  Death  is  not  as  the  death  of  lower  things, 
Rather  a  glorious  change,  begrudged  of  Heaven, 
A  change  to  being  as  gods,'  —  he  from  her  hand. 
Upon  reflection,  took  of  death  tliat  bour, 
And  ate  it  (not  the  death  that  she  had  dared) ; 
He  ate  it  knowing.     Tlien  divisions  came. 
She,  like  a  spirit  strayed  who  lost  the  way, 
Too  venturesome,  among  the  farther  stars. 
And  hardly  cares,  because  it  hardly  hopes 
To  find  the  path  to  heaven  ;  in  hitter  wise 
Did  bear  to  him  degenerate  seed,  and  he. 
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Once  having  felt  her  upward  drawing,  longed, 
And  j-et  aspired,  and  yearned  to  be  restored. 
Albeit  she  drew  no  more." 

"  Sir,  ye  speak  well," 
Niioiya  salth, "  bat  yet  the  mother  sita 
HIglier  than  Adam.     He  did  understand 
Dlseourae  of  birds  and  all  four-footed  things, 
But  she  had  knowledge  of  the  miiny  tribes 
Of  angels  and  their  tongues;  their  playful  ways 
And  greetings  when  they  met.     Was  she  not  wise  i' 
Tliey  say  she  knew  much  that  she  never  told, 
And  had  a  voiee  that  called  to  her  as  tliou." 

"  Nay,"  quoth  the  Master-shipwright,  "  who  am  I 

That  I  should  answer  ?     As  for  me,  poor  man, 

Here  is  my  trouble :  '  if  there  be  a  Voiee,' 

At  first  I  cried,  'let  me  behold  the  montJi 

That  uttereth  it.'    Thereon  it  held  its  peace. 

But  afterward,  I,  journeying  up  the  hills, 

Did  hear  It  liollower  than  an  echo  fallen 

Across  some  clear  abyss ;  and  I  did  stop. 

Anil  ask  of  all  my  company,  '  What  cheer? 

If  there  he  spirits  abroad  that  call  to  us. 

Sirs,  hold  your  peace  and  hear.'     So  they  gave  heed, 
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And  ojifi  raan  said,  '  It  is  the  small  ground-doves 

That  peek  upon  tlie  stony  hillouks ' ;  one, 

'  It  is  the  maranioth  in  yon  cedar  swamp 

That  chewelh  in'his  dream  ' ;  and  one,  '  My  lord, 

It  is  the  ghost  of  hiai  that  yesternight 

We  slew,  because  he  grudged  to  yitid  his  wife 

To  thy  great  father,  when  he  peaceably 

Did  send  to  take  her.'     Then  1  answered,  '  Pass,' 

And  they  went  on ;  and  I  did  lay  mine  ear 

Close  to  the  earth ;  but  there  eauie  up  therefrom 

No  sound,  nor  any  speech;  I  waited  long, 

And  in  the  saying,  'I  will  mount  my  beast 

And  on,'  I  was  as  one  that  in  a  trance 

Buholdeth  what  is  coming,  and  I  saw 

Great  waters  and  a  sliip ;  and  somewhat  spake, 

'  Lo,  this  shall  be ;  let  him  that  hearcth  it. 

And  seeth  it,  go  forth  to  warn  his  kind. 

For  I  wilL  drown  the  world.'  " 

Niloiya  saith, 
"  Sir,  was  that  all  that  ye  went  forth  upon '/ " 
Tbu  master,  he  replieth,  "  Ay,  at  first, 
That  same  was  all;  but  many  days  went  by, 
iVhiie  I  did  reason  with  tay  heart  and  hope 
For  more,  and  struggle  to  remain,  and  thint, 
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'  Let  me  he  certain  ';  and  so  think  again, 
'The  counsel  is  but  dark  ;  woulil  I  had  more! 
When  I  have  more  to  guide  me,  I  will  go.' 
And  afterward,  when  reasoned  on  too  much, 
It  seemeil  remoter,  then  1  only  said, 
'  O,  would  1  had  the  same  again ' ;  and  still 
J  had  it  not.  , 

"  Then  at  the  last  I  cried, 
'  If  the  unseen  be  silent,  I  will  spaak 
And  certify  my  meaning  to  myself. 
Say  that  He  spoke,  then  He  will  make  that  good 
Which  He  hath  spoken.     Therefore  it  mere  best 
To  go,  and  do  His  bidding.     All  the  earth 
Wliiill  hear  the  judgment  so,  and  none  may  cry 
■\VhLn  the  doom  falls,  "  Thou  God  art  bard  on  us ; 
Wo  knew  not  Thou  wert  angry.     <) !  we  are  fcst. 
Only  for  lack  of  being  warned." 

«.B„tB,y 
That  He  spoke  not,  and  merely  it  beftll 
That  I  being  weary  had  a  dream.     Why,  so 
He  could  not  suffer  damage;  when  the  time 
Was  past,  and  that  I  threatened  had  not  come, 
lien  would  cry  out  on  mo,  haply  me  kill. 
For  trou'iling  their  content.     They  would  not  swet 
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"  God,  that  <lid  send  this  man,  is  proveil  .^.true," 
But  rather,  "  Let  him  die;  he  lied  to  a?.; 
God  never  sent  him."     Only  Thou,  great  King, 
Knowest  if  Thou  didst  speak  or  no.     I  leave 
The  matter  here.     If  Thoa  wilt  speak  again, 
1  go  in  gladness ;  if  Thou  wilt  not  speak. 
Nay,  if  Thou  never  didst,  J  not  the  less 
Shall  go,  because  I  have  believed,  what  time 
I  seemed  to  hear  Thee,  and  the  going  stands 
With  memory  of  believing."     Then  1  washed. 
And  did  array  me  in  the  sucred  gown, 
And  take  a  lamb." 

"  Ay,  sir,"  Niloiya  sighed, 
"  1  following,  and  I  knew  not  anything 
Till,  the  young  lamb  aaloL'p  in  thy  two  armg, 
We,  moving  up  among  the  silent  hills. 
Paused  in  a  grove  to  rest ;  and  many  slaves 
Came  near  to  make  obeisance,  and  to  bring 
Wood  for  the  sacrifice,  and  turf  and  tire. 
Then  in  their  hearing  thou  didst  say  to  me, 
'  Behold,  I  know  thy  good  fidelity. 
And  theirs  that  are  about  us ;  they  would  guani 
The  mountain  passes,  if  it  were  my  will 
Awhile  to  leave  thee ' ;  and  the  pygmies  laughed 
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For  joy,  that  thou  wouldst  trust  inferior  things ; 

And  put  their  heads  down,  aa  their  manner  is, 

To  touch  our  feet.     Tbey  laughed,  but  sore  I  wept; 

Sir,  I  could  weep  now  ;  ye  did  ill  to  go 

If  that  was  all  your  bidding ;  I  had  thought 

God  drave  thee,  and  thou  couldst  not  choose  but  go." 

Then  said  the  son  of  Lamech,  "  Afterward, 
When  I  had  left  thee.  He  whom  I  had  served 
Met  with  me  in  the  visions  of  the  night, 
To  comfort  nie  for  that  I  had  withdrawn 
From  thy  dear  company.     He  sware  to  me 
That  no  man  should  molest  thee,  no,  nor  touch 
The  bordering  of  mine  utmost  field.     I  say. 
When  I  obeyed.  He  made  His  matters  plain. 
With  whom  could  I  have  left  thee,  but  with  them ; 
Bom  in  thy  mother's  house,  and  bound  thy  slaves  ?  " 

She  said,  "  I  love  not  pygmies ;  tbey  are  naught." 
And  he,  "  Who  made  tbeni  pygmies  ?  "  Then  she  pushed 
Her  veiling  hair  back  from  her  round,  soft  eyes, 
And  answered,  wondering,  "  Sir,  my  mothers  did  ; 
Ye  know  it."     And  he  drew  her  near  to  sit 
Beside  him  on  the  settle,  answering,  "  Av." 
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And  they  went  on  to  talk  aa  writ  below, 
If'  anj-  one  shall  read  : 

"  Tby  mother  di(i, 
And  they  that  went  before  her.     Tliinkest  tUoa 
That  they  did  weU  7  " 

"  They  had  been  overcome ; 
And  when  the  angered  eonquerora  drave  them  out, 
ISeliove  them  find  some  other  wny  to  rule, 
They  did  but  use  their  wits.     Hath  not  man  aye 
Been  eunning  in  dominion,  among  beasts 
To  breed  for  size  or  swiftneaa,  or  for  sake 
Of  the  white  wool  he  loveth,  at  his  choice  ? 
What  liarra  if  toveting  a  race  of  men 
That  eould  but  serve,  they  sought  among  their  thralls, 
Bueh  aa  were  low  of  stature,  men  and  maids ; 
Ay,  and  of  feeble  will  and  quiet  mind  ? 
Did  they  not  spend  much  gear  to  gather  out 
Such  as  I  tell  of,  and  for  mat<;hing  them 
One  with  another  for  a  thousand  years? 
AVhat  harm,  then,  if  there  eamo  of  it  a  race. 
Inferior  in  their  wits,  and  in  their  size. 
And  welt  content  to  aerve  ?  " 

" '  \Vhat  harm  ?  '  thou  sayesL 
My  wife  doth  ask,  '  What  harm  V ' " 
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"Your  pardon,  sii 
I  do  remember  that  there  came  one  day, 
Two  of  the  grave  old  angels  that  Go<l  made. 
When  first  He  invented  life  (right  old  they  were. 
And  plain,  and  venerahle)  ;  anil  they  said, 
Eebuking  of  my  mother  as  with  hers 
She  sat,  '  Ye  do  not  well,  you  wives  of  men, 
To  match  your  wit  against  the  Maker's  will. 
And  for  your  henefit  to  lower  the  stamp 
Of  His  fair  image,  which  He  set  at  first 
Upon  man's  goodly  frame ;  ye  do  not  well 
To  treat  His  likenels  even  as  ye  treat 
The  bird  and  beast  that  perish.' " 

"  Said  they  aught 
To  appease  the anfienls,  or  to  speak  them  fair?" 

"  How  know  I  ?     'Twas  a  slave  that  told  it  me. 
My  mother  was  full  old  when  J  was  born, 
And  that  was  in  her  youth.     What  think  you,  sir  V 
Did  not  the  giants  likewise  ill  V  " 

■'  To  tiiat 
I  have  no  answer  ready.     If  a  man, 
When  each  one  is  against  his  fellow,  rule, 
Or  unmolested  dwell,  or  unrcproved. 
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Because,  for  size  and  strenglh,  he  alandeth  first. 

He  will  thereof  be  glad ;  and  if  lie  sajr, 

'  I  will  to  wife  choose  me  a  stately  maid. 

And  leave  a  goodly  offspring ; '  'eooth,  I  thinfc. 

He  sinneth  not ;  for  good  to  him  and  his 

He  would  be  strong  and  great.     Thy  people's  fi,.<lt 

Was,  that  for  ill  to  others,  they  did  plot 

To  make  them  weak  and  small." 

"  But  yet  they  steal 

Or  take  in  war  the  strongest  maids,  and  such 

As  are  of  highest  stature ;  ay,  and  oft 

They  fight  among  themselres  for  that  same  eatise. 
And  they  are  proud  against  the  King  of  heaven  : 
They  hope  Jn  course  of  ages  they  shall  come 
To  be  as  strong  as  He." 

The  Master  snid, 
"I  will  not  hear  thee  talk  thereof;  my  heart 
Is  sick  for  all  this  wicked  world.     Fair  wife, 
I  am  right  weary.     Call  thy  slaves  to  thee, 
And  bid  that  they  prepare  the  sleeping  place. 
0  would  that  I  might  rest  I     I  fain  would  rest. 
And,  no  more  wandering,  tell  a  thankless  world 
My  never-heeded  tale ! " 

With  that  she  called. 
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Tlic  moon  was  up,  and  some  few  stars  were  out, 
^VIlile  heavy  at  the  heart  he  walked  abroad 
'io  meditate  before  his  sleep-     And  yet 
Niiuiya  pondered,  "  Shall  my  master  go  ? 
Ancl  will  my  master  go  ?     What  'vaileth  it, 
Tliat  he  doth  spend  himself,  over  the  waste 
A -wandering,  till  he  reath  outlandish  folk, 
That  mock  his  warning  ?  O,  what  'vaileth  it. 
That  he  doth  lavish  wealth  to  build  yon  ark. 
Whereat  the  daughters,  when  they  cat  with  me. 
Laugh  ?  0  my  heart  I     I  would  the  Voice  were  still 
Is  not  he  happy  7     Who,  of  all  the  earth, 
Obeyclh  like  to  me  ?     Have  not  I  learned 
From  his  dear  mouth  to  utter  seemly  words, 
And  lay  the  powers  my  mother  gave  me  by? 
Have  I  made  offerings  to  the  dragon  ?     Nay. 
And  I  am  fiuthful,  when  he  leavetb  me 
Lonely  betwixt  the  peaked  mountain  tops 
In  this  long  valley,  where  no  stranger  foot 
Can  come  without  my  will.     He  shall  not  go. 
Not  yet,  not  yet!     But  three  days  — only  three  — 
Beside  me,  and  a-muttering  on  the  third, 
'  I  have  heanl  the  Voice  again.'     Be  dull,  O  dull, 
Mind  and  remembrance  !     Mother,  ye  did  ill; 
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•T  k  hard  unlawful  knowledge  not  to  use. 
^\hy,  O  ciark  mother,  0[«nBil  ye  the  way  ?  " 
"Yet  when  he  entered,  and  did  Isy  aside 
Ills  eostly  robe  of  satrifiee,  —  the  robe 
Wherein  he  had  been  offering,  ere  the  sun 
Went  down,  —  foi^ttul  of  her  uiother'a  craft, 
She  lovely  and  submiss  did  mouru  to  him : 
"  Tliou  wilt  not  go,  —  1  praj-  iheo  do  not  go, 
Till  thou  bast  seen  thy  children."     And  he  s^d, 
"  I  will  not.     1  have  cried,  and  have  prevailed  : 
To-morrow  it  is  ^ven  me  by  the  Voice 
Ujion  a,  fovir-iiays' journey  to  proceed, 
And  follow  down  tlie  viver,  till  its  waves 
Are  swallowed  in  the  sand,  where  no  t\i:sh  dwdls 

"  '  There,"  qnotb  the  Unrevealed,  '  we  shall  meet. 

And  I  will  counsel  thee;  and  thou  sbalt  turn 

And  rest  thee  with  the  mother,  and  with  tbem 

She  bare.'     Now,  therefore,  when  the  morn  appears, 

Thou  fairest  among  women,  call  thy  slaves. 

And  bid  them  yoke  the  steers,  and  spread  thy  car 

With  robes,  the  choicest  work  of  cunning  hands ; 

Array  thee  in  thy  rich  apparel,  dctk 

Thy  lo<:ks  with  gold ;  and  while  the  hollow  vale 
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I  thread  beside  yoa  river,  go  thou  forth 

Atween  the  mountains  to  my  fatlier's  house, 

And  let  thy  slaves  make  all  obi^isance  due, 

And  take  and  lay  an  offering  at  his  feet. 

Then  light,  and  cry  to  him,  '  Great  ting,  tlie  son 

Of  old  Methuselah,  thy  son  hath  sent 

To  fetch  the  growing  maidg,  his  children,  home.' " 

"  Sir,"  quoth  the  woman,  "  I  will  do  this  thing, 
So  thou  keep  faith  with  me,  and  yet  return- 
But  will  tlie  Voice,  think  you,  forbear  to  chide. 
Nor  that  Unseen,  who  ealleth,  buffet  thee. 
And  drive  thee  on?" 

He  saith,  "  It  will  keep  faith 
Fear  not.     T  have  prevailed,  for  1  besought. 
And  lovingly  it  answered.     1  shall  rest. 
And  dwell  with  thee  till  after  my  three  sons 
Come  from  the  chaee."     She  said,  "  I  let  them  forth 
In  fear,  for  they  are  young.     Their  slaves  are  few. 
The  ^ant  elephants  be  cunning  folk  ; 
They  lie  in  ambush,  and  will  draw  men  on 
To  follow,  —  then  will  turn  and  tread  them  down." 
"  Thy  father's  house  unwisely  planneil,"  said  he, 
"  To  drive  them  down  upon  the  growing  corn 
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01' them  that  were  their  fons ;  for  now,  behold. 
They  Buffer  while  the  unwieldy  beasts  delay 
Eetirement  to  their  lands,  and,  meanwhile,  pound 
The  damp,  deep  meajtows,  to  a  pulpy  mash ; 
Or  wallowing  in  the  waters  foul  tiiem  ;  nay, 
Tread  dnwn  the  banks,  and  let  them  forth  to  flood 
Their  citiea ;  or,  assailed  and  falling,  shake 
The  walls,  and  taint  the  wind,  ere  thirty  men, 
Over  the  hairy  terror  piling  stones 
Or  earth,  prevdl  to  cover  it." 

She  said, 
"  Iliisbanil,  I  have  been  sorry,  thinking  oft 
I  would  my  sons  were  home ;  but  now  so  well 
Mpthinks  it  is  with  me,  that  I  am  fain 
To  wish  they  might  delay,  for  thou  wilt  dwell 
With  me  till  after  they  return,  and  thou 
Hast  set  thine  eyes  upon  them.     Then,  ah  mo ! 
I  must  sit  joyless  in  my  place;  bereft, 
As  trees  that  suddenly  have  dropped  their  leaves. 
And  dark  as  nights  that  have  no  moon." 

She  spake ; 
The  hope  o'  the  world  did  hearken,  but  reply 
Made  none.     He  left  his  hand  on  her  fair  locks 
As  she  lay  sobbing ;  and  the  quietness 
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Of  night  bega.a  to  comfort  her,  tte  fall 

Of  far-ofF  waters,  and  the  wioged  wind 

Tliat  went  among  the  trees.     The  patient  hand, 

Moreover,  that  waa  steady,  wrought  with  her, 

Until  ahe  said,  "  What  wilt  thou  ?     Nay,  I  know. 

I  therefore  answer  what  thou  utterest  not. 

Tliou  liivesi  me  well,  and  not  for  Ihinc,  nwn  wUl 

Coiisenleel  lo  depart.     What  more  ?     Ay,  this : 

/  do  avow  that  He  which  ccdlelh  Ihee 

Ilurh  right  to  call :  ami  I  do  swear,  the  Voict 

Shall  haee  no  let  of  me  to  do  Its  will." 


w 


BOOK    II. 

T  OW  ere  the  sunrise,  while  the  morning  star 

Hung  jet   behind   the   pine-bough,   woke   and 
prajcil 
The  world's  great  shipwright,  and  his  soul  was  glad 
Because  the  Voice  was  favorable.     Now 
Bejran  the  tap  o'  the  hammer,  now  ran  forth 
The  slaves  preparing  fooil.     They  therefore  ate 
In  pea».-e  together ;  then  Niloiya  forth 
Behind  the  uiilk-white  steera  went  on  her  way  ; 
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And  the  great  Master-builder,  down  the  eoui-se 
Of  the  long  riTer,  on  his  erranil  sped, 
And  aa  he  went,  he  thought : 

[They  do  not  well 
Who,  walking  tip  a  trodden  path,  all  smooth 
With  footsteps  of  their  fellows,  and  made  straight 
From  town  to  town,  will  scorn  at  them  that  wonn 
Under  the  covert  of  God's  eldest  trees 
(Such  as  He  planted  with  His  hand,  and  fud 
With  dew  before  r^n  fell,  till  they  stood  close 
And  awful ;  drank  the  light  up  as  it  dropt, 
And  kept  the  dusk  of  ages  at  their  roots),  — 
They  do  not  well  who  mock  at  such,  and  cry, 
"  We  peaceably,  without  or  fault  or  fear. 
Proceed,  and  miss  not  of  our  end ;  but  these 
Are  slow  and  fearful :  with  uncertain  pace, 
And  ever  reasoning  of  the  way,  they  oft. 
After  all  reasoning,  choose  the  worser  course, 
Anrl,  plunged  in  swamp,  or  in  the  matted  growth 
Nigh  smothered,  stru^le,  all  to  reach  a  goal 
Not  worth  their  pains."    Nor  do  they  well  whose  work 
Is  still  to  feed  and  shelter  them  and  theirs, 
Get  gain,  and  gathered  store  it,  to  think  scorn 
Of  those  who  work  for  a  world  (no  wages  paid 
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By  a  Master  hiil  in  light),  and  sent  alone 
To  fate  a  laughing  multitude,  whose  cyea 
Are  full  of  damaging  pity,  that  forbears 
To  l«ll  the  harmless  laborer,  "  Thou  art  mad."] 

And  as  he  went,  Iio  thought :  "  They  counsel  me. 

Ay,  with  a  kind  of  reason  in  their  talk, 

'  Consider ;  call  thy  soberer  thought  1«  aid ; 

Why  to  but  one  man  should  a  message  tome? 

And  why,  if  but  to  one,  to  thee  ?     Art  thou 

Above  US,  greater,  wiser  ?     Had  He  sent, 

He  had  willed  tbat  we  should  heed.     Then  sine 

knoweth 
That  sueh  aa  thou  a  wise  man  cannot  heed. 
He  did  not  send.'    My  answer, '  Great  and  wise, 
If  He  had  aent  with  thunder,  and  a  -voice 
Ijeaping  from  heaven,  ye  must  have  heard ;  but  so 
Ye  had  been  robbed  of  choice,  and,  like  the  beasts, 
Yoked  to  obedience.     God  makes  no  men  slaves.' 
Tiicy  tell  me, '  God  ia  great  above  thy  thought : 
He  meddles  not ;  and  this  small  world  is  ours. 
These  many  hundred  years  we  govern  it ; 
Old  Adam,  after  Eden,  saw  Him  not.' 
Then  I,  '  It  may  be  He  is  goae  to  knead 
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More  cIli}'.     But  look,  my  masters ;  onu  of  yon, 

Going  to  warfare,  layetli  up  liis  gown, 

His  sickle,  or  his  gold,  and  tliinks  no  more 

Upon  it,  till  young  trees  have  waxen  great ; 

At  last,  when  he  returneth,  he  will  seek 

His  own.     And  God,  shall  Ho  not  do  the  like? 

And,  having  set  new  worlds  a-rolling,  (!ome 

And  say,  "  I  will  betake  Mb  to  the  earth 

That  I  did  make  " ;  and,  having  found  it  vile, 

Be  sorry.     Why  should  man  be  free,  you  wise. 

And  not  the  Master  ? '     Then  they  answer,  '  Fool ! 

A  man  shall  cast  a  stone  into  the  air 

For  pastime,  or  for  lack  of  heed,  —  but  Ho  ! 

Will  He  come  fingering  of  His  ended  work. 

Fright  it  with  His  approaching  face,  or  snatch 

One  day  the  rolling  wonder  from  its  ring. 

And  hold  it  quivering,  as  a  wanton  child 

Might  take  a  nestling  from  its  downy  bed, 

And,  having  satisfied  a  careless  wish. 

Go  thrust  it  back  into  its  place  again  ? ' 

To  such  1  answer,  and,  that  doubt  once  mine, 

I  am  assured  that  I  do  speak  aright ; 

'  Sirs,  the  significance  of  this  your  doubt 

Lies  iu  the  reason  of  it;  ye  do  grudge 
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That  tliese  j-our  lands  should  have  another  Lord ; 
Yb  are  not  loyal,  therefore  ye  would  fain 
Vour  King  would  bide  afar.     But  if  ye  looked 
For  countenance  and  favor  when  He  came, 
Knowing  yourselves  right  worthy,  would  ye  care, 
With  cautious  reasoning,  deep  and  hard,  to  prove 
That  He  woulil  never  come,  and  would  your  wrath 
Be  hot  against  a  prophet  ?     Nay,  I  wot 
That  aa  a  flatterer  you  would  look  on  him,  — 
"  Full  of  sweet  words  thy  mouth  is :  if  He  come,  — 
We  think  not  that  He  will,  —  but  if  He  come. 
Would  it  might  be  lo-morrow,  or  lo-night, 
Because  we  look  for  praise." ' " 

Now,  as  he  went, 
The  noontide  heats  came  on,  and  he  grew  faict ; 
But  while  he  sat  below  an  almug-tree, 
A  slave  approached  with  greeting.     "  Master,  hail !  " 
He   answered,  "  Hail !   what  wilt   thou  ?  "     Then  sh( 

"  The  palace  of  thy  fathers  standeth  nigh." 

"  I  know  it,"  quoth  he  ;  and  she  said  again, 

"  The  Elder,  learning  thou  wouldat  pass,  hath  sen! 

To  fetch  thee."     Then  he  rose  and  followed  her. 

So  first  they  walked  beneath  a  lof^y  roof 
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Of  living  bougli  and  tendril,  woven  on  high 
To  let  no  drop  of  sunshine  through,  aud  hung 
With  gold  and  purple  fruitage,  and  the  white 
Tliick  cups  of  scented  blossom.     Underneath, 
Soft  grew  the  sward  and  delicate,  and  flocks 
Of  egrets,  ay,  and  many  cranes,  stood  up. 
Fanning  their  wings,  to  ^tate  and  cool 
The  noonday  air,  as  men  with  heed  and  pains 
Had  taught  them,  marshalling  and  taming  them 
To  bear  the  wind  in  on  their  moving  wings. 

Sa  long  time  as  a  nimble  slave  would  spend 
In  milking  of  her  cow,  they  walked  at  ease ; 
Then  reached  the  palace,  all  of  forest  trunks, 
Brought  whole  and  set  tc^ther,  made.     Therein 
Had  dwelt  old  Adam,  when  his  mighty  sons 
Had  finished  it,  and  up  to  Eden  gale 
Had  journeyed  for  to  fetch  him.     "  Here,"  they  said, 
"  Mother  and  father,  ye  may  dwell,  and  here 
Forget  the  garden  wholly." 

So  he  came 
Under  the  doorplace,  and  the  women  sat, 
Eath  with  her  finger  on  her  lips ;  hut  he. 
Having  heen  called,  went  on,  until  he  reached 
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The  jewelled  settle,  wrought  with  cunning  work 
Of  gold  and  ivory,  whereon  they  wont 
To  set  the  Elder.     All  with  sleekest  skina, 
That  striped  and  spotted  creatures  of  the  wood 
Had  worn,  the  seat  was  covered,  hut  thereon 
The  Elder  was  not ;  hy  the  steps  thereof. 
Upon  the  floor,  whereto  his  silver  heard 
Did  reach,  he  sat,  and  he  was  in  his  trance. 
UlKin  the  settle  many  doves  were  perched. 
That  set  the  air  a^ing  with  their  wings  ; 
These  opposite,  the  world's  great  shipwright  stood 
To  wait  the  burden  ;  and  the  Elder  spake  ; 
"  Will  He  forget  me  ?     Would  He  might  forget ! 
Old,  old  !    The  hope  of  old  Methuselah 
Is  all  In  Ilis  forgetftilness."     With  that, 
A  slave-girl  took  a  eup  of  wine,  and  crept 
Anear  him,  saying,  "  Taste  " ;  and  when  his  lips 
Ilai]  touched  it,  lo,  he  trembled,  and  he  cned, 
"  Behold,  I  prophesy." 

Then  straight  they  fled 
That  were  about  him,  and  did  stand  apart 
And  stop  their  ears.     For  he,  from  time  to  time. 
Was  plagued  with  that  same  fate  to  prophesy, 
And  spake  against  himself,  against  his  day 
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And  time,  in  words  that  all  men  did  abhor, 
Tlierefore,  he,  warning  thum  what  time  the  fit 
Came  on  him,  saved  thuin,  that  tbcj  heard  it  not. 
So  while  they  fled,  he  tried :  "  I  saw  the  God 
KiMtch  out  of  heaven  His  wonderful  right  hand. 
Ijo,  lo !  He  dipped  it  in  the  unquiet  sea, 
And  in  its  eurved  palm  behold  the  ark, 
As  in  a,  vast  calm  lake,  came  floating  on. 
Ay,  then.  His  other  hand  —  the  eursing  hand  — 
He  took  and  spread  between  us  and  the  sun, 
And  al!  was  blaek ;  the  day  was  blotted  out. 
And  horrible  staggering  took  the  frighted  earth. 
I  heard  the  water  hiss,  and  then  methinks 
The  crack  as  of  her  splitting.     Did  ehe  take 
Their  palaces  that  are  my  brothers  dear, 
And  huddle  them  with  all  their  ancientry 
Under  into  her  breast  ?    If  it  was  black, 
IIoiv  eould  this  old  man  sec  ?     There  was  a  noise 
1'  the  dark,  and  He  drew  back  His  hand  again. 

1  looked  It  was  a  dream,  —  let  no  man  saj 

It  was  aught  else.     There,  so  —  the  fit  goes  by. 
Sir,  and  my  daughters,  is  it  eventide  ?  — 
Sooner  than  that,  saith  old  Methuselah, 
Let  the  vulture  lay  bis  beak  to  my  green  limbs. 
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Wbat!  art  Thou  enyious?  — are  the  sons  of  men 
Too  wiBc  to  please  Thee,  and  to  do  Tliy  will  ? 
Methuselah,  he  sitleth  on  the  ground, 
Clad  ia  hia  gown  of  age,  tlie  pale  while  gown, 
And  goeth  not  forth  to  war ;  his  wrinkled  hands 
IIo  claspeth  round  hia  knees :  old,  YCrj  old. 
Would  he  could  steal  from  Thee  one  setret  more  — 
The  seoret  of  Thy  youth  I     O.  envious  Gud ! 
AVe  die.     The  words  of  old  Methuselah 
And  his  prophecy  are  ended." 

Then  the  wives, 
Beholdinii  how  he  trembled,  and  the  maids 
And  children,  came  anear,  saying,  "  Who  art  thou 
That  etandeat  gazing  on  the  Elder?     Lo, 
Thou  dost  not  well :  withdraw ;  for  it  was  thou 
Whose  stranger  presenee  troubled  him,  and  brought 
The  fit  of  prophecy."     And  he  did  turn 
To  look  upon  them,  and  their  majesty 
And  glorious  beauty  took  away  his  words  ; 
And,  being  pure  among  the  vile,  he  cast 
In  hia  thought  a  veil  of  snow-white  purity 
Over  the  beauteous  throng.     "  Thou  dost  not  well, " 
Tlity  said.     He  answered  :  "  Blossoms  o'  the  world,. 
Fruitliil  as  fair,  never  in  watered  glade, 
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Wbert!  in  the  youngest  grass  blue  cupH  pua^  fort^ 

And  the  white  lily  reareth  up  her  head, 

And  purples  cluster,  and  the  siffron  flower 

Clear  as  a  tlame  uf  sai:nliL-e  breaks  out, 

And  every  eedar-bough,  made  delicate 

With  climbing  rosts,  drops  in  white  and  red,  — 

Saw  T  (good  angela  keep  jou  in  their  care) 

So  beautiful  a  crowd," 

With  that  they  stamped, 
Gnashed  their  nhite  teeth,  and,  turning,  fled  and  spat 
Upon  the  floor.     The  Elder  spake  to  him, 
Yet  shaking  with  the  burden,  "  Wlio  art  tliou  ?  " 
Ho  answered,  "  1,  the  man  whom  thou  didst  send 
To  fetch  through  this  thy  woodland,  do  forbear 
To  tell  ray  name ;  thou  lovest  it  not,  great  sire,  — 
No,  nor  mine  errand.     To  thy  house  I  spake. 
Touching  their  beauty."     "  Wherefore  didst  thou  spite," 
Quoth  he,  "  the  daughters  ?  "  and  it  seemed  he  lost 
Count  of  that  prophecy,  for  rery  age. 
And  from  hb  thin  lips  dropt  a  trembling  laugh. 
"  Wiuked  old  man,"  quoth  he,  "  this  wise  old  raan 
I  see  as  't  were  not  I.     Thou  bad  old  man, 
What  shall  be  done  to  thee  ?  for  thovi  didst  burn 
Their  babes,  and  strew  the  ashes  all  about, 
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To  rill  the  world  of  His  white  soldiers.     Ay, 

Si;eiiting  of  human  sacrifice,  they  fled. 

Cowards  I     I  heard  them  winnow  their  great  wings : 

They  went  to  t«ll  Him ;  but  they  came  no  more. 

The  women  hate  to  hear  of  them,  so  sore 

They  grudged  tlieir  little  ones  ;  and  yet  no  way 

There  was  but  that.     I  took  it ;  I  did  well." 

With  that  he  fell  to  weeping.     "  Son,  "  saiiJ  he, 
"  Long  have  I  hid  mine  eyes  from  stalwart  men, 
For  it  is  hard  to  lose  the  majesty 
And  pride  and  power  of  manhood  :  but  to-day, 
SCanil  forth  into  the  light,  that  I  may  look 
Upon  thy  strength,  and  think,  Eves  thus  did  I, 
In  the  gloky  of  my  youth,  more  like  to  God 
Than  like  His  soldiebs,  face  the  vassal  world." 

Then  Noah  stood  forward  in  his  majesty, 

Shouldering  tlie  golden  billhook,  wherewithal 

He  wont  to  cut  his  way,  when  tangled  in 

The  matted  hayes.     And  down  the  opened  roof 

Fell  slanting  beams  upon  his  stately  head, 

And  streamed  along  his  gown,  and  made  to  shine 

The  jewelled  sandals  on  his  feet. 
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144  A    STORY    OF    DOOM. 

The  Elder  cried  alouil ;  "  I  prophesy. 

Behold,  my  son  is  ae  a  fruitful  field 

When  all  the  lands  are  waste      The  archers  drew  - 

They  drew  the  bow  i^ainst  him ;  tbey  were  iaia 

To  slay :  but  he  shall  live  —  my  Bon  shall  live, 

And  1  shall  live  by  him  in  the  other  ilaya. 

Behold  the  prophet  of  the  Matt  H'gh  God: 

Hear  hira.     Behold  the  hope  o'  the  world,  what  ( 

She  lietb  under,     llear  him ;  he  shall  save 

A  seed  alive,  and  sow  the  eirth  with  man. 

O  earth  !  earth  I  earth  !  a  floating  shell  of  woojI 

Shall  hold  the  remnmt  of  thy  mighty  lords. 

Will  this  old  man  be  in  it?     Sir,  and  you 

My  daughters,  hear  him  !     Lo,  this  white  old  man 

He  sitteth  on  the  ground,     (Let  be,  let  be : 

Why  dost  Thou  trouble  us  to  make  our  tongue 

Ring  with  abhorr^l  words  ?)     The  prophecy 

or  the  Elder,  and  the  vision  that  he  saw 

They  both  are  ended." 

Then  said  Noah  :  "  The  lif 
Of  this  my  lord  is  low  for  very  age: 
Why  then,  with  bitter  words  upon  thy  toneue. 
Father  of  Ijameth,  dost  thou  anger  Ilim  'i 
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Tliou  canst  not  strive  against  Him  now."     lie  said  ; 
"  Thy  feet  are  toward  the  valley,  where  lie  boiiea 
Bleacliing  upon  the  desert.     Did  I  love 
The  lithe  strong  lizanls  that  I  yofceil  and  set 
To  draw  my  car  ?  and  were  they  not  possessed  ? 
Yea,  all  of  thern  were  liars.     I  loved  them  well. 
What  did  the  Enemy,  but  on  a  day 
When  I  behind  my  talking  team  went  forth. 
They  swuetly  lying,  so  that  all  men  praised 
Their  flattering  tongucg  and  mild  persuasive  eyes,  — 
What  did  the  Enemy  but  send  His  slaves. 
Angels,  to  cast  down  stones  upon  their  heads 
And  break  them  ?    Nay,  I  could  not  stir  abroad 
But  havoc  came ;  they  never  crept  or  flew 
Beyond  the  shelter  that  I  builded  here, 
But  straight  the  crowns  I  had  set  upon  their  heads 
Were  marks  for  myrmidona  that  in  the  clouds 
Kept  watch  to  crush  them.     Can  a  man  forgive 
That  hath  been  warred  on  thus  ?     I  will  not.     Nay, 
I  swear  it  —  I,  the  man  Methuselah." 
The  M.iater-shipwriglit,  he  replied,  "  'T  is  true. 
Great  loss  was  that ;  but  they  that  stood  thy  friends, 
Tlic  wiekeil  spirits,  spoke  upon  their  tongues. 
And  cursed  the  God  of  heaven.     What  marvel,  sir, 
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ir  lie  was  aiifjprad  ?  "     Bat  the  ElJer  cried. 

"  They  all  are  dBwl,  —  the  towanl  beasts  1  loved; 

My  goodly  team,  my  joy,  they  all  are  dead ; 

Theit  bones  lie  bleaching  in  the  wilderness ; 

And  I  will  keep  my  wrath  forevermore 

Agninst  the  Enemy  that  slew  tliem.     Go, 

Tliou  i;owar(l  servant  of  a  tyrant  King, 

(Jo  down  the  desert  of  the  bones,  and  ask, 

'  My  King,  what  bones  are  these  'I     Methuselah, 

The  white  old  man  that  sittetli  on  the  ground, 

S^'ndeth  a  message,  "  Bid  them  that  they  live, 

And  let  my  lizanls  run  up  every  path 

They  wont  to  take  when  out  of  silver  pipes. 

The  pipes  that  Jubal  wrought  into  my  roof, 

J  blew  a  sweeter  ory  than  Bong-bird'g  throat 

II:irh  ever  formed  :  and  while  they  laid  their  heads 

Subiniss  upon  my  ihrcshold,  poured  away 

Music  that  welled  by  heart'fu!  out,  ami  made 

The  throats  of  men  (hat  heard  to  swrll   their  breasts 

To  heave  with  the  joy  of  grief ;  yea,  caused  the  bps 

To  laugh  of  men  asleep. 

Return  to  me 
The  great  wise  lizanls;  ay,  and  them  that  fiuw 
My  pursulianls  before  me.     T#t  me  yoke 
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Aj^ain  that  multitude  ;  and  here  I  swear 
That  tbey  shall  draw  lay  car  and  me  thereon 
Straight  t«  the  ship  of  doom.     So  men  shall  know 
My  loyalty,  that  I  submit,  and  Thou 
Slialt  j-et  have  honor,  O  mine  Enemy, 
By  me.     The  speech  of  old  Methuselah." ' " 

Then  Noah  made  answer,  "  By  the  living  God, 

That  ia  no  enemy  to  men,  great  sire, 

I  will  not  take  thy  message ;  hear  thou  Him. 

■Behold  (He  aaith  that  suffereth  thee),  behold. 

The  earth  that  I  made  green  c 

Red  with  the  costly  blood  of  b< 

I  am  robbed,  I  am  robbed  (He  saith)  ;  they  6acrif)i;e 

To  evil  <iemons  of  My  blameless  flocks. 

That  I  did  fashion  with  My  hand.     Behold, 

How  goodly  was  the  world  I     I  gave  it  thee 

Fresh  from  its  finishing.     What  hast  thou  done  1 

I  will  ery  out  to  the  waters,  Coi>er  it. 

And  hide  it  from  ils  Father.     Ln,  Mine  f.yex 

Tarn  from  it  shamed.' " 

With  that  the  old  man  laughed 
Full  Botlly.     "  Ay,"  quoth  he,  "  a  goodly  world. 
And  we  have  done  with  it  aa  we  did  Ibt. 
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Why  did  be  give  it  us  ?     Nay,  look  you,  son  r 

Five  score  they  were  that  died  in  yonder  waste; 

And  if  Hb  crieth,  '  Repent,  be  reconciled,' 

I  answer,  '  Nay,  my  lizards ' ;  and  again, 

If  He  will  trouble  me  in  this  mine  age, 

'  Why  hast  Thou  slain  my  lizards  f  '     Now  my  spe 

Is  cut  away  from  all  my  other  words, 

Standing  alone.     The  Elder  sweareth  it, 

The  man  of  many  days,  Methuselah." 

Then  answered  Noah,  "  My  Master,  hear  it  not ; 
But  yet  have  patience  " ;  and  he  turned  himself. 
And  down  betwixt  the  ordered  trees  went  forth, 
And  in  the  light  of  evening  made  his  way 
Into  the  waste  to  meet  the  Voice  of  God. 
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BOOK    III. 

AnovH  the  head  of  great  Methuselah 
Tliere  lay  two  demons  in  the  opened  roof. 
Invisible,  and  gathered  up  his  wor^a; 
For  when  the  Elder  projihesied,  it  came 
About,  that  hidden  things  were  shown  to  them, 
And  burdens  that  he  spake  against  liis  time. 

(But  never  heard  them  such  as  dwelt  with  him; 
Tlieir  ears  thej  stopped,  and  willed  to  live  at  ease 
In  all  delight;  and  perfect  in-their  youth, 
And  strong,  disport  them  in  the  perfect  world,) 

Now  these  were  fettered  that  they  eould  not  fly. 

For  a  certain  disobedience  they  had  wrought 

Against  the  ruler  of  their  host;  but  not 

The  less  they  loved  their  cause ;  and  when  the  feet 

0'  the  Master-builder  were  no  longer  heard, 

They,  slipping  to  the  sward,  right  painfully 

Did  follow,  for  the  one  to  the  other  said, 

"  Behooves  oar  master  know  of  this ;  and  us, 
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Should  he  be  favorable,  he  may  loose 
From  these  our  bonds." 

Anil  thus  it  came  to  pasa, 
Tliat  while  at  dead  of  night  the  old  ciragon  lay 
Coiled  in  the  eavem  where  he  dwelt,  the  watch 
Paiiing  before  it  saw  in  middle  air 
A  boat,  that  gleam^  like  five,  and  on  it  came, 
And  roeked  as  it  drew  near,  and  then  it  bm-st 
And  went  to  pieoes,  and  there  fell  therefrom, 
Close  at  the  cavern's  mouth,  two  glowing  balls. 

Now  there  was  drawn  a  curtain  nigh  the  inouth 

(jr  that  deep  cave,  to  testily  of  wrath. 

The  dragon  had  been  wroth  with  some  that  served, 

And  chased  them  from  him;  and  his  oracles, 

Tliat  wont  to  drop  fiT>m  him,  were  stopped,  and  men 

Mii^ht  only  pray  to  him  through  that  fell  web 

Tliat  hung  before  him.     Then  did  whisper  low 

Some  of  the  little  spirits  that  bat-like  vlung 

And  cluster'd  round  the  opening.     "  Lo,"  they  said, 

Wliile  gazed  the  watch  upon  those  glowing  balls, 

"  These  are  like  moons  eclipsed  ;  but  let  them  IJo 

lied  on  the  moss,  and  sear  its  dewy  spires, 

Until  our  lord  give  leave  to  draw  the  web. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


;e  hy  Ilia  prtsciiw  dread, 
Fur  he  will  know  and  tali  to  tlieiu  by  name, 
And  they  will  change.     At  prescinE  lie  is  sick. 
And  wills  that  none  disturb  Liin,"     So  they  lay, 
And  there  was  silence,  for  the  forest  tribes 
Came  never  near  that  cave.     Wiser  than  men, 
They  fled  the  serpent  hiaa  that  oft  by  night 
Came  forth  of  it,  and  feared  tlie  wan  dusk  forms 
That  stalked  among  the  trees,  and  in  tlio  dark 
Those  whiffs  of  flame  that  wandered  up  the  sky 
And  made  the  moonlight  sickly. 

How,  the  cave 
Was  marvellous  for  beauty,  wrought  with  tools 
Into  the  living  rock,  for  there  had  worked 
All  cunning  men,  to  cut  on  it  with  signs 
And  shows,  yea,  all  the  manner  of  mankind. 
The  fateful  apple-lree  was  there,  a  bough 
Bent  with  the  weight  of  him  that  us  beguiled; 
And  lllits  of  the  field  did  seem  to  blow 
And  bud  in  the  storied  stone.     There  Tubal  Bat, 
Who  ft'om  his  harp  delivered  music,  sweet 
As  any  in  the  spheres.     Yea,  more; 
Karth's  latest  wonder  on  the  walla  appeared. 
Unfinished,  workmen  clustering  on  its  ribs ; 
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And  farther  back,  wltliiij  the  Mck  hewn  out, 
Angelic  figures  stood,  that  impious  hands 
Ilad  &8hioned ;  many  golden  lamps  they  held 
By  golden  chains  depending,  and  their  eyea 
All  tended  in  a  reverent  quietude 
Toward  the  couch  whereon  the  dragon  lay. 
The  floor  was  beaten  gold;  the  curly  lengths 
Of  his  last  coils  lay  on  it,  hid  from  sight 
With  a  coverlet  made  stiff  with  crusting  gems, 
Fire-opals  shooting,  rubies,  fierce  bright  eyea 
Of  diamonds,  or  the  pale  green  emerald. 
That  changed  their  lustre  when  he  breathed. 

Hlsh 
Feathered  with  crimson  combs,  and  all  his  neck, 
And  half-shut  fans  of  his  admired  wings. 
That  in  their  scaly  splendor  put  to  shame 
Or  gold  or  stone,  lay  on  his  ivory  couch 
Anil  shivered;  for  the  drs^n  suffered  pain: 
He  suffered  and  he  feared.     It  was  his  doom, 
The  tempter,  that  he  never  should  depart 
From  the  bright  creature  that  in  Paradise 
He  for  his  evil  purpose  erst  possessed, 
Until  it  died.     Thus  only,  spirit  of  might 
And  chiefest  spirit  of  ill,  could  he  be  free. 
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But  with  its  nature  wed,  as  souls  of  men 
Are  wedded  to  their  clay,  he  took  the  dread 
Of  death  and  dying,  and  the  eowanl  heart 
Of  the  beast,  and  craven  terrors  of  the  end 
Sank  him  that  habited  within  it  t«  dread 
Diaunion.     He,  a  dark  dominion  erst 
Riihillious,  Ikj"  and  trembled,  for  the  flesh 
DiaiiCed  his  im  naterial.     He  was  sick 
And  sorry.     Great  ones  of  the  earth  had  sent 
Tii(;ir  chief  musieians  for  to  comfort  him, 
Cliantino;  his  praise,  the  fr!i*nd  of  man,  the  god 
That  gave  them  knowledge,  at  so  great  a  price 
And  costly.     Yea,  the  riches  of  tlie  mine, 
And  glorioLia  broidered  work,  and  woren  gold. 
And  ail  things  wisely  made,  they  at  his  feet 
Laid  daily ;  for  they  said,  "  This  mighty  one, 
All  the  world  wonders  after  him.     He  lieth 
Sick  in  his  dwelling ;  he  hath  long  foregone 
(To  do  us  good)  dominion,  and  a  throne. 
And  his  brave  warfare  with  the  Enemy, 
So  much  he  pitieth  us  that  were  denied 
The  gain  and  gladness  of  this  knowledge.     Now 
Shall  he  he  certified  of  gratitude, 
And  smell  the  sacrifice  that  most  he  loves." 
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The  night  was  dark,  but  every  lamp  gave  forth 
A  tender,  lustrous  beajo.     Hia  beauteous  winug 
The  dragon  fluttered,  cursed  awhile,  then  turned 
And  moaned  with  liinientable  voioe,  "  I  tliirst, 
Give  me  to  drink."     Thereon  stepped  out  in  haste, 
From  inner  chambers,  lovely  minietrants, 
Young  boya  with  radiant  loeka  and  peaceful  eyes, 
And  poured  out  liquor  from  their  eupa  to  cool 
His  parched  tongue,  and  kneeling  held  it  nigh 
In  jewelled  basins  sparkling;  an<l  he  lapped. 
And  was  appeased,  and  said,  "  I  will  not  hide 
Longer  uiy  much-desired  face  from  men. 
Draw  back  the  web  of  separation."     Then 
With  cries  of  gratulation  ran  they  forth, 
And  flung  it  wide,  and  all  the  watch  fell  low, 
Each  on  his  face,  as  drunk  with  sudden  joy. 
Thus  marked  he,  glowing  on  the  branched  moss, 
Those  red  rare  moons,  and  let  his  serpent  eyes 
Consider  them  full  subtly,  "  What  be  these  ?  " 
Iu(]uiring :  and  the  little  spirits  said, 
"  As  we  for  thy  protection  (having  heard 
That  wrathful  sons  of  darkness  walk  to-night, 
Such  as  do  oft  ill-use  us)  clustered  here, 
We  marked  a  boat  afire,  that  sailed  the  skies, 
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And  furrowed  up  like  spray  a  billowy  cloud, 
And,  lo,  it  went  to  pieces,  scattering  down 
A  rain  of  sparks  and  these  two  angry  moons," 
Then  swd  tlie  dragon,  "  Let  my  guard,  and  you, 
Attendant  hosts,  recede  " ;  and  they  went  haofc, 
And  formed  about  the  cave  a  widening  ring, 
Then,  halting,  stood  afar;  and  from  the  eave 
The  snaky  wonder  spoke,  with  hissing  tongue, 
"  If  ye  were  Tartis  and  Deleisonon, 
Be  Tartis  and  Deleisonon  once  nTOre." 

Then  cgg-like  cracked  the  glowing  balls,  and  forth 
Stirted  black  angels,  trampling  hard  to  free 
Then-  fettered  feet  from  out  the  smoking  shell. 

And  he  said,  "  Tartis  and  Deleisonon, 

Your  lord  I  am :  draw  nigh."     "  Thou  art  our  lord," 

They  answered,  and  with  fettered  limbs  foil  low 

They  bent,  and  made  obeisance.     Furthermore, 

"  0  fiery  flying  serpent,  after  whom 

The  nations  go,  let  thy  dominion  last," 

Tiiey  said,  "forever."     And  the  serpent  said, 

"  II  shall  r  unfold  your  errand."     They  re  plied, 

One  speaking  for  a  space,  and  afterward 
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His  fi^Ilow  takinj;  up  tlie  wonl  with  fear, 

And  panting,  "  Wa  were  set  to  wati^Ii  the  mouth 

Of  great  Methuselah.     There  came  to  him 

The  son  of  Lamech  two  days  since."     "  My  lord, 

Tliey  prophesied,  the  Elder  prophesied. 

Unwitting,  of  the  flood  of  waters,  —  ay, 

A  vision  was  hefore  him,  and  the  lands 

Lay  uniiur  water  drowned.     He  saw  the  ark,  — 

It  floated  in  the  Enemy's  right  hand." 

"  Lord  of  the  lost,  the  son  of  Lamech  fled 

Into  the  wilderness  to  meet  His  voice 

That  reigneth  ;  and  we,  diligent  to  hear 

Aught  that  might  serve  thee,  followed,  but,  forbid 

To  enter,  lay  upon  its  boundary  cliff, 

And  wislied  for  morning." 

"  When  the  dawn  was  red 
We  sought  the  man,  we  marked  him ;  and  he  prayed,  — 
Kneeling,  he  prayed  in  the  valley,  and  he  said  —  " 
"  Nay,"  quoth  the  serpent,  "  spare  me,  what  devout 
He  fawning  grovelled  to  the  All-powerful ; 
But  if  of  what  shall  hap  he  aught  let  fall, 
Speak  that."     They  answered,  "  lie  did  pray  as  one 
That  looketh  to  outliTe  mankind,  —  and  more. 
We  are  certified  by  all  his  scattered  words, 
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That  Hk  will  take  from  men  their  length  of  days, 
And  eut  them  off  like  gra«  in  its  first  fiower ; 
From  henceforth  this  shall  be." 

That  when  he  heard, 
The  dragon  made  to  the  night  his  moan. 

They  said,  "  tliat  He  above  wouM  have  muji  know 
That  He  doth  love  them,  whoso  will  repent, 
To  that  man  He  is  favorable,  yea, 
Will  be  his  loving  Lord." 

The  dragon  cried, 
"  The  last  is  worse  than  all.     O  man,  tliy  heart 
Is  stout  against  His  wrath.     But  will  He  love  ? 
I  hisard  it  rumored  in  the  heavens  of  old, 
(Aiirl  doth  He  love  ?).     Thou  wilt  not,  canst  not,  stand 
A'Tiinst  the  love  of  God.     Dominion  fails; 
I  see  it  float  from  me,  that  long  have  worn 
Fetters  of  flesh  to  win  it.     Love  of  God  ! 
I  cry  ag^nst  thee ;  thou  art  worse  than  all." 
They  answered,  "  Be  not  moved,  admired  uhief 
And  trusted  of  mankind  " ;  and  they  went  on, 
And  fed  him  vith  the  prnplieoiea  that  fell 
From  the  Master-shipwright  in  his  prayer. 

But  prone 
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He  lay,  for  liu  was  sick ;  ait  every  word 
Propliecio  iwwi^ring.     As  a  bruising  blow, 
.It  fell  upon  bia  bead  and  daunted  bim, 
Until  they  ended,  sayiug,  "  Prince,  bebold, 
Thy  servanta  have  revealed  tlie  vfbole." 

Thereon 
He  out  of  snaky  lips  did  biee  forth  tbanks. 
Then  said  he,  "  Tartis  and  Dclubunon, 
Receive  your  wages."     So  their  fetters  fell ; 
And  they,  retiring,  lauded  Lim,  and  L-ried, 
"  King,  reij-n  forever."     Then  he  uaoarned,  "Ainen." 

And  he  —  being  left  alone  —  he  said ;  "  A  light ! 

1  see  a  light, ^a  star  among  the  trees, — 

An  angeL"     And  it  drew  toward  the  cave, 

But  with  ita  saered  feet  touched  not  the  grass, 

Nor  lifted  up  the  lids  of  its  pure  eyes. 

But  hung  a  spin's  length  from  that  ground  pollute, 

At  the  opening  of  the  cave. 

And  when  he  looked. 
The  dragon  cried,  "  Thou  newly-fashioned  thing, 
Of  name  unknown,  thy  scorn  becomes  thee  not. 
Doth  not  thy  Master  suffer  what  tiiine  eyes 
TEcw  countest  all  too  clean  to  open  on?" 
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But  still  it  hovereil,  and  tlie  tjuietnesa 
Of  liolj  heaven  was  on  thu  drooping  lids ; 
And  not  as  onu  that  anawereth,  it  let  fall 
The  music  from  its  mouth,  but  like  lo  one 
That  doth  not  hear,  or,  hearing,  doth  not  heed. 

"  A  message:  'I  have  heard  thee,  while  remote 
I  went  My  rounds  among  the  unfinished  stars.' 
A  message ;  'I  have  left  thee  to  thy  ways, 
And  mastered  all  thy  yileness,  for  thy  iiate 
1  have  made  to  serve  the  ends  of  My  great  love. 
Hereafter  will  1  chain  thee  down.     To-day 
One  thing  thou  art  fbrhiddeii ;  now  thou  knowest 
The  name  thereof:  1  told  it  thee  in  heaven, 
When  thou  wert  sitting  at  My  feet.     Forbear    ■ 
To  let  that  hidden  thing  be  whispered  forth ; 
For  man,  ungrateful  (and  thy  hope  it  was. 
That  50  ungrateful  he  might  prove),  would  scorn, 
And  not  believe  it,  adding  so  fresh  weight 
Of  condemnation  to  the  doomiid  world. 
Concerning  that,  thou  art  forbid  to  speak ; 
Know  thou  didst  count  it,  fklling  from  My  tongue, 
A  lovely  song,  whoso  meaning  was  unknown, 
Unknowable,  uubcarahle  to  thought. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


But  swiijter  in  the  hearing  than  all  harps 
Toned  in  My  holy  hollow.     Now  thine  ears 
Are  opened,  know  it,  and  discern  and  fear, 
Forbearing  speech  of  it  forevermore." 
So  said,  it  turned,  and  with  a  cry  of  joy, 
As  one  released,  went  up:  and  it  was  dawn, 
And  all  boughs  dropped  with  dew,  and  out  of  mist 
Came  the  red  sun  and  looked  into  the  cave. 

But  the  dragon,  left  a  tremble,  called  to  him, 

From  the  nether  kingdom,  certain  of  his  friends,  — 

Three  whom  he  trusted,  councillors  accursed. 

A  thunder-uloud  stooped  low  and  awatheii  the  place 

In  its  black  swirls,  and  out  of  it  they  rushed. 

And  hid  them  in  recesses  of  the  eave, 

Because  they  could  not  look  upon  the  sun, 

Sith  light  is  pure.     And  Satan  called  to  them,  — 

All  in  the  dark,  in  hia  great  rage  he  spake : 

"  Up,"  quoth  the  dri^n ;  "  it  is  time  to  work, 

Or  we  are  all  undone."     And  he  did  hiss, 

And  there  came  shudderings  over  land  and  trees, 

A  dimness  after  dawn.     The  earth  threw  out 

A  Windini.;  fog,  that  crept  toward  the  cave, 

And  i-ollcd  up  blank  before  it  like  a  veil  — 
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A  curtain  to  conocal  its  hablters. 
Then  did  those  spirits  move  upon  the  floor. 
Like  pillars  of  darkness,  and  with  eyes  aglow. 
One  had  a  helm  for  covering  of  the  sears 
That  seamed  what  rested  of  a  goodly  face ; 
He  wore  his  vizor  up,  and  all  hts  words 
Were  hoHower  than  an  echo  from  the  hills; 
He  was  hight  Make.     And  lo,  his  feliow-fiend 
Came  aflier,  holding  down  his  dastani  head. 
Like  one  aahamed :  now  this  for  eraft  was  great ; 
The  dragon  honored  him.     A  thinlsat  down 
Among  them,  covering  with  his  wasted  hand 
Somewhat  that  pained  Lis  breast. 

And  when  tlie  fit 
Of  thunder,  and  the  sobbings  of  the  wind, 
Were  lulled,  the  dragon  spoke  with  ivrath  and  rage, 
And  told  tliem  of  his  matters ;  "  Look  to  tlii,^, 
If  ye  be  loyal " ;  adding,  "  Give  your  thoughts, 
And  let  me  have  your  counsel  in  this  need." 

One  spirit  rose  and  spake,  and  all  the  cave 

Was  full  of  aighs,  "  The  words  of  Make  the  Prince, 

Of  him  once  delt^ate  in  IJetelgeus  : 

Whereas  of  late  the  manner  is  to  thaiigo. 
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Wu  knuw  not  where  't  will  end ;  and  now  m 
Go  thus :  give  way,  be  peaceable,  lie  still 
And  strive  not,  else  the  world  that  we  liave  i 
He  may,  to  dwTe  us  out,  reduce  to  naught. 


"  For  while  I  stood  in  mine  obedience  yet, 
Steering  of  Betelgeus  my  sun,  behold, 
A  moon,  tliat  evil  ones  did  fill,  rolled  up 
Astray,  and  suddenly  the  Master  came. 
And  while,  a.  million  strong,  like  rooks  they  ros 
He  took  and  broke  it,  fiung  it  here  and  there, 
And  called  a  blast  lo  drive  the  powder  forth  j 
And  it  was  fine  as  dust,  and  blurred  the  skies 
Farther  than  't  is  from  hence  to  this  young  sun, 
Spirits  that  passed  upon  their  work  that  day, 
Cried  out,  "  How  dusty  't  is."     Behooves  us,  &i 
That  we  depart,  as  leaving  unto  Him 
This  goodly  world  and  goodly  race  of  m^n. 
Not  all  are  doomed  ;  hereafter  it  may  be 
That  we  find  place  on  it  again.     But  if, 
Too  zealous  to  preserve  it,  and  the  men 
Our  servants,  we  oppose  Him,  He  may  come, 
And,  choosing  rather  to  undo  His  work 
Than  strive  with  it  for  aye,  make  so  an  end." 
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lie  sighing  paused.     Lo,  then  the  serpent  hissed 

III  impotent  ri^,  "  Depart !  and  how  depart ! 

Can  flesh  he  uamed  down  when;  spirits  wonn? 

Or  I,  most  miserable,  hohl  my  liie 

Over  the  airless,  bottomless  gulf,  and  bide 

The  buffetings  of  yonder  shoreless  sea  ? 

O  death,  thou  terrible  doom  :  O  death,  thou  dread 

Of  all  that  breathe." 

A  spirit  rose  and  spake ; 
"  Whereas  In  Heaven  is  power,  ia  much  to  fear ; 
For  this  admired  fountry  we  have  marred. 
IVhereas  in  Heaven  is  love  (and  there  are  days 
When  jet  1  can  recall  vfhat  love  was  like), 
Js  naught  to  fear.     A  threatening  makes  the  whole, 
And  clogged  with  strong  conditions :  '  O,  repent, 
Wan,  and  I  turn.'     He,  therefore,  powerful  now. 
And  more  so,  master,  tliat  ye  bide  in  clay, 
Threateneth  that  He  may  save.     Tliey  shall  not  die." 

The  dragon  said,  "  I  tremble,  I  am  sick." 
He  said  with  pain  of  heart,  "  How  am  T  fallen ! 
i'or  I  keep  silence ;  yea,  I  have  withdrawn 
From  haunting  of  His  gates,  and  shouting  up 
Defiance.     Wherefore  doth  He  hunt  me  out 


iiMP^h,  Google 


1C4  A    STOKY    Ot-    DOOM. 

From  this  small  world,  this  little  one,  that  \ 

Have  been  content  to  take  unto  myself, 

I  here  being  loved  and  worshipped  ?     He  knowcth 

How  muth  I  have  foregone  ;  and  must  He  stoop 

To  whelm  the  world,  and  heave  the  floors  o'  the  deep, 

Of  purpose  to  pursue  me  from  my  place? 

And  since  I  gave  men  knowledge,  must  He  take 

Their  length  of  days  whereby  they  perfect  it  ? 

So  shall  He  scatter  all  that  I  have  stored, 

And  get  them  by  degrading  them.     I  know 

That  in  the  end  it  is  appointed  me 

To  fade.     I  will  not  fade  before  the  time," 

A  spirit  rose,  the  third,  a  spirit  ashamed 
And  subtle,  and  his  face  he  turned  aside  : 
"  Whereas,"  said  he,  "  we  alrive  against  both  power 
And  love,  buhooves  us  that  we  strive  aright. 
Now  some  of  old  my  comrades  yesterday 
-  1  met,  as  they  did  journey  to  appear 
In  the  Presence ;  and  I  said, '  My  master  lieth 
Sick  yonder,  otherwise  (for  no  decree 
There  stands  against  it)  he  would  also  come 
And  make  obeisance  with  the  sons  of  God.' 
They  answered,  naught  denying.     Therefore,  lonl. 
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'T  is  certain  that  ye  have  adinittanco  yet ; 

And  what  doth  hinder  ?     Nothing  hut  this  breatK 

Were  it  not  well  to  make  an  end,  and  die. 

And  gain  admittance  to  the  King  of  kings  ? 

^Vhat  if  thy  slaves  hy  thy  consent  should  take 

And  bear  thee  on  their  wings  above  the  earth, 

And  suddenly  let  fall,  —  liow  soon  't  were  o'tit  \ 

We  should  have  fear  and  sinking  at  the  heart ; 

But  in  a  little  moment  we  should  see, 

Rising  majestic  from  a  ruined  heap. 

The  stately  spirit  that  we  served  of  yore." 

The  serpent  turned  hia  subtle  deadly  eyes 

Upon  the  spirit,  and  hissed;  and,  sick  witli  shame, 

It  bowed  itself  together,  and  went  back 

With  hidden  face.     "  Tliia  counsel  is  not  good," 

The  other  twiun  made  answer ;  "  look,  my  loid, 

'T  is  evil  also ;  ppoak,  for  we  perceive 

That  on  thy  tongue  the  words  of  cotinsel  sit, 

Eeady  to  fly  to  our  right  greedy  ears, 

That  long  for  them."     And  Satan,  flattered  thus 

(For  ever  may  the  serpent  kind  be  charmed 

With  soft,  sweet  words,  and  mui^e  deftly  playetl). 
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Eitplied,  "  Whereas  I  Burely  rule  the  world, 
Behoovee  that  ye  prepare  for  me  a  path, 
And  that  I,  putting  of  my  pains  aside, 
Go  stir  rebellion  in  the  mighty  hearts 
O'  the  giants ;  for  lie  lov«th  them,  and  looks 
Full  oft  complacent  on  their  glorious  strength. 
He  willeth  that  they  yield,  that  He  may  spare ; 
But,  by  the  blackness  of  my  loallidd  den, 
I  say  they  shall  not,  no,  they  shall  not  yield ; 
Go,  therefore,  take  to  you  some  harmless  guise, 
And  spread  a  rumor  that  I  come.     I,  siek. 
Sorry,  and  aged,  hasten.     1  have  heard 
Whispers  that  out  of  heaven  dropped  unaware. 
I  caught  th«m  up,  and  sith  they  bo<le  men  harm, 
]  am  ready  for  to  comfort  them ;  yea,  more. 
To  counsel,  and  I  will  that  they  drive  forth 
The  women,  the  abhorred  of  my  soul ; 
Let  not  a  woman  breathe  where  I  shall  pass, 
I.est  the  curse  falleth,  and  she  bruise  my  head. 
Friends,  if  it  be  their  mind  to  send  for  me 
An  army,  and  triumphant  draw  rae  on 
Jn  the  golden  car  you  wot  of,  and  with  shouts, 
I  would  not  that  ye  hinder  them.     Ah,  then 
Will  1  make  hard  their  hearts,  anil  grieve  Him  so 


iiMP^h,  Google 


That  loves  them,  0,  by  much  too  well  to  wet 
Their  stately  heads,  and  soil  those  locks  of  strengtli 
Under  the  fatsful  brine.     Then  atlerward. 
While  He  doth  reason  vainly  with  them,  I 
Will  ofTer  Him  a  paet :  '  Great  King,  a  pact, 
And  men  shall  worship  Thee,  I  say  they  shall, 
Tor  I  will  bid  them  do  it,  yea,  and  leave 
To  sauriflue  their  kind,  so  Thou  my  name 
Wilt  suffer  to  be  worahipped  after  Thine.' " 

"  Yea,  my  lord  Satan,"  quoth  they,  "  do  this  thing, 
And  let  ua  hear  thy  words,  for  they  are  sweet." 

Then  he  made  answer,  "  By  a  messenger 

Have  I  tJiis  day  been  warned.     There  is  a  deed 

I  may  not  tell  of,  lest  the  people  add 

Si;orn  of  a  Coming  Greatness  txi  their  faults. 

Why  this?     Who  careth,  when  about  to  slay, 

And  slay  indeed,  how  well  they  have  deserved 

Death  whom  he  slayeth  ?     Therefore  yet  is  hid 

A  meaning  of  some  merey  that  will  rob 

The  nether  world.     Now  look  to  it,  —  'T  were  v^n, 

.^llieit  this  deluge  He  would  send  indeed, 

That  we  expect  the  harvest;  He  would  yet 
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Be  the  Master-reaper  ;  for  I  heard  it  sajd, 
Tliemtliat  be  young  and  know  Him  not,  and  them 
That  are  bound  and  may  not  bnilii,  jca,  won;, 

Whom,  suffering  not  to  hear  the  doom,  they  keep 

JoyoQS  behind  the  curtains,  every  one 

With  m^dens  nourished  in  tiie  bouse,  and  babes 

And  children  at  her  knees  —  (then  what  remain  1) 

He  elaimeth  and  will  gather  for  His  own. 

Now,  therefore,  it  were  good  by  guile  to  work, 

Princes,  and  sutTer  not  the  doom  to  falL 

There  is  no  evil  like  t«  love.     I  heard 

Him  whiiiper  it.     Have  I  put  on  tliis  flesh 

To  ruin  His  two  children  beautiful. 

And  shall  my  deed  confound  me  in  the  end, 

Through  awful  imitation  ?     Love  of  God, 

I  ery  against  thee;  thou  art  worst  of  all," 


iiMP^h,  Google 


BOOK   IV. 

Now  while  these  evil  ones  taok  counsel  Btrange, 
Tlie  son  of  Laraecli  journeyed  home  ;  and,  lo  ! 
A  company  came  down,  and  struck  the  track 
As  lie  did  enter  it.     There  rode  in  front 
Two  horsemen,  young  and  noble,  and  behind 
Were  following  slaves  with  tent  gear;  others  led 
Slrong  horses,  others  hare  the  instruments 
O'  Ihi;  chase,  and  in  the  rear  dull  camels  lagged, 
Sighing,  for  they  were  burdened,  and  they  loved 
The  desert  sands  above  that  grassy  vale. 

And  as  they  met,  those  horsemen  drew  the  rein. 
And  fixed  on  him  their  grave  untroubled  eyes ; 
He  in  his  regal  grandeur  walked  alone, 
And  had  nor  steed  nor  follower,  and  his  mien 
Was  grave  and  like  fo  theirs.     He  said  to  them, 
"  Fair  sirs,  whose  are  ye  ?  "     They  made  answer  eo 
"  The  beautiful  woman,  sir,  our  mother  dear, 
Niloiya,  bare  us  to  great  Lameeh's  son." 
And  he,  replying,  "  I  am  he."     They  said. 
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"  We  know  it,  sir.     Wc  liavi;  remembered  you 
Through  many  seasons.     Pray  you  let  us  not ; 
We  fain  would  greet  our  mother."     And  tbcy  made 
Obeisance  and  passed  on  ;  tlien  all  their  train, 
Which  while  they  spoke  had  halted,  moved  apace, 
And,  while  the  silent  father  stood,  went  by. 
He  gazing  after,  as  a  man  that  dreams ; 
For  he  was  sick  with  their  cold,  quiet  scorn, 
That  seemed  to  say,  "  Father,  we  own  you  not, 
We  love  you  not,  for  you  bare  left  us  long, — 
So  long,  we  care  not  that  yoQ  come  agMii." 

And  while  the  sullen  cameb  moved,  he  spake 

To  him  that  led  the  last,  "  There  are  but  two 

Of  these  my  sons ;  but  whore  cloth  Japhet  ride  ? 

For  I  would  see  him."     And  the  leailer  said, 

"  Sir,  ye  shall  find  him,  if  ye  follow  up 

Along  the  track.     Afore  the  noonday  meal 

The  young  men,  even  our  masters,  bathed  ;  (there  grow 

A  elump  of  cedars  by  the  bend  of  yon 

Clear  river)  —  there  did  Japhet,  after  meat, 

Being  right  weary,  lay  him  down  and  sleep. 

There,  with  a  company  of  slaves  and  some 

Few  caoiele,  ye  shall  find  hioL" 
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And  tlie  man. 
The  father  of  these  three,  did  let  him  pass, 
Ami  struggle  and  give  battle  to  his  heart, 
Standing  as  motionless  as  pillar  set 
To  guide  a  wanderer  in  a  pathless  waste 
But  all  his  strength  went  from  lilm,  and  he  strove 
Vainly  to  trample  out  and  trample  down 
The  misery  of  his  love  unsatisfied,  — 
Unutterable  love  flung  in  bis  face. 

Then  he  broke  out  in  passionate  words,  that  eried 
Against  his  lot :  "  I  have  lost  my  own,  and  won 
None  other  ;  no,  not  one  !     Alas,  my  sons  1 
That  T  have  looked  to  for  my  8olai:iiig, 
In  the  bitterness  to  come.     My  ohjldren  dear  !  " 
And  when  from  his  own  lips  he  heanl  those  words, 
With  pasjionate  stirring  of  tlie  heart,  he  wept. 

Anil  none  came  near  to  comfort  him.     His  face 
Was  on  the  ground ;  but  having  wept,  he  rose 
Full  hastily,  and  urged  his  way  to  find 
The  river ;  and  in  hollow  of  his  hand 
Raised  up  the  water  to  his  brow  ;  "  This  son. 
This  other  son  of  [nine,"  he  s^d,  "  shall  sea 
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No  tears  upon  nij'  face."     And  he  looked  on, 

Beheld  the  eamelB,  and  a,  group  of  slaves 

Sitting  apart  from  some  one  fa»t  asleep, 

Where  they  had  spread  out  webs  of  broidery  work 

Under  a  fedar-tree ;  and  he  came  on. 

And  when  they  made  obeisance  he  deulared 

His  name,  and  aaid,  "  I'will  beside  ray  son 

Sit  till  he  wakeneth."     So  Japhet  lay 

A-dreaming,  and  his  father  drew  to  him. 

He  said,  "  This  cannot  scorn  me  yet " ;  and  paused. 

Right  angry  with  hiinfelf,  because  the  youtb. 

Albeit  of  stately  growth,  so  languidly 

Lay  with  a  listless  smile  upon  his  moutb. 

That  was  full  sweet  and  pure ;  and  as  be  looked. 

He  half  forgot  his  (rouble  in  his  pride. 

"  And  is  this  mine  ?  "  said  lie,  "  my  son !  mine  own  I 

(God,  thou  art  good  I)     O,  if  this  turn  away. 

That  pang  shall  be  past  bearing.     1  must  think 

That  all  the  sweetness  of  his  goodly  face 

Is  copied  from  his  soul.     How  beautiful 

Are  children  to  their  fathers  !     Son,  my  heart 

Is  greatly  glad  because  of  thee;  my  life 

Shall  lack  of  no  comjileteness  in  tbe  days 

To  come.    If  I  forget  the  joy  of  youth, 
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In  thee  sTiall  1  be  comforted  ;  ay,  see 
My  youth,  a  dearer  than  my  own  again." 

And  when  he  ceaaed,  the  youth,  with  sleep  content, 
JVIurmm'ed  a  Uttle,  turned  himself,  an<l  woke. 

He  woke,  and  opened  on  his  father's  face 

The  darkness  of  his  eyes ;  hut  not  a  word 

The  Master-shipwright  said,  —  his  lips  were  sealed  ; 

He  was  not  ready,  for  he  feared  to  see 

This  mouth  curl  up  with  seom.     And  Japhct  spoke, 

Full  of  the  calm  that  Cometh  aOsr  sleep : 

"  Sir,  I  have  dreamed  of  you.     I  pray  you,  sir. 

What  is  your  name  ?  "  and  even  with  his  words 

His  countenance  changed.     The  son  of  Lamech  said, 

t'  Why  art  thou  sad  ?     What  have  I  done  to  thee  ?  " 

And  .Taphet  answered,  "  O,  methought  I  fled 

In  the  wilderness  before  a  maddened  beast, 

And  you  came  up  and  slew  it ;  and  I  thought 

You  were  my  father;  but  I  fear  me,  sir, 

My  thoughts  were  vain."     With  that  his  father  said, 

"  Whate'er  of  blessing  Thou  reacrv'st  for  me, 

God  1  if  Thou  wilt  not  give  to  both,  give  here : 

I51css  him  with  both  Thy  hands  "  ;  and  laid  his  own 

On  Japhet^s  head. 
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Then  Japliet  lookiid  on  him. 
Made  quiet  by  content,  and  answered  low, 
With  faltering  laughter,  glad  and  reverent :  "  Sir, 
You  are  my  father  ?  "     »  Ay,"  quoth  he,  "  I  am  I 
Kiss  me,  my  son ;  and  let  me  tear  my  name, 
Jly  much  desirM  name,  from  your  dear  lipa." 

Then  after,  rested,  they  betook  them  home : 

And  Japhet,  walking  by  the  Master,  thought, 

"  I  did  not  will  to  love  this  siro  of  mine  ; 

But  now  I  feel  as  if  I  had  always  known 

And  loved  him  well ;  truly,  I  see  not  why, 

But  T  would  rather  serve  him  tlian  go  free 

With  my  two  brethren."     And  be  said  to  him, 

"  Father  I "  —  who  answered,  "  I  am  here,  my  son." 

And  Japhet  3£ud,  "  I  pray  you,  sir,  attend 

To  this  my  answer  :  let  me  go  with  you, 

For,  now  I  think  on  it,  I  do  not  love 

The  chase,  nor  managing  the  steed,  nor  yet 

The  arrows  and  the  bow ;  but  rather  yon, 

For  all  you  do  and  say,  and  you  yourself. 

Are  goodly  and  delightsome  in  mine  eyes. 

I  pray  you,  sir,  when  you  go  forth  again. 

That  I  may  also  go."    And  he  replied, 
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■'  I  will  tell  thy  speocli  unto  the  Highest ;  He 
Shall  answer  it.  But  I  would  speak  to  tbee 
Now  of  the  days  to  come.  Know  thou,  most  dear 
To  this  thy  father,  tliat  the  drenched  worlil, 
When  risen  clean  washed  from  water,  shall  roueive 
From  thee  her  lordliest  goTemors,  from  thee 
Daughters  of  noblest  soul." 

Sa  Japhet  said, 
"  Sir,  I  am  young,  but  of  my  mother  straight 
I  will  go  i!sk  a  wife,  that  this  may  be, 
I  pray  you,  therefore,  93  the  manner  is 
Of  fathers,  give  me  land  that  I  may  reap 
Com  for  sust^nlng  of  my  wife,  and  bruise 
The  fruit  of  the  vine  to  cheer  her."     But  he  said, 
"  Dost  thou  forget  ?  or  dost  thou  not  believe, 
My  son?"     He  answered,"!  did  ne'er  believe, 
My  father,  ere  to-day  ;  but  now,  methinks. 
Whatever  thou  believest  I  believe. 
Fur  thy  beloved  sake.     If  this  then  be 
As  thou  (I  hear)  bast  said,  and  earth  doth  bear 
Tlie  list  of  her  wheat  harvesis,  and  make  ripe 
Tlie  latest  of  her  grapes ;  yet  hear  me,  sir, 
None  of  the  daughters  shall  be  given  to  me 
If  I  be  landless."     Then  his  father  said, 
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"  Lift  up  thine  eyes  toward  the  nortli,  my  son  :  " 
And  so  he  did.     "  Behold  tby  heritage  ! " 
Quoth  the  world's  prince  and  master,  "  far  away 
Upon  the  aide  o'  the  north,  rfhcre  green  the  field 
Lies  every  season  through,  and  where  the  dewa 
Of  heaven  are  wholesome,  shall  thy  children  reign 
I  part  it  to  them,  for  the  earth  is  mine ; 
The  Highest  gave  it  me :  1  make  it  theirs. 
Moreover,  for  thy  marriage  gift,  behold 
Ihe  cedars  where  thou  sleepedfit !     Tlierc  are  vines 
And  up  the  rise  is  growing  wheat-     I  give 
(For  all,  alas !  is  mine)  —  I  give  thee  both 
/or  dowry,  and  my  blessing." 

And  he  said, 
•'  Sir  you  are  good,  and  therefore  the  Most  High 
Shall  bless  me  alsa     Sir,  I  love  yon  well." 
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A\i)  when  two  days  were  over,  Japbet  said, 
"  Mother,  so  please  you,  get  a  wife  for  me." 
Tlie  mother  answered,  "  Dost  thou  mock  me,  son  7 
'Tis  not  the  manner  of  our  kin  to  wed 
So  young.     Thou  knowest  it ;  art  Ihou  not  ashamed  ? 
Thou  careat  not  for  a  wife."     And  the  youth  blushed, 
And  made  for  answer  ;  "  This,  my  father,  swth 
The  doom  is  nigh  ;  now  therefore  find  a,  maid, 
■  Or  else  sball  I  be  wifeless  all  tny  days. 
And  as  for  me,  I  care  not ;  but  the  lands 
Are  parted,  and  the  goodliest  share  is  mine. 
And  lo !  my  brethren  are  betrothed ;  their  maids 
Are  with  thee  in  the  house.     Tlien  why  not  mine  ? 
Didst  tbou  not  diligently  seareh  for  these 
Among  the  noblpst  born  of  all  the  earth. 
And  bring  them  up  ?     My  sisters,  dwell  they  not 
^Vlth  women  that  bespake  them  for  their  sons  ? 
Now,  therefore,  let  3  wife  be  found  for  me, 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  gentle  to  my  will 
As  thou  art  to  my  father's.  "     IVIien  she  beard, 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Niloiya  sighed,  and  answered,  "  It  is  well," 
And  Japhet  went  out  from  her  presence. 

Then 
Quoth  the  great  Master :  "  Wherefore  sought  )'e  not, 
Woman,  these  many  days,  nor  tired  at  all, 
Till  ye  had  found,  a  maiden  lor  my  son  ? 
In  this  ye  have  done  ill."     Nitoiya  said ; 
"  Let  not  ray  lord  be  angry.     All  my  soul 
Is  sad :  ray  lord  hath  walked  afar  so  long, 
That  some  despise  thee ;  yea,  our  servants  fail 
Lately  to  bring  their  stint  of  torn  and  wood. 
And,  sir,  thy  household  slaves  do  steal  away 
To  thy  great  father,  and  our  lands  lie  waste,  — - 
None  till  them :  therefore  tliint  the  women  seorn 
To  give  me  —  whatsoever  gems  I  send. 
And  goodly  raiment  (yea,  1  seek  afar, 
And  sue  with  all  desire  and  humbleness 
Through  every  master's  house,  but  no  one  gives)  — 
A  daughter  for  my  son."     With  that  she  ceased. 

Then  said  the  Master :  "  Some  thou  hast  with  thee, 
Brouj-lit  up  among  thy  children,  dutiful 
And  fair ;  thy  father  gave  thera  for  my  slaves,  — 
Children  of  them  whom  he  brought  captive  forth 
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From  tlieir  own  heritage."     And  slie  replieil, 

Right  scornfully ;  "  Shall  Japhet  wed  a  slave  ?  " 

Then  said  the  Master:  "  He  shall  wed  :  look  thou 

To  that.    I  say  not  he  shall  wed  a  slave ; 

But,  by  the  might  of  One  that  nwile  him  mine, 

I  will  not  quit  thee  for  my  doomed  way 

Until  thou  wilt  betroth  him.     Therefore,  haste, 

Beautiful  woman,  IoYe<i  of  mc  anil  mine. 

To  bring  a  mwden,  and  to  say,  '  Behold 

A  wife  for  Japhet.'"     Then  she  answered,  "  Sir, 

It  shall  be  done. " 

And  forth  Nlloiya  sped. 
She  gathered  all  her  jewels,  —  all  she  held 
Of  costly  or  of  rich,  —  and  went  and  spake 
With  some  few  slaves  that  yet  abode  with  her, 
For  daily  they  were  fewer  ;  and  went  forth, 
With  f»ir  and  flattering  words,  among  her  feres. 
And  f^n  had  wrought  with  them :  and  she  had  hope 
That  made  her  sick,  it  was  so  faint ;  and  then 
She  had  fear,  and  after  she  had  certainty. 
For  all  did  scorn  her.     "  Nay,"  they  cried,  "  0  fool  I 
If  this  be  so,  and  on  a  watery  world 
Ye  think  to  rock,  what  matters  if  a  wife 
Be  free  or  bond  ?     There  shall  bo  none  to  rule. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


If  ghe  have  freedom:  if  she  have  it  not, 
None  shall  there  be  to  serve." 

And  she  alit, 
The  time  being  (lone,  desponding  at  her  door, 
And  went  behind  a  screen,  wliere  should  have  wrought 
The  daughters  of  the  captives ;  but  there  wrought 
One  only,  and  this  rose  from  olf  the  floor. 
Where  she  the  river  rush  full  deftly  wove, 
And  made  obeisance.     Then  Niloiya  said, 
"  Where  are  thy  fellows  ?  "     And  the  maid  replied, 
"  Let  not  Niloiya,  tliis  ray  lady  loved, 
Be  angry  ;  they  are  fled  since  yesternight." 
Then  said  Niloiya,  "  Amarant,  my  slave, 
'^Vhen  have  I  called  thee  by  thy  name  before  ?  " 
She  answered,  "  Lidy,  never  " ;  and  she  took 
And  spread  her  broidered  robe  before  her  face. 
Niloiya  spoke  thus :  "  I  am  come  to  woe. 
And  thou  to  honor."     Saying  this,  she  wept 
Passionate  tears ;  and  all  the  damsel's  soul 
Was  full  of  yearning  wonder,  and  her  robe 
Slipped  from  her  hand,  and  her  right  Innocent  face 
Was  seen  betwixt  her  looks  of  tawny  hair 
That  dropped  about  her  knees,  and  her  two  eyes, 
Blue  as  the  much-loved  flower  that  rims  the  beck, 
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Lookml  sweetly  on  Niloiya ;  but  she  knew 

Ko  meaning  in  her  words ;  and  she  drew  nigh, 

And  kneeled  and  said,  "  Will  this  mj-  lady  speak  ? 

Her  damsel  is  desirous  of  her  words." 

Then  S£ud  Niloiya,  "  I,  thy  niistreaa,  sought 

A  wife  for  Japliet,  anil  no  wife  k  found." 

And  yet  ^ain  she  wept  with  grief  of  heart, 

Saying,  "  Ah  me,  miserable  !  J  must  give 

A  wife,  —  the  Master  wiUeth  it,  —  a  wife. 

Ah  me  !  unto  the  high-born.     He  will  scorn 

His  mother  and  reproach  me.     I  must  give  — 

None  else  have  I  to  give  —  a  slave  —  even  thee." 

This  further  spake  Niloiya :  "  I  was  good,  — 

Hail  rue  on  thee,  a  tender  sucking  ehild, 

AVhen  they  did  tear  thee  from  thy  mother's  breast ; 

I  fed  thee,  gave  thee  shelter,  and  I  taught 

Thy  hands  all  cunning  arts  that  women  pri^e. 

Bat  out  on  me  !  my  good  is  turned  to  ill- 

0  Japhet,  well  beloved  ! "     And  she  rose  up, 

And  did  restrain  herself,  saying,  "  Dost  thou  heed  ? 

Behold,  this  thing  shall  be."     The  damsel  siglied, 

"  Lady,  I  do."     Then  went  Niloiya  forth. 

And  Amarant  murmured  in  her  deep  amaze. 
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183  A    STOItT   OF    DOOM. 

"  Shall  .Taphet'a  little  children  kiss  my  moutli  ? 
And  will  he  eometlmes  take  them  from  my  arms, 
And  almost  oare  for  me  for  their  sweet  sake  ? 
I  have  not  dared  to  think  I  loved  liim,  —  now 
I  know  it  well :  bttt  0,  the  bitternesa 
For  him ! "     And  ending  thus,  the  damsel  rose. 
For  Japhet  entered.     And  aha  bowed  herself 
Mjekly  and  made  obeisance,  but  her  blood 
Rivn  cold  about  her  begirt,  for  all  his  face 
Was  colored  with  his  passion. 

Japbct  spok^ ; 
lie  said,  "  My  father's  slave  "  ;  and  .ihit  repliii.l. 
Low  drooping  her  fair  head,  "  My  master's  Eon." 
And  after  tbat  a  silence  fell  on  tbem, 
With  trembling  at  her  lieart,  snd  rage  at  his. 
And  Japhet,  mastered  of  his  passion,  sat 
And  could  not  speak.     0,  cruel  seemed  his  fato, — 
So  cruel  her  that  told  it,  so  unkind. 
His  breast  was  full  of  wounded  love  and  wrath 
Wrestling  together  ;  and  his  eyes  flashed  out 
Indi;;nant  lights,  as  all  amazed  he  took 
The  insult  home  that  she  had  offered  him. 
Who  should  have  held  his  honor  dear. 

And,  lo. 
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Tlio  uiisery  ciiokcd  liiin,  anil  liu  oricd  in  pain, 
'■  Go,  get  thi:e  forth  "  ;  but  alie,  all  white  anil  still, 
Fai'teil  her  lips  to  sjwak,  and.  yet  spake  not, 
Nor  moved.    And  Japliet  rose  uj>  passionate, 
With  lifted  ann  as  one  about  to  strike  ; 
B'tt  she  cried  out  and  met  liim,  acid  she  held 
With  desperate  might  his  hand,  and  prayed  to  him, 
'  Strike  not,  or  else  shall  men  from  henceforth  say, 
Japhet  is  like  to  us.' "     And  he  shook  off 
The  damsel,  and  be  Bsid,  "  I  thank  thee,  slave ; 
For  never  have  I  stricken  yet  or  child 
Or  worn  lU.     Not  for  thy  sake  am  1  glad, 
Nay,  but  for  mine.     Get  hence.     Obey  my  words." 
Then  JapUet  lifted  up  his  voice,  and  wept. 

And  no  more  he  restrained  himself,  but  cried. 
With  heavings  of  the  heart,  "  O  hateful  day  ! 
O  day  that  shuts  the  door  upon  delight! 
A  slave !  to  wed  a  slave !     0  loathed  wife. 
Hated  of  J.iphet's  soul."     And  after,  long, 
Witli  face  between  his  hands,  he  sat,  liis  thoughts 
Sullen  and  sore  ;  then  scorned  himself,  and  saying, 
"  I  will  not  take  lier,  I  will  die  unwi^. 
It  is  but  that  " ;  lift  up  his  eyca  and  saw 
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1S4  A   STORY    OF    DOOM. 

Tlie  slave,  and  she  was  sitting  at  his  feet ; 
Ami  he,  so  greatly  wondering  that  she  dared 
The  disohedience,  looked  her  in  tlie  face 
Less  angry  than  afraid,  for  pale  elie  waa 
As  lily  yet  unsmiled  on  by  the  sun  ; 
And  he,  his  passion  being  spfint,  sighed  out, 
"  Low  am  I  fallen  indeed.     Ilast  thou  no  fear. 
That  thou  dost  flout  me  ?  "  but  she  gave  to  him 
Tlie  sighing  echo  of  his  sigh,  and  mourned, 
"  No." 

And  he  wondered,  and  he  looked  again, 
For  in  her  heart  there  was  a  new-bom  pang, 
That  cried ;  but  she,  as  mothers  with  their  young, 
Suffered,  yet  loved  it ;  and  there  shone  a  strange 
Grave  siveetness  in  her  blue  unsullied  eyes. 
And  Japhet,  leaning  from  the  settle,  thought, 
"  What  is  it  ?    I  will  call  her  by  her  name, 
To  uoreifort  her,  for  also  she  ia  naught 
To  blame  ;  and  since  I  will  not  her  to  wife, 
She  falb  back  from  the  freedom  she  had  hoped." 
Then  he  said,  "  Amarant " ;  and  the  damsel  drew 
Her  eyes  down  slowly  from  the  shaded  sky 
Of  even,  and  she  siud,  "  My  master's  son, 
Japhet " ;  and  Japhet  awd,  "  I  am  not  wroth 
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A   STORY   OF    DOOM.  J85 

"Wilh  thee,  but  wrotehed  for  my  mother's  dued, 
Beeause  ahe  shamed  me." 

And  the  maiden  said, 
"  Doth,  not  thy  father  love  thee  well,  sweet  sir  ?  " 
"  Ay,"  quoth  he, "  -well."     She  answered,  "  Let  the  heart 
Of  Japhet,  then,  be  raerrj'.     Go  to  him 
And  say,  '  The  damsel  whom  my  mother  chose 
Sits  by  her  in  the  house ;  but  ss  for  me, 
Sir,  ere  I  take  her,  let  me  go  with  you 
To  that  same  outland  country.     Also,  sir. 
My  damsel  hath  not  worked  as  yet  the  robe 
Of  her  betrothal' ;  now,  then,  sith  he  loves, 
He  will  not  say  thee  nay.     Herein  ti>r  a  while 
Is  respite,  and  thy  mother  far  and  near 
Will  seek  again  :  it  may  be  she  will  find 
A  lair,  free  miuden." 

Japhet  said,  "  0  maid, 
Sweet  are  thy  words ;  but  what  it'  I  return, 
5\nd  all  again  be  as  it  ia  to-dny  ?  " 
Then  Amarant  answered,  ■'  Some  have  died  in  youth  i 
But  yet,  I  think  not,  sir,  that  1  ahall  die. 
Though  ye  shall  find  it  even  as  I  had  died,  — 
Silent,  for  any  words  I  might  have  said; 
Empty,  for  any  space  I  might  have  filled. 
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Sir,  I  will  steal  away,  and  hide  afar  ; 

But  if  a  wife  be  found,  then  will  I  bide 

And  serve."     He  answered,  "  O,  thy  speech  is  gowl ; 

Now,  therefore  (since  mj-  mother  gave  me  thee), 

J  will  reward  it ;  I  will  find  for  thee 

A  goodly  husband,  and  will  make  him  free 

Thee  also." 

nien  she  started  from  his  feet, 
And,  red  with  shame  and  anger,  flashed  on  him 
The  passion  of  her  eyes ;  and  put  her  hands 
With  eatehing  of  the  breath  to  her  fair  throat, 
And  stootl  in  her  defiance  lost  to  fear. 
Like  some  fair  bind  in  desperate  danger  turned 
And  brought  to  bay,  and  wild  in  her  despair. 
But  shortly,  "  I  remember,"  quoth  she,  low. 
With  raining  down  of  tears  and  broken  sighs, 
"  That  I  am  Japhet's  slave  ;  "beseech  you,  sir. 
As  ye  were  ever  gentle,  ay,  and  sweet 
Of  language  to  me,  be  not  harder  now. 
Sir,  I  was  yonrs  to  take  ;  I  knew  not,  sir. 
That  also  ye  might  s^ve  me.     Pray  you,  sir, 
Be  pitiful,  —  be  merciful  to  me, 
A  slave."     He  s^d,  "  I  thought  to  do  thee  good, 
For  good  hath  been  thy  counsel " ;  but  she  cried, 
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"  Good  roaster,  be  you  therefore  pitiful 

To  me,  a  slave."     And  Japliet  wondered  much 

At  her,  anil  at  her  beauty,  for  he  thought, 

"  None  of  the  daughters  are  ao  fair  aa  this, 

Nor  stand  with  such  a  grace  majestical ; 

She  in  her  locks  is  like  the  travelling  sun, 

Setting,  all  clad  in  coifing  clouds  of  gold. 

And  would  she  die  unmati;lied  ?  "     He  said  to  her, 

"  What !  wilt  thou  sail  alone  in  yonder  ship, 

Anil  dwell  alone  hereafter  ?  "     "  Ay,"  she  swd, 

"  And  serve  my  mistress." 

"  It  is  well,"  quoth  he, 
And  held  his  hand  to  her,  as  is  the  way 
Of  roasters.     Then  she  kissed  it,  and  she  said, 
"  Thanks  for  benevolence,"  and  turned  herself, 
Adding,  "  I  i-est,  sir,  on  your  gracious  words"; 
Then  stepped  into  the  twilight  and  was  gone. 

And  Japhet,  having  found  his  father,  said, 

"  Sir,  let  me  also  journey  when  je  go." 

Who  answered,  "  Hath  thy  mother  done  her  part  ?  " 

He  said,  "  Yea,  truly,  and  my  damsel  sits 

Before  her  in  the  house ;  and  also,  sir, 

She  said  to  me,  '  I  have  not  worked,  as  yet. 
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The  garment  of  betrothal.' "     And  lie  said, 
"  'T  is  not  the  manner  of  our  kin  to  speak 
Coneerning  matters  that  a  woman  rules  ; 
But  hath  thy  mother  brought  a  damsel  home, 
And  let  her  see  thy  face,  then  all  is  one 
As  ye  were  wed."     He  answered,  "Even  so, 
It  matters  nothing ;  therefore  hear  me,  sir : 
The  damael  being  mine,  I  am  content 
To  let  her  do  according  to  her  will ; 
And  when  we  shall  return,  so  surely,  sir, 
As  I  shall  iind  her  by  my  mother's  side. 
Then  will  I  take  her  " ;  and  he  left  to  speak  ; 
His  father  answering,  "  Son,  thy  words  are  good." 
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BOOK    VI. 

Night.    Wow  a  tent  was  pitched,  and  Japhet  sat 
In  tlie  door  and  watched,  for  on  a  Utter  lay 
The  father  of  his  love.     And  he  was  sick 
To  death ;  but  daily  he  would  rouse  him  up, 
And  stare  upon  the  light,  aud  ever  say, 
"  On,  let  us  journey  " ;  hut  it  came  to  pass 
That  ni^ht,  across  their  path  a  river  ran. 
And  they  who  served  the  father  and  the  son 
Had  pitched  the  tents  beside  it,  and  had  inaiie 
A  fire,  to  scare  away  the  savagery 
That  roamed  in  that  great  forest,  for  their  way 
Ilafi  led  among  the  trees  of  God. 

The  moon 
Shone  on  the  river,  like  a  silver  road 
To  lead  thera  over ;  but  when  Japhet  looked, 
He  said,  "  We  shall  not  cross  it.     I  shall  lay 
This  well-beloved  head  low  in  the  leaves, — 
Not  on  the  farther  side."     From  time  to  time, 
The  water-snakes  would  stir  its  glassy  flow 
With  curling  undulatjons,  and  would  lay 
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Tlieir  htads  along  the  banks,  anil,  subtle-eyed, 

Consider  those  long  spirting  flames,  that  dancud. 

When  some  red  log  would  break  and  crumble  down. 

And  show  his  dark  despondent  eyes,  that  watched, 

Wearily,  even  Japhet's.     But  he  cared 

Little ;  and  in  the  dark,  that  was  not  dark, 

But  dimness  of  confused  incertitude. 

Would  move  a-near  all  silently,  and  gaze 

And  breathe,  an<l  shape  itself,  a  mancd  thing 

With  eyes;  and  still  he  cared  not,  and  the  form 

IVould  falter,  then  recede,  and  melt  again 

Into  the  farther  shade.     And  Japbet  said: 

"  How  long?     The  moon  hath  gi'own  again  in  he*'ea 

After  her  caving  twice,  since  we  did  leave 

The  threshold  of  our  home ;  and  now  what  'vails 

That  far  on  tumbled  mountain  snow  we  toiled. 

Hungry,  and  weary,  all  the  day ;  by  night 

Waked  with  a  dreadful  trembling  underneath. 

To  look,  while  every  cnne  smoked,  and  there  ran 

Bed  brooks  tidown,  that  licked  the  forest  up. 

While  in  the  pale  white  ashes  wading  on 

We  saw  no  stars?  —  what  'vails  if  afterward, 

Aatonisheil  witli  great  silence,  we  did  move 

Over  the  measureless,  unknown  desert  mead ; 
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While  all  the  day,  in  rents  and  crevices. 

Would  lie  the  lizard  and  the  serpent  kind, 

Drowsy;  and  !n  the  night  take  fearsome  shapes. 

And  oft-times  woman-faced  and  worn  an -haired 

Would  trail  their  enaky  length,  and  curse  and  raoarn; 

Or  there  would  wander  up,  when  me  were  tired, 

Dark  troops  of  evil  ones,  with  eyes  morose, 

Withstanding  us,  and  staring ;  —  0,  what  'vails 

That  in  the  dread  deep  forest  we  have  fought 

With  following  packs  of  wolves  ?    These  men  of  might, 

Even  the  ^ants,  shall  not  hear  the  doom 

My  father  came  to  tell  them  of      Ah  me  ! 

If  God  indeed  had  sent  him,  would  he  lie 

(For  he  is  stricken  with  a  sore  disease) 

Helpless  outside  their  city  ?  " 

Then  he  rose. 
And  put  aside  the  curtains  of  the  tent, 
To  look  upon  his  father's  face;  and  lol 
The  tent  being  dark,  he  thought  that  somewhat  sat 
Beside  the  litter;  and  he  set  his  eyes 
To  see  it,  and  saw  not ;  but  only  marked 
Where,  fallen  away  from  manhood  and  from  power, 
His  father  lay.     Then  he  came  forth  again. 
Trembling,  and  crouched  bestilo  the  dull  red  fire. 
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Anil  murmured,  "Now  It  la  the  second  time; 
An  old  man,  as  I  think  (but  searcely  saw), 
Dreadful  of  might.     Its  hair  waa  white  as  wool : 
I  dared  not  look  ;  perhaps  I  saw  not  aught. 
But  only  knew  that  it  was  there ;  the  same 
Which  walked  beside  us  once  when  he  di(i  pray," 
Ahi)  Japhet  hid  hla  face  between  his  hands 
For  fear,  and  grief  of  heart,  and  weariness 
Of  watching;  and  he  slumbered  not,  but  mourned 
To  himself,  a  little  moment,  as  it  seemed. 
For  sake  of  bis  loved  father ;  then  he  lift 
His  eyes,  and  day  had  dawned.     Riglit  suddenly 
The  moon  withheld  her  silver,  and  she  hung 
Frail  as  a  cloud.     The  ruddy  flame  that  played 
By  night  on  dim,  dusk  trees,  and  on  the  flood. 
Crept  red  amongst  the  1<^,  and  all  the  world 
And  all  the  water  blushed  and  bloomed.     The  stars 
Were  gone,  and  golden  shafts  came  up,  and  touched 
The  feathered  heads  of  palms,  and  green  was  bom 
Under  the  rosy  cloud,  and  purples  flew 
Like  veils  across  the  mountains;  and  ho  saw. 
Winding  athwart  them,  bathed  in  blissful  peace, 
And  the  sacredncRs  of  mom,  the  battlements 
And  out-posts  of  the  giants;  and  there  ran 
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On  the  other  side  the  river,  as  it  were, 
White  moands  of  marble,  tabernaeleB  fair. 
And  towers  below  a  line  of  inland  cliff: 
These  were  their  fastnesses,  and  here  their  homes. 

In  valleys  and  the  forest,  all  that  night, 
Tiiere  had  been  woe ;  in  every  hollow  place, 
And  nnJer  walls,  like  drifted  flowers,  or  snow. 
Women  lay  mourning ;  for  the  serpent  lodged 
That  night  within  the  gates,  and  had  decreed, 
"  I  will  (or  ever  I  come)  that  ye  drive  out 
The  women,  the  abhorred  of  my  soul." 

Therefore,  more  beauteous  than  all  climbing  bloom, 

Purple  and  scarlet,  cumbering  of  the  boughs, 

Or  fights  of  azure  doves  that  lit  lo  drink 

The  water  of  the  river ;  or,  new  born. 

The  quivering  butterflies  in  companies. 

That  slowly  crept  adown  the  sandy  mai^. 

Like  living  crocus  beds,  and  also  drank, 

And  rose  an  orange  clond ;  their  hollowed  hands 

Tlii'y  dipped  between  the  lilies,  or  with  robes 

Full  of  ripe  fruitage,  sat  and  peeled  and  ale. 

Weeping;  or  comforting  their  little  ones, 
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And  lulling  tliera  with  sorrowful  long  hymns 
Among  the  palms. 

So  went  the  earlier  morn. 
Then  carae  a  messenger,  while  Japhet  sat 
Monrnfully,  and  he  said,  "  Tbe  men  of  might 
Are  willing ;  let  thy  master,  youth,  appear." 
And  Japhet  said,  "  So  be  it"  ;  and  he  thought, 
"  Kow  will  I  trust  in  God  " ;  and  he  went  in 
And  stood  before  his  father,  and  he  said, 
"My  father";  but  the  Master  answered  not. 
But  gazed  upon  the  curtains  of  his  tent, 
Kor  knew  that  one  had  called  him.     He  was  clad 
As  ready  for  the  journey,  and  his  feet 
Were  sandalled,  and  his  statT  was  at  his  side ; 
And  Japhet  took  the  gown  of  sacrifice 
And  spread  it  on  him,  and  he  l^d  his  crown 
Upon  his  knees,  and  he  went  forth,  and  lift 
His  hand  to  heaven,  and  cried,  "  My  father's  God ! ' 
But  neither  whisper  came  nor  echo  fell 
When  he  did  listen.     Therefore  he  went  on : 
"  Behold,  I  have  a  thing  to  say  to  thee. 
My  father  chained  thy  servant,  '  Let  not  ruth 
Prevail  with  thee  to  turn  and  bear  me  hence. 
For  God  appointed  me  my  task,  to  preach 
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Befiirc  tlie  might)'.'     I  must  do  ray  part 
(O,  let  it  not  displease  thee),  for  he  said 
But  jeeternight,  '  When  they  shall  send  for  me. 
Take  me  before  them.'    And  I  sware  to  him. 
I  pray  thee,  therefore,  coimt  his  life  and  mine 
Pretiovis ;  for  I  that  aware,  I  will  perform." 

Then  cried  he  to  his  people,  "  Let  us  hence ; 
Take  up  the  litter."  And  they  set  their  feet 
Toward  the  raft  whereby  men  trosscd  that  Hood. 

And  while  they  journeyed,  lo,  the  giants  sat 

Within  the  fmrest  hall  where  all  were  fair, 

Eaeh  on  his  carven  throne,  o'er-eanopied 

■\Vith  work  of  women.     And  the  dragon  lay 

In  a  place  of  honor ;  and  with  subtlety 

He  counselled  them,  for  they  did  speak  by  turns ; 

And  they,  being  proud,  might  nothing  master  them, 

But  guile  alone  ;  and  he  did  fawn  on  them  ; 

And  when  the  younger  taunted  him,  sabmiss 

He  testified  great  humbleness,  and  cried, 

"  A  cruel  God,  forsooth  I  but  nay,  O  nay, 

J  will  not  think  it  of  Ilim,  that  He  meant 
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To  threiiten  these.     O,  whtn  I  look  on  tliem, 
Hovf  duth  my  soul  admire." 

And  one  stood  fortb, 
The  youngest;  of  bis  bretbren  named  "the  Rock." 
"  Speak  out,"  quoth  be,  "  thou  toothless,  slavering  thing. 
What  is  it  V  thinkest  thou  that  such  as  vie 
Should  be  afraid  ?     What  is  this  goodly  doom  ?  ' 
And  Satan  laughed  upon  him.     "  Lo,"  said  he, 
"  Thou  art  not  fully  grown,  and  every  one 
I  look  on  etandeth  higher  by  the  head, 
Yea,  and  tbe  shoulders,  than  do  other  men ; 
Torsootb,  thy  servant  thought  not  thou  woulJst  fear. 
Thou  and  thy  fellows."     Then  with  one  ateord, 
"  Speak,"  cried  they ;  and  with  mild,  persuasive  eyes. 
And  flattering  tongue,  he  spoke. 

"  Yc  mighty  ones, 
It  hath  been  known  to  yoii  these  many  days 
How  that  for  piety  I  am  much  lamed. 
I  am  exceeding  pious  :  if  I  lie, 
As  hath  been  whispered,  it  is  but  for  sake 
Of  God,  and  that  ye  should  not  think  Iljm  hard. 
For  I  am  all  for  God.     Now  some  have  thought 
That  He  bath  also  (and  it  may  be  so 
Or  yet  may  not  be  so)  on  me  been  hard ; 
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lie  lot  ye  therefore  wroth,  for  my  poor  sake  ; 
I  vm  contented  to  have  earned  your  weal, 
Though  I  must  therefore  suffer. 

Now  t(Miay 
One  Cometh,  yea,  fin  harmless  man,  a  fool, 
Wlio  Ixiasts  he  hath  a  message  from  our  God, 
And  leat  that  you,  for  bravery  of  heart 
And  stoutness,  being  angered  with  his  prate. 
Should  lii't  a  hand,  and  kill  him,  I  am  here." 

Then   spolie   the   Leader,   "  How   now,   snake  ?     Thy 

Ring  false.  Why  ever  licst  thou,  snake,  to  us  ? 
Thou  coward !  none  of  us  will  see  thee  harmed. 
I  say  thou  liesL  The  land  is  strewed  with  slain  ; 
Myself  have  hewn  down  companies,  and  blood 
!M:Lkes  fertile  all  the  field.  Thou  knowesC  it  well  ■, 
And  haat  thou,  driveller,  panting  sore  &r  ago. 
Come  with  a  force  to  bid  us  spare  one  fool  ?" 

And  Satan  answered,  "  Nay  you !  be  not  wroth ; 
Yet  true  it  is,  and  yet  not  ait  the  truth. 
Your  servant  would  have  told  the  rest,  if  now 
(For  fulness  of  your  life  being  fretted  sore 
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At  mine  infirmities,  which  God  in  vain 

1  supplicate  to  heal)  ye  had  not  caused 

My  speech  to  stop."     And  he  they  called  "  the  Oak  " 

Made  answer,  "  'T  is  a  good  snafee ;  let  him  he. 

Why  would  ye  fright  the  poor  old  craven  beast? 

Look  bow  his  lolling  tongue  doth  foam  lor  fear. 

Ye  should  have  merey,  brethren,  on  the  weak. 

Speak,  dragon,  thou  bast  leave ;  make  stout  thy  heart. 

What !  hast  thou  lied  to  this  great  company? 

It  was,  we  know  it  was,  for  humbleness ; 

Thou  wert  not  willing  to  offend  with  truth." 

"  Tea,  majesties,"  quoth  Satan,  "  thus  it  was," 

And  lifced  up  appealing  eyes,  and  groaned; 

"  O,  can  it  be,  compassionate  as  brave. 

And  housed  in  cunning  works  themselves  Iiave  reared, 

And  served  in  gold,  and  warmed  with  minlvere, 

And  ruling  nobly,  that  He,  not  content 

Unless  alone  He  reigneth,  looks  to  bend 

Or  break  them  in,  like  slaves  to  cry  to  Ilim, 

'  What  is  Thy  will  with  us,  0  Master  dear  ? ' 

Or  else  (o  eat  of  death  ? 

For  my  part,  lords, 
I  cannot  think  It;  for  my  piety 


iiMP^h,  Google 


And  reason,  which  I  also  share  with  you, 

Are  my  beat  lights,  and  ever  counsel  me, 

'  Believe  not  aught  f^ainst  thy  God ;  believe. 

Since  thou  canst  never  reach  to  do  Him  wrong, 

That  He  mill  never  stoop  to  do  thee  wrong. 

Id  He  not  just  and  equal,  yea,  and  kind  ? 

Therefore,  0  majesties,  it  is  my  mind. 

Concerning  him  ye  wot  of,  thus  to  think 

The  mess^e  is  not  Hke  what  I  have  learned, 

By  reason  and  experience,  of  the  God. 

Therefore  no  message  'tis.     The  man  is  mad. 

Thereat  ihe  Leader  laughed  for  scorn.     "  Hold,  snake ; 

If  God  be  just,  there  shali,  be  reckoning  days. 

We  rather  would  He  were  a  partial  God, 

And,  being  strong,  He  aided  .with  the  strong. 

Turn  now  thy  reason  to  the  other  side. 

And  apeak  for  that ;  for  as  to  justice,  snake, 

We  would  have  none  of  it." 


"  My  lord  is  pleased  to  mock 
Yet  in  my  pioua  fashion  I  mu 
For  say  that  God  waa  wroth 
And  slew  him,  that  should  mj 
But  not  a  better  nation." 


And  Satan  fawned : 
it  my  poor  wit ; 
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This  replied, 
"  Trutb,  dragon,  yet  He  is  not  bound  to  mean 
A  better  naljon ;  maybe,  lie  designs, 
If  none  will  turn  again,  a  punishment 
Upon  an  evi!  one." 

And  Satan  cried, 
"  Alas  !  my  heart  being  full  of  love  lor  men, 
I  eannot  choose  but  think  of  God  as  like 
To  me  ;  and  yet  my  piety  eondudes, 
Since  He  will  have  your  fear,  that  love  alone 
Sufficeth  not,  and  1  admire,  and  say, 
'  Give  me,  O  friends,  your  love,  and  give  to  God 
Your  fear.'"     But  they  cried  out  in  wrath  and  rage, 
"  We  are  not  strong  that  any  we  wil!  fear. 
Nor  specially  a  foe  that  means  us  ill." 
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And  while  lie  spoke  there  was  a,  noise  without; 
The  curtains  of  the  door  were  flung  aaiiie. 
Anil  some  with  heavy  feet  bare  in,  and  set 
A  litter  on  the  floor. 

Tlie  Master  lay 
Upon  it,  but  his  eyes  were  dimmed  and  set; 
And  Japhet,  in  despairing  weariness, 
J.jeane(l  it  beside.     He  marked  the  mighty  ones, 
Silent  for  pride  of  heart,  and  in  his  place 
Tiie  jewelled  dragon;  and  the  dragon  laughed. 
And  subtly  peered  at  him,  till  Japhet  shook 
With  rage  and  fear.     The  snaky  wonder  cried. 
Hissing,  "  Tliou  brown-haired  youth,  eome  up  to  me 
I  fain  would  have  thee  for  my  shrine  af^. 
To  serve  among  an  host  as  beautiful 
As  thou  :  draw  near."     It  hissed,  and  Japhet  felt 
Horrible  drawings,  and  cried  out  in  fear, 
"  Father !  O  help,  the  serpent  ciraweth  me  I " 
And  struggled  and  grew  faint,  as  in  the  toiU 
A  netted  bird.     But  still  his  father  lay 
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Unconscious,  and  tlie  mighty  did  not  speak, 

But  half  in  fear  and  half  for  wonderment 

Buheld.     And  yet  agdn  the  dragon  laughed, 

And  leered  at  him  and  hissed ;  and  Japhut  strove 

Vainly  to  taie  away  his  spell-set  eyes, 

And  moved  to  go  to  him,  tjll  piercingly 

Crying  out,  "  God  1  forbid  it,  God  in  heaven  ! " 

The  dragon  lowered  his  head,  and  shut  bis  eyes 

As  feigning  sleep ;  and,  suddenly  released, 

He  fell  back  staggering  ;  and  at  noise  of  it. 

And  clash  of  Japhet's  weapons  on  *he  floor. 

And  Japhet's  voice  crying  out,  "  I  loathe  thee,  snake , 

I  hate  thee  I  0, 1  hate  thee  I "  came  again. 

The  senses  of  the  shipwright ;  and  he,  moved, 

And  looking,  as  one  'loazed,  distressfully 

Upon  the  mighty,  sdd,  "  One  called  on  God  : 

Where  is  my  God  ?     If  God  have  need  of  me, 

Let  Him  come  down  and  touch  my  lips  with  strength, 

Or  dying  I  shall  die." 

While  he  was  speaking,  that  the  curtains  swayed  ; 
A  rushing  wind  did  move  throughout  the  place, 
And  all  the  pilla,rs  shook,  and  on  the  head 
Of  Noah  the  hair  was  lifted,  and  there  played 
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A  somewhat,  as  it  were  a  light,  upon 

Ilis  breast ;  then  fell  a  darkness,  and  men  heanl 

A  whisper  as  of  one  that  spake.     With  that, 

The  daunted  mighty  ones  kept  silent  watch 

Until  the  wiud  had  ceased  and  darkness  fled. 

When  it  grew  light,  there  curled  a  cloud  of  smoke 

From  many  censers  where  the  dragon  lay. 

It  hid  him.     He  had  called  his  ministranls, 

iVnd  hid  them  veil  him  thus,  tbat  none  might  look ; 

Also  the  folk  who  came  with  Noah  had  flud. 

But  Noah  was  seen,  for  he  stood  up  erect. 
And  leaned  on  Japhet's  hand.     Then,  after  pause. 
The  Leader  said,  "  My  brethren,  it  were  well 
(For  naught  we  fear)  to  let  this  sorcerer  speak." 
And  they  did  reach  toward  the  man  their  staves. 
And  cry  with  loud  accord,  "  Hml,  sorcerer,  hail ! " 

And  he  made  answer,  "  Hail !  I  am  a  man 

That  is  a  shipwright     I  was  born  afar 

ToLamech,  him  that  reigns  a  king,  to  wit. 

Over  the  land  of  Jalal.     Majesties, 

I  bring  a  message,  —  lay  yon  it  to  heart ; 

For  there  is  wrath  in  heaven;  my  God  is  wroth. 
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Prepare  your  [loiiaes,  or  I  come,'  sailh  He, 
'  A  JuJgc'    Now,  therefore,  say  not  in  j-oor  hearts, 
'  What  have  we  done?'     Your  dogs  may  answer  that, 
To  make  whom  fiercer  for  the  ehase  ye  feed 
With  captives  whom  ye  slew  not  in  the  war, 
But  saved  alive,  and  living  throw  to  tliera 
Daily.     Your  wives  may  answer  that,  whose  babes 
Their  firstborn  ye  do  take  and  offer  up 
To  thia  abhorred  snake,  while  yet  the  inilk 
Is  in  their  innocent  mouths,  —  your  maiden  baljes 
Tender.     Your  slaves  may  answer  that,  —  the  gangs 
Whose  eyes  ye  did  put  out  to  make  them  work 
By  night  unwitting  (yea,  by  multitudes 
They  work  upon  the  wheel  in  chains).     Your  friends 
May  answer  that,  —  (their  bleacheil  bones  cry  out,) 
For  ye  did,  wiekcdly,  to  eat  their  lands, 
Turn  on  their  valleys,  in  a  time  of  peace. 
The  rivers,  and  Hiey,  choking  in  the  night, 
Died  unavenged.     But  rather  (for  I  leave 
To  tell  of  more,  the  time  would  be  so  long 
To  do  it,  and  your  time,  O  mighty  ones, 
Is  short),  —  but  rather  say,  '  We  sinners  kno^r 
Why  the  Judge  standelh  at  the  door,'  and  turn 
While  yet  there  may  ho  respite,  and  rcponL 
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'  Or  ulse,'  saitli  Hi:  tliit  formed  you,  '  I  smear, 

By  all  the  silence  of  the  time  to  tome, 

Bj-  the  solemnities  of  duath,  —  yea,  more. 

By  Mine  own  power  and  love  wLieli  ye  have  scorned, 

That  I  will  come.     I  will  commatid  the  elouds, 

And  raining  they  shall  rain ;  yea,  I  will  stir 

With  all  my  storms  the  ocean  ibr  your  sake. 

And  break  for  you  the  boundary  of  the  deep. 

'"  Then  shall  the  mighty  mourn. 

Should  I  forbear, 
That  have  been  patient  ?     I  will  not  forbear ! 
For  yet,'  saith  He, '  the  weak  cry  out ;  for  yet 
The  litde  ones  do  languish;  and  the  slave 
Lifts  ap  to  Me  his  chain.     1,  therefore,  I 
Will  hear  them.     I  by  death  will  scatter  you ; 
Yea,  and  by  death  will  draw  them  to  My  breast, 
And  gather  them  to  peace. 

But  yet,'  saitb  He, 
'  Repent,  and  turn  you.     Wherefore  will  ye  die  ?  ' 

"  Turn  then,  O  turn,  while  yet  the  enemy 
Untamed  of  man  fatefully  moans  afar  ; 
For  if  ye  will  not  turn,  lie  doom  is  near. 
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Tlieii  sliall  tlie  crestyd  ware  make  sport,  and  boat 
You  miglity  at  your  doors.     Will  ye  be  wroth  ? 
Will  je  forbid  it?     Monsters  of  tie  deep 
Shall  suckle  in  your  palaces  tlieir  young, 
And  swim  atween  your  hangings,  all  of  them 
Costly  with  broidered  work,  and  rare  with  gold 
And  white  and  scarlet  (there  did  ye  oppress, — 
There  did  ye  make  you  vile)  ;  but  ye  shall  lie 
Metkly,  and  stonn  aud  wind  shall  rage  above, 
And  ut^e  the  weltering  wave. 

'  Yet,"  saith  thy  God. 
'  Son,'  ay,  to  each  of  you  He  saith, '  0  son. 
Made  in  My  image,  beautiful  and  strong. 
Why  wilt  thou  die  ?     Thy  father  loves  thee  well. 
Uepent  and  turn  thee  from  thine  evil  ways, 
O  son  I  and  no  more  dare  the  wrath  of  love. 
Live  for  thy  Father's  sake  that  formed  thee. 
Why  wilt  thou  die  ? '    Here  will  I  make  an  end." 

Now  ever  on  his  dais  the  dragon  lay, 
Feigning  to  sleep ;  and  all  the  mighty  ones 
Were  wroth,  and  ehided,  some  against  the  woe. 
And  some  at  whom  the  sorcerer  they  had  named, — 
Some  at  their  fellows,  for  the  younger  sort  — 


iiMP^h,  Google 


A5  men  tlie  less  acquaint  with  deeds  of  blood, 
And  given  to  learning  and  the  arts  of  peace 
(Tlieir  fathers  having  crushed  rebellion  out 
Before  their  time)  —  lent  favorable  ears. 
Tliey  said,  "  A  man,  or  false  or  fanatic. 
May  clium  good  audience  if  he  fill  otir  ears 
With  what  13  strange :  and  we  would  hear  again." 

The  Leader  said,  "  An  audience  hath  been  given. 
The  man  hath  spoken,  and  his  words  are  naught; 
A  feeble  threatener,  with  a  foolish  threat. 
And  it  is  not  our  manner  that  we  sit 
Beyond  the  noonday  " ;  then  they  grandly  rose, 
A  stalwart  crowd,  and  with  Iheir  Loailcr  moved 
To  the  tones  of  harping,  and  the  beat  of  shawms, 
And  tlie  noise  of  pipes,  away.     But  some  were  left 
About  the  Master ;  and  the  feigning  sniike 
Couehud  on  his  dais. 

Then  one  to  Jnpbot  said, — 
One  called  "  the  Cedar  Tree,"  —  "  Dast  thou,  too,  think 
To  reign  upon  our  lands  when  we  lie  drowned  ?  " 
And  Japhet  said,  "1  think  not,  nir  desire, 
Nor  in  my  heart  consunt,  but  that  ye  smear 
Allegiance  to  the  God,  and  live."     He  cried. 
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To  one  aumamed  "  the  Pine,"  —  "  Ri-otLer,  behooves 
Tiiat  deep  we  cut  our  names  in  yonder  crag, 
Else  when  this  youth  returns,  his  sons  may  ask 
Our  names,  and  he  may  answer,  '  Matters  not, 
For  my  part  I  forget  them.' " 

Japbet  saiJ, 
"  TTiey  might  do  worse  than  that,  they  might  deny 
Thiit  such  as  you  have  ever  been."     Witli  that 
They  answered,  "  No,  thon  dost  not  think  it,  no  I " 
And  Japbet,  being  chafed,  replied  in  heat, 
"  And  wherefore  ?  if  ye  fay  of  what  is  sworn, 
'  He  will  not  do  it,'  shall  it  be  more  hard 
For  future  men,  if  any  talk  on  it, 
To  aay,  '  He  did  not  do  it '  ?  "     They  replied. 
With  laughter,  "Lo  you  !  he  is  stout  with  us. 
And  yet  he  cowered  before  the  poor  old  snake. 
Sirrah,  when  you  are  saved,  we  pray  you  now 
To  bear  owr  might  in  mind,  —  do,  sirrah,  do ; 
And  likewise  tell  your  sons,  ' "  The  Cedar  Tree" 
Was  a  good  pant,  for  he  struck  me  not. 
Though  he  was  young  and  full  of  sport,  and  though 
I  taunted  him.' " 

With  that  they  also  passed. 
But  there  remained  who  with  the  shipwright  spoke : 
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"  IIow  wilt  thou  certify  to  us  thy  truth  ?  " 
And  he  related  to  them  all  his  ways 
From  the  beginning :  of  the  Voieu  that  called ; 
Moreover,  how  the  ship  of  doom  was  built. 

And  one  made  answer,  "  Shall  the  mighty  God 
Talk  with  a  man  of  wooden  beams  and  bars  ? 
No,  thou  mad  preacher,  no.     If  He,  Eterne, 
Be  ordering  of  His  far  infinitudes,. 
And  darkness  cloud  a  world,  it  is  but  chance. 
As  if  the  shadow  of  His  hand  hail  fallen 
On  one  that  He  tbrgot,  and  troubled  it." 

Then  said  the  Master,  "  Yet  —  who  told  thee  so  ? 

And  from  his  dais  the  feigning  serpent  hissed  : 
"  IVather,  the  light  within,  it  was  that  Bhineil, 
And  told  him  so.     The  pious  will  haye  dread 
Ilim  to  declare  Euoh  as  ye  rashly  told. 
The  course  of  God  is  one.     It  likes  not  us 
To  think  of  Him  as  being  acquaint  with  change ; 
It  were  beneath  Him.     Nay,  the  finished  earth 
Is  left  to  her  great  masters.     They  must  rule ; 
They  do ;  and  I  have  set  myself  between,  — 
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A  visible  thing  for  worship,  sith  His  face 
(For  He  is  hard)  He  sliowetli  not  to  m«n. 
^ea,  I  have  set  myself  'twixt  God  and  man, 
Ti)  be  interpreter,  and  teach  miiiikind 
A  pious  leaaon  by  my  piety. 
He  loveth  not,  nor  hateth,  nor  desires, — 
tt  were  beneatb  Hiin." 

And  the  Master  said, 
"Thou  liest.     Tliou  wouldst  lie  away  the  world, 
If  He  whom  thou  hast  dared  to  speak  agdnst 
Would  suffer  it."    "  I  may  not  cliide  with  thee," 
It  answered,  '-now;  but  if  there  come  sueh  time 
As  thou  hast  prophesied,  as  I  now  reign 
[n  all  men's  sight,  shall  my  dominion  then 
Reach  lo  be  mighty  in  their  souls.     Thou  too 
Shdlt  fcol  it,  pro])l!ut."     And  he  lowered  his  head. 

Tlicn  quoth  the  Leader  of  the  yiHinir  men  :   "  Sir, 
IVo  seom  you  not ;  sj>eak  further ;  yet  our  thought 
First  answer.     Not  but  by  a  miratle 
Can  tliis  tiling  be.     The  fashion  of  the  world 
We  heretofore  have  never  known  to  change; 
And  will  God  change  it  now  ?  " 

He  then  replied : 
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"  What  ia  tby  tliouglit  ?     There  is 

Tliurc,  is  a  great  one,  whicli  thou  hast  not  read, 

And  never  shalt  escape.     Thyself,  0  man. 

Thou  art  tlie  miracle.     Lo,  if  thou  sayest, 

'I  am  one,  and  fashioned  like  the  gracious  world, 

Eed  clay  is  all  my  make,  myself,  my  whole, 

And  not  my  habitation,'  then  thy  sleep 

Shall  give  thee  wings  to  play  among  the  raj-s 

O'  the  morning.    If  thy  thought  be,  '  I  am  one  — 

A  spirit  among  spirits  —  and  the  world 

A  dream  my  spirit  dreamcth  of,  my  dream 

Being  all,'  the  dominating  mountiiina  strong 

Shall  not  for  that  forbear  to  take  thy  breath, 

And  rage  with  all  iheir  winds,  and  beat  thee  back. 

And  beat  thee  down  when  thou  wouldst  set  thy  feet 

Upon  their  awful  crests.     Ay,  thou  thyself. 

Being  in  the  world  and  of  the  world,  thyself 

Hast  breathed  in  breath  from  Him  that  made  the  worh 

Hou  dost  inherit,  as  thy  Maker's  son. 

That  which  He  is,  and  that  which  He  hath  made  : 

Thou  art  thy  Father'a  copy  of  Himself, — 

Tuoii  art  thy  Father's  miracle. 

"  Behold, 
Re  biiildeth  up  the  stars  in  companies  ; 
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He  made  for  them  a  law.     To  mm  He  said, 

'  Freely  I  give  thee  freedom.'     Wkat  remains  ? 

O,  it  remwns,  if  thou,  the  image  of  God, 

Wilt  reason  well,  that  thou  shall  know  Ills  ways ; 

But  first  thou  must,  be  loyal,  ^  love,  O  man. 

Thy  Father,  ^  hearken  when  He  pleads  with  thee. 

For  there  is  something  left  of  Him  e'en  now,  — 

A  witness  for  thy  Father  in  thy  soul. 

Albeit  thy  better  state  thou  hast  foregone. 

"  Now,  then,  be  still,  and  think  not  in  thy  soul, 

'Tlie  rivera  in  their  course  forever  run, 

And  turn  not  from  it.     He  is  like  to  them 

Who  made  them.'     Think  the  rather,  '  With  iny  foot 

I  have  turned  the  rivers  from  their  ancient  way, 

To  water  grasses  that  were  fiiding.     What  I 

Is  God  my  Father  as  the  river  wave, 

That  yet  descendeth,  —  like  the  lesser  thing 

He  maile,  and  not  like  me,  a  living  son, 

That  changed  the  watercourse  to  suit  his  will  V ' 

"  Man  is  the  miracle  in  nature.     God 

Is  the  O.vn  Miracle  to  man.     Behold, 

'  There  is  a  God,'  thou  saypst.     Thou  sayest  well ; 

In  tliat  thou  sayest  all.     To  Be  is  more 
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Of  wonderful  than,  being,  to  have  wrou-ht, 
Or  reigned,  ox  rested. 

HuU  tten  there,  ecntent 
Learn  that  to  love  is  the  one  Way  to  know 
Or  God  or  man :  it  is  not  love  received 
That  maketli  man  to  know  tlie  inner  life 
Of  them  that  love  liim ;  his  own  love  bestowed 
Shall  do  it.     Love  thy  Father,  and  no  more 
His  doings  shall  be  strange.     Thou  shalt  not  fret 
At  any  counsel,  then,  that  lie  will  send, — 
No,  nor  rebel,  albeit  He  have  with  thee 
Great  reservations.     Know,  to  Bn  is  more 
Than  to  have  acted ;  yea,  or,  after  rest 
And  patience,  t«  have  risen  and  been  wroth. 
Broken  the  sequence  of  an  ordered  earth, 
And  troubled  nations." 

Then  the  dr^on  sighed. 
"  Poor  fanatic,"  quoth  he,  '■  thou  speakest  well. 
IVould  I  were  like  thee,  for  thy  faith  is  strong. 
Albeit  thy  senses  wander.     Tea,  good  sooth. 
My  masters,  let  us  not  despise,  but  learn 
Fresh  loyalty  from  this  poor  loyal  soul. 
Let  us  go  forth  —  (myself  will  also  go 
To  bead  you)  —  and  do  sacrifice ;  for  that, 
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We  know,  is  pleasing  to  the  mighty  God: 
But  as  for  huilding  many  arke  of  wood, 
0  majesljesi  when  He  shall  counsel  you 
Himself,  then  build.     What  say  you,  shall  it  ba 
An  hundred  oxen,  —  fat,  well  liljing,  white  ? 
An  hundred  ?  why,  a  thousand  were  not  much 
To  such  as  you."     Then  Noah  lift  up  bis  arras 
To  heaven,  and  cried,  "  Thou  aged  shape  of  sin, 
Tiie  Lord  rebuke  thee." 


BOOK    VIII. 

Then  one  ran,  crying,  while  Kiloiya  wrought, 
"  The  Master  coinetb  I"  and  slie  went  within 
To  adorn  herself  for  meeting  bini.     And  Sbem 
Went  forth  and  talked  with  Japhet  in  the  field. 
And  Saul,  "  It  is  well,  my  brother  ?  "  He  replied, 
"  Well !  and,  I  pray  you,  is  it  well  at  home  V  " 

But  Sbem  made  answer,  "  Can  a  house  be  well, 
If  he  that  should  command  it  bides  afar  ? 
Yet  well  is  thee,  because  a  ^r  froe  maid 
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Is  found  to  wed  thee;  and  tliey  Lriiig  her  in 
TLis  day  at  sundown.     Tlierefore  is  ruuch  haste 
To  tover  thick  with  costly  webs  ihe  floor, 
Aud  pluck  ajid  toTer  thick  the  same  with  leaves 
Of  all  sweet  herbs,  —  I  warrant,  ye  shall  hear 
No  footfall  where  she  treadf  th ;  and  the  seats 
Are  ready,  spread  with  robes;  the  tables  set 
With  golden  baskets,  red  pomegranates  shred 
To  fill  them ;  and  the  rubied  censers  smoke. 
Heaped  up  with  ambei^ris  and  cinnamon, 
And  frankincense  and  cedar." 

Japhet  said, 
"  I  will  betroth  her  to  me  straight " ;  and  went 
(Yet  labored  he  with  sore  disquietude) 
To  gather  grapes,  and  reap  and  bind  the  sheaf 
For  bis  betrothaL     And  his  brother  spake, 
"  Where  is  our  father  ?  doth  he  preach  to^laJ'  ?  " 
And  Japhet  answered,  "  Tea.     He  said  to  me, 
'  Go  forward  ;  I  will  follow  when  the  folk 
By  yonder  mountain-hold  I  shall  have  warned. ' " 

And  Shem  replied,  "How  thinbest  thou?  —  thine  e; 
Have  heard  him  oft."     He  answered,  "1  do  think 
These  be  the  last  dap  of  this  old  fair  world." 
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Tlien  be  did  toll  him  of  the  giant  folk ; 

How  tbey  than  he  were  taller  by  the  head ; 

How  one  must  stride  that  will  ascend  the  steps 

That  lead  to  their  wide  halls  j  and  how  they  drave, 

With  manful  shouts,  the  mammoth  to  the  north  ; 

And  how  the  talking  dragon  lied  and  fawned. 

They  seated  proudly  on  their  ivory  thrones, 

And  scorning  him :  and  of  their  peaked  hoods. 

And  garments  wrought  upon,  each  with  the  tale 

Of  him  that  wore  it,  — all  hia  manful  deeds 

(Yea,  and  about  their  skirts  were  effigies 

or  kings  that  they  had  slain  ;  and  some,  whose  swords 

Many  ha«l  pierced,  wore  vestures  all  of  red, 

To  signify  much  blood)  :  and  of  their  pride 

He  told,  but  of  the  vision  in  the  tent 

He  told  him  not 

And  when  they  reached  the  house, 
Kiloiya  met  them,  and  to  Japhet  cried, 
"  All  hail,  right  fortunate !  Lo,  I  have  found 
A  mdd.     And  now  thou  hast  done  well  to  reap 
The  lute  ripe  corn."     So  he  went  in  with  her, 
And  she  did  talk  with  him  right  motherly ; 
"  It  hath  been  fully  told  me  how  ye  loathed 
To  wed  thy  father's  slave  ;  yea,  she  herself, 
Bid  she  not  all  declare  (o  me  ?  " 
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He  said, 
"Yet  is  thy  damsel  fair,  and  wise  of  heart." 
"  yea,"  quoth  his  mother ;  "  ahe  msule  clear  to  me 
How  ye  did  vnxp,  my  son,  and  ye  did  vow, 
'  I  will  not  talte  bor  I  *    Mow  it  was  not  I 
That  wrought  to  have  it  so."     And  he  replied, 
"  I  linow  it "     Quoth  the  mother,  "  It  is  well ; 
For  that  same  tause  is  laughter  in  my  heart." 
'■  But  she  is  sweet  of  language,"  Japhet  swd. 
"  Ay,"  quoth  Niloiya,  "  and  tliy  mifu  no  less 
Whom  thon  shall  wed  anon  — forsooth,  anon  — 
It  is  a  lucky  hour.     Tiiou  wilt  ?  "     He  said, 
"  I  will."     And  Japhet  laid  the  slender  sheaf 
From  off  his  shoulder,  and  he  said,  "  Behold, 
My  father  ! "     Then  Niloiya  turned  herself, 
And  lo !  the  shipwright  stood.    "  All  hail ! "  quoth  she, 
And  bowed  herself,  and  kissed  him  on  the  mouth  ; 
But  while  slie  spake  with  him,  sorely  he  sighed ; 
And  she  did  hang  about  his  nuek  the  robe 
Of  feasting,  and  she  poured  upon  his  hands 
Cl<!ar  wat«T,  and  anointed  him,  and  set 
Before  him  bread. 

And  Jaiiiict  said  to  him, 
"  My  father,  my  beloved,  wilt  thou  yet 
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Be  sad  because  of  scorning?    Eat,  this  day; 
For  as  an  angel  in  their  eyes  thou  art 
Who  stand  before  thee."    But  he  atiswejrcd,  "  Peae 
Thy  words  are  midc." 

And  when  Kiloiya  heard, 
She  said,  "Is  this  a  time  for  mirth  of  heart 
And  wine  ?     Behohl,  I  thought  to  wed  jny  son. 
Even  this  Japhet;  but  is  this  a  time, 
When  sad  is  he  to  whom  is  my  desire. 
And  lying  under  sorrow  as  from  God  ?  " 

lie  answered,  "  Tea,  it  is  a  time  of  times  ; 
Bring  in  the  maid."     Niloiya  said,  "  The  maid 
That  first  I  spoke  on  shall  not  Japhet  wed ; 
It  likes  not  her,  nor  jet  it  likes  not  me. 
But  I  have  found  another ;  yea,  good  sooth. 
The  damsel  will  not  tarry,  she  will  pomo 
With  all  her  slaves  by  sundown." 

And  flie  said, 
"  Comfort  thy  heart,  and  eat;  moreover,  know 
How  that  thy  great  work  even  to-day  is  clone. 
Sir,  thy  great  ship  is  finished,  and  the  folk 
(For  I,  according  to  thy  will,  have  pai<l 
All  that  was  left  as  to  them  for  their  wage) 
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Have  broiiglit,  as  to  a  storehouse,  flour  of  wheat, 
Himcy  and  oil,  —  much  victual;  yea,  and  fruits, 
Curtains  aud  household  gear.     And,  sir,  they  say 
It  is  thy  will  to  take  it  for  thy  hold. 
Our  fastness  and  ahode."     He  answered,  "  Yea, 
Else  wherefore  was  it  built  ?  "     She  said,  "  Good  sii 
1  pray  you  make  us  not  the  whole  earth's  scorn. 
And  uow,  to-morrow  in  tlij-  father's  house 
la  a  great  feast,  and  weddings  are  toward ; 
Let  he  the  ship,  till  after,  for  thy  words 
Have  ever  been, '  If  God  shall  send  a  flood, 
There  will  I  dwell ' ;  I  pray  you  therefore  w^t 
At  least  till  He  doth  send  it." 

And  he  turned. 
And  answered  nothing.     Now  the  sun  was  low 
■While  yet  she  spake ;  and  Japhet  came  to  them 
In  goodly  raiment,  and  upon  his  arm 
The  garment  of  betrothal.     And  with  that 
A  noise,  and  then  brake  in  a  woman-slave 
And  Amar.mt.     This,  with  folding  of  hei'  hands. 
Did  say  full  meekly,  "  If  I  do  offend. 
Yet  have  not  I  been  willing  to  oflcnil ; 
For  now  this  woman  will  not  be  denied 
Herself  to  tell  her  errand." 
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And  they  sat. 
Then  spoke  the  woman,  "  If  I  do  offend, 
Pray  jou  forgive  the  bondslave,  for  her  tongue 
Is  for  her  mistress.     ■  Lo,'  my  mistress  saith, 
'  Put  off  thy  bravery,  bridegroom  j  told  away, 
Mother,  thy  weba  of  pride,  thy  costly  robes 
Woven  of  many  colors.     We  have  heard 
Thy  master.     Lo,  to-day  right  evil  things 
He  prophesied  to  us  that  were  his  friends; 
Thereforu,  ray  answer :  —  God  do  so  to  me ; 
Tea,  God  do  so  tc  me,  more  also,  more 
Than  he  did  threaten,  if  my  damsel's  foot 
Ever  draw  nigh  thy  door.' " 

And  when  she  heard, 
Niloiya  sat  amazed,  in  grief  of  soul. 
But  Japhet  came  unto  the  slave,  where  low 
She  bowed  herself  for  fear.     He  said,  "  Depart ; 
Siiy  to  thy  mistress,  'It  is  well.'"     With  that 
She  turned  herself,  and  she  made  haste  to  flee. 
Lest  any,  for  those  evil  words  she  brought, 
Would  smite  her.     But  the  bondmaid  of  the  house 
Lift  up  her  hand  and  said,  "If  I  offend, 
It  was  not  of  my  heart :  thy  damsel  knew 
Kaught  of  this  matter."     And  he  held  to  her 
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His  hand  and  touched  her,  and  said,  "  Amarant !  " 
And  when  she  looked  upon  him,  she  did  take 
And  spread  before  ber  face  her  radiant  locks, 
Trcmbhng.     And  Japhet  said,  "  Lift  up  thy  face, 

0  fairest  of  the  daughters,  thy  fair  face ; 

Tor,  lo  I  the  bridegroom  standeth  with  the  rube 
Of  thy  betrothal ! "  —  and  he  took  her  locks 
In  his  two  hands  to  part  them  from  her  brow. 
And  laid  them  on  her  shoulders;  and  he  said, 
"  Sweet  are  the  blushes  of  thy  face,"  and  put 
The  robe  upon  her,  having  said,  "  Heboid, 

1  have  repented  me;  and  oft  by  night. 

In  the  waste  wilderness,  while  all  things  slept, 
I  thought  upon  thy  words,  for  they  were  sweet. 

"  For  this  I  make  thee  free.     And  now  thyself 
Art  loveliest  in  mine  eyes ;  I  look,  and  lo! 
Thou  art  of  beauty  more  than  any  thought 
T  had  concerning  thee.     Let,  then,  this  robe. 
Wrought  on  with  imagery  of  fruitful  bough. 
And  graceful  leaf,  and  birds  with  tender  eyes. 
Cover  the  ripples  of  thy  tawny  hah"." 
So,  when  she  held  her  peace,  he  brought  her  nigh 
To  hu;ir  the  speeeh  of  wedlock ;  ay,  he  took 
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The  golileii  ciip  of  wine  to  drink  with  her, 
Anil  laid  the  sheaf  upon  her  arma.     He  said, 
"  Like  as  my  fathers  in  the  older  d^ys 
Led  home  the  daii^htiirs  whom  they  those,  do  I; 
Like  as  tliey  said,  'Mine  honor  have  1  set 
Upon  thy  head!"  do  1.     Eat  of  my  bread, 
Kule  in  my  house,  be  mlstresa  of  my  slaves, 
And  mother  of  my  ehihiren." 

And  he  brought 
The  damsel  to  his  father,  saying,  "  Behold 
My  wife!     I  have  betrothed  her  to  myself; 
I  pray  j'ou,  kiss  her."     And  t!ie  Miister  did : 
lie  said,  "Be  mother  of  a  multitude. 
And  let  them  to  their  father  even  so 
Be  found  as  he  is  {bund  to  mc." 

With  that 
She  answered,  "Ijet  this  womin,  sir,  find  gra^^e 
And  favor  in  your  eight" 

And  Japhet  said, 
"  Sweet  mother,  I  have  wed  the  maid  ye  chose 
And  brought  me  fii'st.     I  leave  her  in  thy  hajid; 
Have  care  on  her,  till  I  shall  come  again 
And  Hsk  her  of  thee."     So  they  went  apart, 
He  and  his  father,  to  the  marriage  feasL 
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BOOK   IX. 

The  prayer  of  Noah.     The  man  wenC  forth  by  night 

And  listened;  and  the  earth  was  dark  and  still, 

And  he  was  driven  of  his  great  distress 

Into  the  forest;  but  the  birds  of  night 

Sang  sweetly ;  and  he  fel!  npon  his  face, 

And  cried,  "  God,  God !  Thy  biUows  and  Tliy  warca 

Have  swallowed  up  my  soul. 

Where  is  my  God  ? 
For  I  have  somewliat  yet  to  plead  with  Tliee  ; 
For  I  have  walked  the  strands  of  Thy  great  deep, 
Ilvard  the  dull  tlmnder  of  its  rage  afar, 
And  its  dread  moaning.     O,  the  field  is  sweet, — 
Spare  it.     The  delicate  woods  mate  white  their  froL-s 
With  blossom,  —  spare  them.     Life  is  sweet ;  behoM 
There  is  mueh  cattle,  and  the  wild  and  tame, 
Father,  do  feed  in  quiet,  —  spare  them. 

Go.1 ! 
IVhere  is  my  God  ?     The  long  wave  doth  not  rear 
Her  ghostly  orest  to  lick  the  forest  up. 
And  like  a  chief  in  battle  fall, —  not  yet. 
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The  ligbtnings  pour  not  down,  from  ragged  holes 
In  heaven,  the  torment  of  their  forked  tongues, 
And,  hke  fell  serpents,  dart  and  sting,  —  not  yet 
The  winds  awake  not,  with  their  awful  wings 
To  winnow,  even  as  thaff,  from  out  their  track. 
All  that  witlistandeth,  and  bring  down  the  pride 
Of  all  things  strong  and  all  things  high  — 

Not  yet. 
O,  let  it  not  he  yet.     Where  is  my  God  ? 
How  am  I  saved,  if  I  and  mine  he  saved 
Alone  ?     I  am  not  saved,  for  I  have  loved 
My  country  and  my  kin.     Must  I,  Thy  thrall, 
Over  their  lands  be  lord  when  they  are  gone  ? 
I  wouhl  not:  spare  them.  Mighty.     Spare  Thyself, 
For  Thou  dost  love  them  greatly,  —  and  if  not  .  .  .' 

Another  praying  unremote,  a  Voice 
Calm  as  the  solitude  between  wide  stars. 

"  Where  is  my  God,  who  loveth  this  lost  world,  — 
r^rfist  from  its  place  and  name,  but  won  for  Thee  ? 
Where  is  my  multitude,  my  multitude, 
That  I  shall  gather  ?  "     And  white  smoltc  went  up 
From  incense  that  was  burning,  but  there  gleamed 
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:N'c]  Ifght  of  fire,  save  dimly  to  reveal 

The  whiteness  rising,  as  the  prayer  of  him 

That  moumeii.     "  My  God,  appear  for  me,  appear ; 

Give  me  my  mulljtude,  for  it  ia  mine. 

The  bitterness  of  death  I  have  not  feared, 

To-muiTOw  shall  Thy  courts,  O  God,  be  fuIL 

Then  shall  the  captive  from  his  bonds  go  free, 

Then  shall  the  thrall  find  rest,  that  knew  not  rest 

From  labor  and  Ivoin  blows.     The  sorrowful  — 

That  said  of  joy,  '  What  is  it?'  and  of  songs, 

'  We  have  not  heard  them '  —  shall  be  glad  and  sing ; 

Then  shall  the  little  ones  that  knew  not  Thee, 

And  such  as  heard  not  of  Thee,  see  Thy  face, 

And,  seeing,  dwell  content." 

The  prayer  of  Noah. 
He  cried  out  in  the  darkness,  "  Hear,  O  God, 
Hoar  IIcM :  hear  this  one ;  through  the  gates  of  death, 
If  life  be  all  past  praying  for,  0  give 
To  Thy  great  multitude  a  way  to  peace ; 
Give  them  to  Him. 

But  yet,"  said  he,  "  O  yet, 
If  there  be  respite  for  the  terrible. 
The  proud,  yea,  such  as  scorn  Thee  — and  if  not  .  .  , 
Let  not  mine  eyes  behold  their  faU." 
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"  Forgive.     T  have  not  done  Thy  work,  Great  .Tiiiige, 
With  a  perfect  heart ;  I  have  but  half  believed. 
While  in  accustomed  language  I  have  warned; 
And  now  there  is  no  more  to  do,  no  place 
For  my  repentance,  yea,  no  hour  remains 
For  doing  of  that  work  again.     O  lost, 
Lost    world  ! "      And    while  he  prayed,  the  daylight 
dawned. 

And  Noah  went  up  into  the  ship,  and  sat 
Before  the  Lord.     And  all  was  still ;  and  now 
In  that  great  r|uietneBS  the  sun  came  up, 

The  shadow  of  a  Hand  upon  the  sun, — 
Three  fingers  dark  and  dread,  and  afterward 
There  rose  a  white  thick  mist,  that  peacefully 
Folded  the  fair  earth  in  her  funeral  shroud, — 
The  earth  that  gave  no  tolten,  save  that  now 
There  fell  a  little  trembling  under  foot. 

And  Noah  wont  down,  and  took  and  hid  his  face 
Behind  bis  mantle,  saying,  "I  have  made 
Great  preparation,  and  it  may  be  yet. 
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Jisiiidc  my  iiouse,  whom  I  did  charge  to  come 

This  day  to  meet  me,  there  may  enter  in 

Many  that  yesternight  thought  scorn  of  all 

My  bidding."     And  because  the  ft^  was  thick, 

He  said,  "  Forbid  it,  Heaven,  if  such  there  be, 

Tliat  they  shouUl  miss  the  way."     And  even  then 

There  was  a  noise  of  weeping  and  lament ; 

The  words  of  them  that  were  atFrighted,  yea, 

And  cried  for  grief  of  heart.     There  came  to  him 

The  motljer  and  her  children,  and  they  CTicd, 

"  Speak,  father,  what  is  this  ?  What  hast  thou  done  V  " 

And  when  he  lifted  ap  his  face,  he  saw 

Japhet,  his  well-beloved,  where  he  stood 

Apart;  and  Amarant  leaned  upon  his  breast. 

And  hid  her  face,  for  she  was  sore  afraid  ; 

And  lo !  the  robes  of  her  betrothal  gleamed 

White  in  the  deadly  gloom. 

And  at  his  feet 
The  wives  of  bis  two  other  sons  did  kneel, 
Arid  wring  their  hands. 

One  cried,  "  0,  speak  to  us; 
We  are  affrighted  ;  we  have  dreamed  a  dream, 
Each  to  herself.     For  inc,  I  saw  in  mine 
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The  grave  olil  angels,  like  to  sbephenla,  walk, 
Muoh  eatde  following  them.     Thy  daugliter  looked, 
And  they  did  enter  here." 

The  other  lay 
And  moaned,  "  Alas  I  0  father,  for  my  dream 
Was  evil ;  lo,  I  heard  when  it  was  dark, 
I  heard  two  wicked  ones  contend  for  me. 
One  said,  '  And  wherefore  should  this  woman  live, 
WljBO  only  for  Ler  children,  and  for  her, 
la  woe  and  degradation  ? '     Then  he  kughed, 
Tlie  other  crying, '  Let  alone,  O  Prince ; 
Hinder  her  not  to  live  and  bear  much  seed, 
Because  I  hate  her.' " 

But  he  said,  "  Rise  up. 
Daughters  of  Noah,  for  I  have  learned  no  words 
To  comfort  you."     Then  spake  her  lord  to  her, 
"  Peace  !  or  I  swear  that  for  thy  dreum  myself 
Will  hate  thee  also." 

And  Niloiya  said, 
"  My  sons,  if  one  of  you  will  hear  my  words, 
Go  now,  look  out,  and  toll  me  of  the  day. 
How  fares  it  ?  " 

And  the  fateful  darkness  grew. 
But  Shorn  went  up  to  do  his  mother's  will ; 
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Ami  all  was  one  as  though  the  frighted  earth 

Quivered  and  fell  a-trembting ;  then  thoy  hid 

Their  faces  every  one,  till  he  returned, 

Ahd  spake  not.     "  Nay,"  they  cried,  "  what  hast  thou 

O,  is  it  come  l«  fliis  ?  "     He  answci-ed  them, 
"  ITie  door  is  shut." 
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SAILING  BEYOND    SEAS. 

[Old  sy^.) 

METHOUGHT  the  stars  were  blinking  bright, 
And  the  old  brig's  sails  unfiiriud ; 
I  said,  "I  will  sail  to  my  love  this  night 

At  the  other  side  of  tlie  world." 
1  stopped  aboard  —  we  sailed  bo  fast  — 

The  sun  shot  up  from  the  bourne ; 

But  a  dove  that  perched  upon  the  mast 

Did  mourn,  and  mourn,  and  moarn. 

O  fair  dove  !   0  fond  dove  1 

And  dove  with  the  white  breast, 
Let  me  alone,  the  dream  is  my  own. 
And  my  heart  is  full  of  rest. 

My  true  love  fares  on  this  great  hill, 
Feeding  his  sheep  for  aye ; 
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I  looked  Jn  lila  hut,  but  all  was  still, 

My  love  was  gone  away. 
I  went  fo  gaze  in  tho  forest  creek, 

And  the  dove  mourned  on  apace ; 
No  flame  did  flash,  nor  fair  blue  reek 
Rose  up  Ic  show  me  his  place. 
O  last  love  !  0  first  love  1 

My  love  with  the  true  lieart, 
To  think  I  have  come  to  this  your  home. 
And  yet  —  we  are  apart ! 

My  love !     lie  stood  at  my  right  hand, 

His  eyes  were  grave  and  sweet. 
Mothought  he  said,  "  In  this  far  knd, 

0,  is  it  thus  we  meet  7 
Ah,  maii  most  dear,  I  am  not  here ; 

I  have  no  place  —  no  part  — 
No  dwelling  more  by  sea  or  shore. 
But  only  in  thy  heart." 

O  fair  dove  !  0  fond  dove  1 

Till  night  rose  over  the  bouma, 
The  dove  on  the  mast,  as  we  sailed  fest, 
Did  mourn,  and  mourn,  and  mourn. 
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Daughters  of  Eve  !  your  mother  did  not  well : 
She  laid  the  apple  in  your  father's  liami, 

And  we  have  read,  0  wondur !  what  befell.  — 
The  man  was  not  deceived,  nor  yet  could  stand; 

He  chose  to  lose,  for  love  of  her,  his  throne,  — 
With  her  could  die,  bat  could  not  live  alone. 

Daughters  of  Eve !  he  did  not  fall  so  low, 
Nor  fall  so  far,  as  that  sweet  woman  fell; 

For  something  better,  than  as  gods  to  know. 
That  husband  in  that  home  left  off  to  dwell ; 

For  this,  til!  lore  be  reckoned,  less  than  lore. 
Shall  man  be  first  and  best  foreverraore. 

Daughters  of  Eve !  it  was  for  your  dear  sake 
The  world's  first  hero  died  an  uncrown'd  king; 

But  God's  great  pity  touched  the  grand  mistake. 
And  made  his  married  love  a  sacred  thing  ; 

For  yet  his  nobler  sons,  if  aught  be  true, 
rind  the  lost  Eden  in  their  love  to  you. 
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RESURllECTION. 


It  is  tbe  noon  of  night, 

And  the  world's  Great  Light 
Gone  out,  she  widow-like  doth  carry  her: 

The  moon  hath  veiled  her  fate, 

Nor  looks  on  (hat  dread  place 
Where  He  Kech  dead  in  sealed  sepulchre ; 

And  heaven  and  liadcB,  emptied,  lend 
Their  flocking  miilcitudes  lo  watch  and  wait  the  end. 

Tier  above  tier  tliey  rise, 
Their  wings  new  line  tlie  skies. 
And  shed  out  comforting  light  among  the  stars ; 
But  they  of  the  other  plaee 
The  heavenly  signs  deface, 
The  gloomy  brand  of  hell  their  brightness  niars ; 
Yet  high  they  ait  in  throned  state, — 
It  is  the  hour  of  darkiicfs  to  them  dedicate. 
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And  first  and  highest  set, 
Wliere  the  hSack  shades  are  met, 
The  lord  of  night  and  hades  leans  him  down  ; 
Hia  gleaming  eyeballs  show 
More  awful  than  the  glotr 
Which  hangeth  by  the  points  of  his  dread  crown  ^ 
And  at  his  feet,  where  lightnings  play. 
The  fatal  sisters  sit  and  weep,  and  curse  their  day. 

Lo !  one,  with  eyes  all  wide, 

As  she  were  sight  denied, 
Sits  blindly  feeling  at  her  distaff  old; 

One,  as  distraught  with  woe. 

Letting  the  spindle  go, 
Her  star  y-sprinkled  gown  doth  shivering  fold  ; 

And  one  right  mournful  hangs  her  liead. 
Complaining,  "  Woe  is  me !  I  may  not  cut  the  thread. 

"  All  men  of  (ivery  birth. 

Yea,  great  ones  of  the  earth. 
Kings  and  their  couni;illorti,  have  I  drawn  down  ; 

But  lam  held  of  Thee,— 

Why  doBt  Thou  trouble  me. 
To  bring  me  up,  dead  King,  that  keep'st  Thy 
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Yet  for  all  courtiera  hast  but  ten 
Lowly,  unlettered,  Galilean  fishermen. 

"  Olj'mpian  heights  are  bare 
Of  whom  men  worshipped  there, 
Immortal  ieet  tlieir  snows  may  print  no  more ; 
Their  stately  powers  below 
Lie  desolate,  nor  know 
This  thirty  years  Thessalian  grove  or  shore ; 
But  I  am  elder  far  than  they  ;^ 
Where  is  the  sentence  writ  that  I  must  pass  away  V 

"  Art  thou  come  up  for  this, 

Dark  regent,  awful  Bis  ? 
And  hast  thou  moved  the  deep  to  mark  our  ending 

And  stirred  the  dens  beneath 

To  see  us  eat  of  death, 
With  all  the  scoffing  heavens  toward  us  bending 

Help !  powers  of  ill,  see  not  us  die  !  " 
But  neither  demon  dares,  nor  angel  deigns,  reply. 

Her  sistera,  fallen  on  sleep, 
Fade  in  the  upper  deep, 
And  their  grim  lord  ^ts  on,  in  doleful  trance ; 
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Till  her  black  veil  she  reiida, 
Aod  with  her  death-shriek  bends 
Downward  the  terrors  of  her  countenance ; 

Then,  whelmed  in  niglit  and  no  more  seen. 
They  leave  the  world  a  doubt  if  ever  suth  have  beea 

And  the  winged  armies  twain 

Their  awful  watch  maintain  ; 
They  mark  the  earth  at  rest  with  her  Great  Dead. 

Behold,  from  Antrea  wide, 

Green  Atlas  heave  liis  side  ; 
His  moving  woods  their  scarlet  clusters  shed, 

The  swathing  coif  his  front  that  cools, 
And  tawny  lions  lapping  at  his  palm-edged  pools. 


Then  like  a  heap  of  snow, 

Lying  where  grasses  grow, 
Sec  glimmering,  while  the  moony  lustres  cree 

Mild-mannered  Athens,  diglit 

In  dewy  marbles  white. 
Among  her  goddesses  and  gods  asleep ; 

And,  swaying  On  a  purple  sea, 
The  many  moored  gallej's  clustering  at  her  quay. 
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Also/'neath  palm-trees'  shade, 

Amid  their  camels  laid, 
The  pastoral  tribes  with  all  their  floi;ks  at  rest ; 

Like  to  thttse  olU-wovld  folk 

With  whom  two  angels  broke 
The  bread  of  men  at  Abram's  courteous  'quest, 

When,  listening  as  they  projihesied, 
Hia  desert  princess,  being  reproved,  her  laugh  denied. 

Or  from  the  MorJans'  land 

See  worshipped  Nilus  bland. 
Taking  the  silver  road  he  gave  the  world, 

To  wet  hifl  ancient  shrine 

With  waters  held  divine, 
And  touch  his  temple  steps  with  wavelets  curled. 

And  list,  ere  darkness  change  to  gray, 
Old  minstrel-throated  Mcmnon  chanting  in  the  day. 

Moreover,  Indinn  glades, 

Where  kneel  the  sun -swart  maids, 
On  Gunga's  flood  their  votive  flowers  to  throw. 

And  launch  i^  the  suUry  night 

Their  burning  cressets  bright. 
Most  like  a  fleet  of  stars  that  southing  go, 
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Till  on  her  bosom  prospci'ously 
She  rioats  them  shining  forth  to  fl^l  the  lulled  sea. 

Nor  bend  they  not  their  eyn 

Where  the  watch-fires  shine. 
By  shepherds  fed,  on  hills  of  Buthlehem  r 

They  mark,  in  goodly  wise, 

The  eity  of  Davit)  rise. 
The  gatea  and  towers  of  rare  Jerusalem ; 

And  hear  the  'scapdd  Kedron  fret, 
And  night  dews  dropping  from  the  leaves  of  Olivrt- 

But  now  the  setting  moon 
To  curtained  lands  must  soon. 
In  her  obedient  fashion,  minister ; 
She  first,  as  loath  to  go, 
Lets  her  last  silver  flow 
Upon  her  Master's  sealed  sepulchre ; 

And  trfics  that  in  the  garden  spread, 
Shetisseth  all  for  sake  of  His  low-lying  head, 

Then  'neath  the  rim  gees  down ; 

And  night  with  darker  frown 

Sinks  on  the  fateful  garden  watched  long ; 
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When  some  despairing  eyes, 
Far  in  the  murky  skies, 
The  nnwisbed  waking  by  their  g!oom  foretell ; 
And  blackness  up  tie  welkin  swings, 
And  drinks  the  mild  effulgence  from  celestial  wings. 

Last,  with  amazed  cry, 

The  bosta  asunder  fly. 
Leaving  an  empty  gulf  of  bIai;keBt  hue ; 

Whence  straightway  sliooteth  down. 

By  the  Great  Father  thrown, 
A  mighty  angel,  strong  and  dread  to  view ; 

And  at  his  fall  the  rocks  are  rent. 
The  waiting  world   doth   quako  with  mortal   fremble- 


The  regions  far  and  near 
Quail  with  a  pause  of  fear. 
More  terrible  than  aught  since  time  began  ; 
The  win<ls,  that  clare  not  fleet, 
Drop  at  his  awful  feet, 
And  in  its  bed  wails  the  wide  oceiin  ; 

The  flower  of  dawn  forbears  to  blow. 
And  the  oldest  running  river  cannot  skill  to  flow. 
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At  stand,  by  that  dread  place, 

He  lifU  his  radiant  face, 
And  Icwks  to  heaven  with  rHverent  love  and  fear; 

Then,  while  the  welkin  quakes, 

And  mattering  thunder  breaks, 
And  lightnings  shoot  and  ominous  meteors  drear, 

And  all  the  daunt^jil  earth  doth  niuan. 
He   from   the   doors   of   death   rolls   back   the   sealed 


—  In  regal  quiet  deep, 
Lo,  One  new  waked  from  sleep  I 
Behold,  He  standcth  in  the  rock-hewn  door! 
Tliy  children  shall  not  die  — 
Peace,  peace,  thy  Lord  is  by ! 
He  liveth !  —  they  shall  live  forevermore. 
Pea«e !  lo.  He  lifla  a  priestly  hand. 
And  blesseth  all  the  sons  of  men  in  every  land- 
Then,  with  great  dread  and  wail, 
Fall  down,  like  storms  of  hail, 
The  legions  of  (he  lost  in  fearful  wise ; 
And  they  whose  blissful  race 
Peoples  the  better  place 
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Lift  Up  their  wings  to  cover  their  fair  eyes, 
Ami  through  the  waxing  safi'ron  brede. 
Till  they  are  lost  in  light,  reeede,  and  yet  recede. 

So  while  the  fields  are  dim. 
And  the  red  sun  his  rim 
First  heaveB,  in  token  of  his  reign  benign. 
All  stars  the  most  admired, 
Jnto  their  blue  retired, 
Lie  hid, —  the  faded  moon  forgets  to  shine,— 
And,  hurrying  down  the  spliery  way, 
Night  flies,   and   sweeps  her   shadow  from   the   paths 

But  loot  I  the  Saviour  blest. 

Calm  after  solemn  rest. 
Stands  in  the  garden  'neath  His  olive-boughs  ; 

The  earliest  smile  of  day 

Doth  on  His  vesture  play. 
And  light  the  majesty  of  His  still  brows  ; 

While  angels  hang  with  wings  ouLspread, 
Holding  the  new-won  crown  above  His  saintly  head. 
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SONG   OF  MARGARET. 

Ay.  I  saw  her,  we  have  mot,  — 

Married  eyes  how  swei!t  they  be, — 
Are  you  happier,  Margaret, 

Than  you  mi^ht  iiave  been  with  me  ? 
Sileneo !  make  no  more  ado ! 

Did  she  think  I  should  forget  ? 
Matters  nothing,  though  I  knew, 

Margaret,  Margaret, 

Once  those  eyes,  full  sweet,  full  shy, 

Told  a  certain  thing  to  mine; 
What  tliey  told  me  J  put  by, 

O,  80  careless  of  the  sign. 
Such  an  easy  thing  la  take. 

And  1  did  not  want  it  then; 
Fool !     I  wish  inj  heart  would  break, 

Storn  is  liard  on  b earls  of  men. 

Scorn  of  self  is  bitter  work, — 
Each  of  us  has  felt  it  now : 
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Bluest  skies  she  counted  mii^, 
Self-betrayeii  of  eyes  and  brow ; 

As  for  me,  I  went  my  way. 
And  a  better  man  drew  nigh, 

Fain  to  earn,  with  long  essay. 
What  the  winner's  hand  threw  by. 

Matters  not  in  deserts  old, 

Wliat  was  born,  and  waitei!,  and  yearned, 
Year  to  year  its  meaning  told, 

I  am  come,  —  its  deeps  are  learned, — 
Come,  hut  there  is  naught  to  say,  — 

Married  eyes  with  mine  have  met 
Silence !  0,  I  had  my  day, 

Margaret,  Margaret. 
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"  Old  man,  npon  the  green  hillside, 
With  yellow  flowers  besprinkled  o'er, 

How  long  in  silence  wilt  thou  bide 
At  thia  low  stone  door  ? 

"  I  stoop :  within  't  is  dart  and  etilf ; 

But  shadowy  paths  luuthinlis  there  be, 
And  lead  they  fer  into  the  hill  ?  " 

"  Traveller,  eonie  and  see." 

"Tia  dark,  'tis  cold,  and  hung  witli  a'ooinl 

I  care  not  now  within  to  stay ; 
For  thee  and  me  ia  scarcely  room, 

I  will  hence  away." 

"  Not  so,  not  so,  thou  youthful  guest, 
Tliy  foot  shall  issue  forth  no  more: 

Behold  the  chamber  of  thy  rest, 
And  the  closing  door  ! " 
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"  0,  have  I  'scaped  the  whistling  ball, 
And  striven  on  smoky  fields  of  fight, 

And  scaled  the  ^cag^Je^ed  city's  wall 
In  the  dangerous  night ; 

"Aod  borne  my  life  unbarmM  still 

Tlirough  foaming  gul6  of  yeasty  spray, 

To  yield  it  on  a  grassy  hill 
At  the  noon  of  day?" 

"Peace!     Say  thy  prayers,  and  go  to  sleep. 
Till  Mme  dW,  Ose  my  seal  shall  break. 

And  deep  shall  answer  unto  deep, 
When  He  ericth,  '  Awake  I ' " 
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A  LILT  AND   A  T.UTE. 

Song   of  the   '.mcommuniaili-d   Ideul.) 


eyes  of  my  soul. 

And  Ijcliold, 
A  while  river-lily  :  ii  lily  awake,  anil  aware  — 
For  she  set  her  fate  upward  —  aware  how  in  scarlet  and 

g<,l<l 
A  long  wrinkled  oloud,  loft  behind  of  the  wandering 

Lay  over  with  fold  upon  fold. 
With  fold  upon  fold. 

And  the  blushing  sweet  shame  of  the  cloud  made  hiT 

also  ashamed, 
The  white  rivci>.lilj-,  that  suddenly  knew  she  was  f.iir ; 
And   over   the  far-away  mountains    tliat  no  man  hath 
namwl, 
And  that  n<i  f.iot  hath  trod, 
Fiung  down  out  of  heavenly  places,  there  fell,  as  it 
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A  rose-liloom,  a  tokun  of  love,  that  should  make  them 

Withtirawii  ill  snow  siluricc  forever,  who  keep  tlicm- 
selvus  pure. 
And  look  up  to  God. 

Then  I  said,  "  In  rosy  air. 
Cradled  on  tliy  reaehes  fair, 
While  the  blushing  early  ray 
Wliltens  into  perfect  day, 
River-lily,  sweetest  known. 
Art  thon  set  for  me  alone  ? 
Nay,  but  I  wiU  bear  thee  far, 
Where  yon  clustering  steeples  are. 
And  the  bells  ring  out  o'erhead. 
And  the  stated  prayers  are  s^d ; 
And  the  busy  farmers  pace, 
Trading  in  the  market-place ; 
And  the  country  lasses  sit 
By  their  butter,  praising  it ; 
And  the  latest  news  is  told, 
While  the  fruit  and  cream  arc  sold ; 
And  the  friendly  goteips  greet, 
Up  and  down  the  sunny  street. 
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For,"  I  said,  "I  have  not  met. 
White  one,  any  folk  as  yet 
Who  mould  send  no  blessing  up, 
Looking  on  a  fa<:e  like  thine ; 
For  Ihou  art  as  Joseph's  cap. 
And  by  thee  might  they  divine. 

"  Nay  I  but  thou  a  spirit  art ; 
Men  shall  Cake  thee  in  the  mart 
For  the  ghost  of  their  best  thought 
B^sed  at  noon,  and  near  tliem  brought 
Or  the  prayer  they  made  last  n  ghC 
Set  before  them  all  in  white 

And  I  put  out  my  rash  hand. 
For  I  thought  to  draw  to  land 
The  white  lily.     Was  it  lit 
Such  a  blossom  should  expand. 
Fair  enough  for  a  world's  wonder. 
And  no  mortal  gather  it  7 
No.     1  strove,  and  it  went  under, 
And  I  drew,  but  it  went  down; 
And  the  water-weeds'  Jong,  tresses. 
And  the  overlapping  eresses. 
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Sullied  its  admired  crown. 
Then  along  the  river  strand, 
Trailing,  wrecked,  it  came  to  laud, 
Of  its  beauty  half  despoiled. 
And  its  snowy  pureness  soiled : 
O  !  1  took  it  in  my  hand,  — 
Ton  will  never  see  it  now. 
White  and  golden  aa  it  grew : 
Ho,  I  eannot  show  it  you, 
Nor  the  cheerful  town  endow 
With  the  freshness  of  its  brow. 

If  a  royal  painter,  great 
With  the  colors  dedicate 
To  a  dove's  neck,  a  sea-bight, 
And  the  flicterings  over  white 
Mountain  summits  far  away,  — 
One  content  to  ^ve  his  mind 
To  the  enrichment  of  mankind, 
And  the  laying  up  of  light 
In  men's  houses,  —  on  that  day. 
Could  have  passed  in  kingly  mood, 
Would  ho  ever  have  endued 
Canvas  with  the  peerless  thing, 
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In  the  grace  that  it  did  bring. 
And  the  light  that  o'er  it  flowed. 
With  the  pureneaa  that  it  showed. 
And  the  pareiiess  that  it  meant  ? 
Couid  he  skill  to  make  it  seen 
Ag  he  saw  ?     For  this,  I  ween, 
He  were  likewise  impotent. 


I  opened  the  doors  of  my  heart. 

And  heliolit. 
There  was  music  within  and  a  song, 
And  echoes  did  feed  on  the  sweetness,  repeating  it  long- 
I  openeil  the  doors  of  my  heart.    And  behold, 
There  was  music  that  played  itself  out  in  seolian  notes ; 
Tlien   waa  heard,  as  a  far-away  bell  at  long  intervals 
tolle<l, 
That  murmurs  and  floats, 
And  presently  dieth,  foi^otten  of  forest  and  wold. 
And  comea  in  all  passion  again  and  a  tremblenient  sofl^ 

That  inaketh  the  listener  full  oft 
To  whisper,  "  Ah  !  would  I  might  hear  it  foiovcr  and 
aj'e, 
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"When  I  toil  in  the  heat  of  the  day, 
When  I  walk  in  the  cold." 

I  opened  the  door  of  my  heart.     And  beholJ, 
There  was  music  within,  and  a  song. 
But  while  I  was  hearkening,  lo,  blatknias  without,  thick 

Came  up  and  came  over,  and  all  that  sweet  fluting  was 

I  could  hear  it  no  more  ; 
For  the  welkin  was  moaning,  the  waters  were  stirred  on 
the  ebore, 
And  trees  in  the  dark  all  around 
Were  shaken.     It  thundered.     "  Hark,  hark  !   there  is 

thunder  to-night ! 
The  sullen  long  wave  rears  her  head,  and  comes  down 

with  a  will ; 
The  awful  white  tongues  are  let  loose,  and  the  stai's  are 

all  dead ;  — 
There  is  thunder !  it  thunders  !  and  ladders  of  light 

Run  up.     Tliere  is  thunder  ! "  1  said, 
"Loud  thunder!  it  tlmnders !  ajid  up  in  the  dark  ove)> 

A  down-pouring  cloud,  (there   is  thunder  I)   a  down- 
pouring  cloud 
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Hails  out  her  fierce  mssaage,  and  (jiiivers  the  deep  in  its 

bed, 
And  towers  the  eartli  held  at  bay ;  and  they  mutter 

And  pause  with  an  ominoue  tremble,  till,  great  in  their 


The  heaveua  and  earth  eome  together,  and  meet  with  a 

And  the  fight  is  so  fell  as  if  Time  had  come  down  with 
the  fl:ish. 
And  the  story  of  life  was  all  read. 
And  the  Giver  had  turned  the  last  page. 

Now  their  bar  the  pent  water-floods  lash, 
And   the  forest  trees  give  out  their  language  austere 
with  great  age ; 
And  there  flleth  o'er  moor  and  o'er  hill, 
And  there  hoaveth  at  intervals  wide. 
The  long  sob  of  nature's  great  passion,  as  loath  to  sub- 
side, 
Until  quiet  drop  down  on  the  tide, 
And  mad  Echo  hath  moaned  Kerself  still. 


L« !  or  ever  I  was  'wa 
In  the  silence  of  the  a 
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Through  my  heart's  wide-op«n  door, 
Miiaio  floated  forth  oiii^e  more, 
Floated  to  tlie  world's  dark  rim. 
And  looked  over  with  a  liymti ; 
Then  camt!  home  with  flulings  fine. 
And  discoursed  in  tones  divine 
Of  a  certain  grief  of  mine ; 
And  went  downward  and  went  in, 
fllimpaes  of  my  soul  to  win, 
And  discovered  such  a  deep 
That  I  could  not  choose  hut  weep. 
For  it  lay,  a  land-locked  sea, 
Fathomless  and  dim  to  mc. 

0  the  song  1  it  came  and  went, 
Went  and  came. 

I  have  not  learned 
Ilalf  the  lore  whereto  it  yearned. 
Half  t^e  magic  that  it  meant.     . 
Water  hooming  in  a  cave ; 
Or  the  swell  of  some  long  wave, 
Setting  in  from  unrevealed 
Countries ;  or  a  foreign  tongue. 
Sweetly  talked  and  deftly  sung, 
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While  the  meaning  is  half  sealed  ; 
May  be  like  it.     You  have  heard 
Also ;  —  ean  jou  find  a  word 
For  the  naming  of  such  song? 
Ho;  a  name  would  do  it  wrong. 
You  have  heard  it  in  the  night. 
In  the  dropping  rain's  despite. 
In  the  midnight  Jarknesa  deep, 
When  the  children  were  asleep, 
And  the  wife  —  no,  let  that  be ; 
Sue  asleep  !  She  knows  right  well 
What  the  song  to  you  and  me, 
^\Tii]e  we  breathe,  can  never  tell ; 
She  hath  heard  Its  faultle'^  flow. 
Where  the  roots  of  mufiic  grow. 

IVliile  I  listened,  like  j'oung  birds. 
Hints  were  fluttering ;  almost  words  — 
Ltanud  and  leaned,  and  nearer  oame ; 
Everything  had  changed  its  name. 

Sorrow  was  a  ship,  I  found, 
Wrcekcd  witli  them  (hat  in  her  are, 
On  an  island  richer  far 
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Than  the  port  where  they  mere  boi 
Fear  was  but  the  awful  boom 
Of  the  old  great  bell  of  doom, 
Tolling,  far  from  earthly  air, 
For  all  worlds  to  go  to  prayer. 
Pain,  that  to  113  mortal  clingS, 
But  the  pushing  of  our  winga, 
That  we  have  no  use  for  yet. 
And  the  uprooting  of  our  feet 
From  the  soil  where  they  are  set, 
And  the  land  we  reckon  sweet- 
Love  in  growth,  the  grand  deceit 
Whereby  men  the  perfect  greet ; 
Love  in  wajie,  the  blessing  sent 
To  be  (howsoc'er  it  went) 

■e  with  earth  content. 


0,  full  sweet,  and  O,  full  high, 
Ran  that  music  up  the  sky ; 
But  I  cannot  aing  it  you, 
More  than  I  can  make  vou  viewj 
With  my  paintings  labial, 
Silting  up  in  awful  row. 
White  old  men  luajeatioal. 
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Mountains,  in  tlieir  gowns  of  snow, 
Ghosts  of  kings  ;  as  my  two  eyes, 
Looking  over  spcokled  sktes, 
See  tliem  now.    About  tlieir  knees, 
Half  in  haze,  there  stands  at  ease 
A  great  army  of  green  hills, 
Some  bareheaded ;  and,  behold, 
Small  green  mosses  creep  on  some. 
Those  be  mighty  forests  old  ; 
And  white  aTalanehes  come 
Through  yon  rents,  where  now  distils 
Sheeny  silver,  pouring  down 
To  a  tune  of  old  renown, 
Cutting  narrow  pathways  through 
Gentian  belts  of  airy  blue, 
To  a  zone  where  starwort  blows, 
And  long  reaches  of  the  rose. 

So,  that  haze  all  left  behind, 
Down  the  chestnut  forests  wind. 
Past  j'on  ja^ed  spires,  where  yet 
Foot  of  man  was  never  set ; 
Past  a  castle  yawning  wide, 
With  a  great  breach  in  its  side. 
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To  a  nest-like  valley,  where, 
Like  a  epaiTow'a  e^  in  hue, 
Lie  two  lakes,  and  teach  the  trne 
Coior  of  the  sea-maid's  hair. 

What  beside  ?     The  world  beside  1 
Drawing  down  and  down  to  greet 
Cottage  clusters  at  our  feet,  — 
Every  scent  of  summer  tide, — 
Flowery  pastures  all  aglow  ; 
(Men  and  women  mowing  go 
Up  and  down  them  ;)  also  soft 
Floating  of  the  film  aloft, 
Fluttering  of  the  leaves  alow. 
Is  this  told  ?     It  is  not  told. 
Where 's  the  danger '?  where 's  the  cold 
Slippery  danger  up  the  steep  7 
Where  yon  shadow  fallen  asleep? 
Chirping  bird  and  tumbling  spray. 
Light,  work,  laughter,  scent  of  hay. 
Peace,  and  echo,  where  are  they  'i 

Ah,  they  sleep,  sleep  all  untold ; 
Memory  must  their  grace  enfold 
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SiJeiitly  ;  and  that  high  song 
Of  the  heart,  it  doth  belong 
To  the  hearers.     Not  a  whit, 
Though  a  chief  musician  heard, 
Could  he  make  a  tune  for  it 

Though  a  lule  fell  deftly  strung, 
And  the  sweetest  bird  e'er  sung, 
Could  have  tried  it,  —  O,  the  lute 
For  that  wondrous  song  were  mute, 
And  the  bird  would  do  her  part. 
Falter,  ftul,  and  break  her  heart,  — 
Break  her  heart,  and  furl  her  wings, 
On  the  unexpressive  strings. 
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GLADYS  AND   HER  ISLAND. 

( On  the  Advantages  of  the  Pixtieol  Teutpcrament. ) 


O  HAPPY  Gladys  1  I  rejoicB  with  liur, 
For  Gladys  saw  the  island. 

It  wile  thus : 
They  gave  a  diiy  for  pleasure  In  tbe  school 
Wlicre  Gladys  taught ;  and  all  the  other  girls 
Were  taken  out  to  picnic  in  a  wood. 
But  it  was  said,  "  We  think  it  were  not  well 
That  little  Gladys  should  acquire  a  taste 
For  pleasure,  going  about,  and  needless  change. 
It  would  not  suit  her  station :  discontent 
Might  come  of  it ;  and  all  lier  duties  now 
She  does  so  pleasantly,  that  we  were  best 
To  keep  her  humble."     So  they  said  t«  her, 
"  Gla<lys,  we  shall  not  want  you,  all  to-day. 
JjOok,  you  are  free ;  you  need  not  sit  at  work : 
So,  you  may  take  a  long  and  pleasant  walk 
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Ovtir  the  sea-ciiff,  or  upon  tiie  beach 
Among  the  visitors." 

Then  Glitdys  blushed 
For  joy,  and  thanked  tbeni.     What!  a  holiday, 
A  whole  one,  Tor  herself!  How  good,  how  kind  I 
With  that,  the  marshalled  carriages  drove  off; 
And  Gladys,  sobered  with  lier  weight  of  joy. 
Stole  out  beyond  the  groups  upon  the  beach  — 
The  children  with  their  woo'len  spades,  the  band 
That  playeil  for  lovers,  and  the  sunny  stir 
Of  cheerful  life  and  leisure  —  to  Ihcrotks, 
For  these  she  wanted  most,  and  there  was  time 
To  mark  them ;  how  like  ruined  organs  prone 
They  lay,  or  leaned  their  giant  fluted  pipes. 
And  let  the  great  white-crested  reckless  wave 
Beat  out  their  boozning  melody. 

Tlie  ma 
Was  filled  with  light;  in  clear  blue  caverns  carloil 
The  breakers,  and  they  ran,  and  seemed  to  romp, 
As  playing  at  some  rough  and  dangerom  game. 
While  all  the  nearer  waves  rushed  in  to  help. 
And  all  the  farther  heaved  their  heails  to  peep, 
And  tosed  the  fishing-boats.     Then  GlBilys  laughed, 
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And  siiid,  "  O  happy  tide,  to  be  so  lost 
In  sunshine,  that  one  dare  not  look  at  it; 
And  lu^iky  cliffs,  to  be  so  brown  and  warm  ; 
And  j'et  how  lucky  are  the  shadows,  too, 
TtiBt  lurk  beneath  their  ledges.     It  is  strange, 
That  in  remembrance  though  I  lay  them  up, 
They  are  forever,  wlien  I  come  to  them, 
Better  than  I  had  thought.     0,  something  yet 
I  had  foi^tten.     Oft  I  aay,  '  At  least 
This  picture  is  imprinted  ;  thus  and  thus, 
The  sharpened  serried  j^  run  up,  run  out, 
Layer  on  layer.'     And  I  look  —  up  —  up  — 
High,  liigher  up  agmn,  tilt  far  aloil 
Tlioy  cat  into  their  etfier —  brown,  and  clear. 
And  perfect.     And  I,  saying,  '  This  is  mine, 
To  keep,'  retire ;  but  shortly  come  f^ain. 
And  they  confound  me  witli  a  glorious  change. 
The  low  sun  out  of  r.iin-clou^ls  stares  at  them; 
They  redden,  and  their  edges  drip  with  —  what  ? 
I  know  not,  but 't  is  red.     It  leares  no  stain, 
For  the  next  morning  they  stand  up  like  ghosts 
In  a  sea-shroud,  and  lil).y  thousand  mews 
Sit  there,  in  long  white  files,  and  chatter  on, 
Like  silly  sehool-givls  in  their  sillieat  mood. 
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'■  Thi;re  is  tlie  boulder  where  we  always  turn. 

O,  I  have  longed  to  pass  it ;  now  I  will. 

What  would  THKT  say?  for  one  must  slip  and  spring 

'  Young  ladies  I  Gladys !  I  aiu  shoi;ked.     My  dears, 

Decorum,  if  you  please  ;  turn  back  at  once. 

Gladys,  Tre  blame  you  most;  you  should  have  looked 

Before  you.'     Tlien  they  sigh  — liow  kind  they  are!- 

'  What  will  becoma  of  you,  if  all  your  life 

You  look  a  long  way  off?  —  look  anywhere, 

And  everywhere,  instead  of  at  your  ftet, 

And  where  they  carry  you ! '     Ah,  well,  I  know 

It  is  a  pity,"  Gladys  said ;  "  but  then 

We  cannot  all  be  wise :  happy  for  me 

That  other  people  are. 

And  yet  I  wish  — 
For  sometimi's  very  right  and  serious  tliouijhts 
Come  to  me  —  I  do  wish  that  they  would  eome 
When  they  are  wanted !  —  when  I  teach  the  sums 
On  rainy  days,  and  when  the  practising 
I  count  to,  and  the  din  goes  on  and  on, 
Still  the  same  tune  and  still  the  same  mistake, 
Then  t  am  wise  enough  :  sometimes  I  feel 
Quit*  old.     I  think  that  it  wil!  last,  and  say, 
'  iNow  ray  reflections  do  me  credit !  now 
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I  am  a  woman ! '  and  I  wish  they  knew 

How  serious  all  my  duties  look  to  tne. 

And  liow  my  heart  hushed  down  and  shaded  lies, 

Just  like  the  sea  when  low,  convenient  elouds, 

Come  over,  and  drink  all  its  sparkles  up. 

But  does  it  last?     Perhaps,  that  very  day, 

Tlie  front  door  opens :  out  we  walk  in  paira ; 

And  I  am  so  delighted  with  this  world. 

That  suddenly  has  grown,  being  new  washed. 

To  such  a  smiling,  clean,  and  thankful  world. 

And  with  a  tender  face  shining  through  tears, 

JjOoka  up  into  the  aometime  lowering  sky, 

That  has  been  angry,  but  is  reconuiled, 

And  just  forgiving  her,  that  I  —  that  I  — 

0, 1  forget  myself:  what  matters  how! 

And  then  I  hear  (but  always  kindly  said) 

Some  words  that  pain  me  bo  —  but  just,  but  true : 

'  For  if  your  place  in  this  establishment 

Be  but  subordinate,  and  if  your  birth 

Be  lowly,  it  the  more  behooves  —    Well,  well. 

No  more.     We  see  that  you  are  sorry.'     Yes  I 

I  am  always  sorry  then  ;  but  now  —  0,  now. 

Here  is  a  bight  more  beautiful  than  all." 
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"  And  did  tliey  scold  ter,  then,  ray  pretty  one  ? 
And  did.  she  want  to  be  as  wise  as  they,  — 
To  bear  a  bucklered  heart  and  priggish  mind  ? 
Ay,  you  may  crow ;  she  did  !  but  no,  no,  no, 
Tlie  ni'jhC'time  will  not  let  her ;  all  the  stars 
Siy  nay  to  that;  the  old  sea  laughs  at  her. 
Why,  Gladys  is  a  child ;  she  has  not  skill 
To  shut  herself  within  her  own  small  cell, 
And  build  the  door  up,  and  to  sity,  '  Poor  me  ! 
I  am  a  prisoner ' ;  then  to  take  hewn  stones. 
And,  having  built  the  windows  up,  to  say, 
'  O,  it  is  dark !  there  is  no  sunshine  here ; 
There  never  has  been.' " 

Strange  !  how  very  Strang 
A  woman  passing  Gladys  with  a  babe. 
To  whom  she  spoke  these  words,  and  only  looked 
Upon  the  babe,  who  crowed  and  pulled  her  curls. 
And  never  looked  at  Gladys,  never  once. 
"  A  simple  child,"  she  added,  and  went  by, 
"  To  want  to  change  her  greater  for  their  less ; 
Riit  Gladys  shall  not  do  it,  no,  not  she  ; 
We  love  her  —  don't  we  ?  —  far  too  well  for  that. " 

Then  Gladys,  Hushed  with  shame  and  keen  surprise 
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"  H.™  coiiid  sl.c  be  so  near,  arni  I  not  know  ? 

And  li^ve  I  spokeo  out  my  thought  aloud? 

I  must  have  done,  forgetting.     It  ia  wull 

Siie  walks  so  fiist,  for  I  aia  hungry  now, 

And  here  is  water  eantering  down  the  cliff. 

And  here  a  shell  to  catch  it  with,  and  here 

The  round  plump  buns  they  gave  me,  and  the  fruit. 

Now  she  is  gone  behinil  the  rock.     0,  rare 

To  be  alone ! "    So  Gladys  sat  her  down, 

Unpacked  her  little  basket,  ate  and  drank, 

Tlien  pushed  her  hands  into  the  warm  dry  sand. 

And  thought  the  earth  was  happy,  anJ  she  too 

Was  going  round  with  it  tn  happiness. 

That  holiday.     "  What  was  it  that  she  said  ?  " 

Qnoth  Gladys,  cogitating;  "they  were  kind. 

The  words  that  woman  spoke.     She  does  not  know  1 

•  Her  greater  for  theirless,'  —  it  makes  me  laugh,  — 

liiit  yet,"  sighed  Gladys,  "  tliovigh  it  must  he  good 

To  look  and  to  admire,  one  should  not  wish. 

To  steal  their  virtues,  and  to  put  them  on. 

Like  feathers  from  another  win;! ;  beside. 

That  calm,  and  that  grave  con^ciorisness  of  worth, 

When  all  is  said,  would  little  suit  with  me. 

Who  am  not  worthy.     Wiien  our  thoughts  are  horn, 
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Tliougli  tbpy  be  good  and  humble,  one  sUoiiM  minJ 
IIow  they  arc  reared,  or  some  will  go  astray 
And  sbanie  their  oiotLer.     C^n  and  Abel  both 
Were  only  once  removed  from  innotente. 
Why  did  I  envy  them  ?     That  was  not  good ; 
Yet  it  began  with  my  humility." 

But  as  she  spake,  to,  Gladys  raised  her  eyes, 
And  right  before  her,  on  the  horizon's  edge, 
Behold,  an  island  I     First,  she  looked  away 
Along  the  solid  rocks  and  steadfast  shore, 
For  she  was  all  amazed,  believing  not, 
And  then  she  looked  i^ain,  and  there  agiun 
Beliold,  an  island  !    And  the  ti<le  had  turned, 
rhe  milky  sea  had  got  a  purple  rim. 
And  from  the  rim  that  mountain  island  rose. 
Purple,  with  two  high  peaks,  the  northern  peak 
The  higher,  and  with  fell  and  precipice, 
It  ran  down  steeply  to  the  water's  brink  ; 
But  itll  the  southern  line  was  long  and  soft. 
Broken  with  tender  curves,  and,  as  she  thought. 
Covered  with  forest  or  with  sward-     But,  look! 
The  sun  was  on  the  island  ;  and  he  showed 
On  either  peak  a  dazzling  cap  of  snow. 
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Then  Glitilys  held  hor  breath ;  she  said,  "  Indeed, 

Indued  it  is  an  island :  how  is  this, 

I  never  saw  it  till  this  Toi-tunate 

Rave  holiday  ?  "     And  while  she  strained  her  eyes, 

She  thought  that  it  began  to  fade ;  but  not 

To  change  as  clouds  do,  only  to  withdraw 

And  melt  into  its  a^ure;  and  at  last, 

Little  by  little,  from  her  hungry  heirt, 

That  longed  to  draw  things  marvellous  to  itself, 

And  yearned  towarils  the  riehi^s  and  the  great 

Abundance  of  the  beauty  God  hath  made. 

It  passed  away.     Tears  started  in  her  eyes. 

And  when  they  dropt,  the  mountain  isle  was  gone ; 

The  careless  sea  had  quite  forgotten  it, 

And  all  was  even  as  it  had  been  before. 

And  Glarlys  wept,  but  there  was  luxury 

In  her  self-pity,  while  she  softly  sobbed, 

"  O,  what  a  little  while!  T  am  afraid 

I  shall  forget  that  purple  mountain  isle. 

The  lovi'ly  hollows  atween  her  aoow-ulad  peaks, 

The  grate  of  her  upheaval  where  she  lay 

Well  up  against  the  open.     O  my  heart. 

Now  I  remember  how  this  holiday 
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Will  foon  be  done,  and  now  my  life  goes  on 

Not  fed  ;  and  only  in  the  noonday  walk 

Let  to  look  silently  at  what  it  wantst 

Without  the  power  to  wMt  or  pause  awhile, 

And  umlerstand  and  draw  within  ilself 

The  richness  of  the  earth.     A  holiday ! 

How  few  I  have  !     1  spend  the  silent  time 

At  work,  while  all  tueik  pupils  are  gone  home. 

And  feel  myself  remote.     They  shine  apart ; 

They  are  great  planets,  I  a  little  orb ; 

My  little  orbit  for  within  their  own 

Turns,  and  approHches  not.     But  yet,  the  more 

1  am  alone  when  those  1  teauh  retuni ; 

For  they,  as  planets  of  some  other  sun. 

Not  mine,  have  paths  that  can  but  meet  my  ring 

Once  in  a  cycle.     0,  how  poor  I  am  I 

I  have  not  got  laid  up  in  this  blank  heart 

Any  indulgent  kifses  ^ven  me 

lietause  I  had  been  good,  or,  yet  more  sweet. 

Because  my  childhood  was  itself  a  good 

Attractive  thing  for  kisses,  tender  praise, 

And  comforting.     An  orphan-school  lit  bi^st 

la  a  cold  mother  in  the  winter  time, 

('T  was  mostly  winter  when  new  orphans  came,) 

An  unregardl'ul  moth;^7  in  the  spring. 
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"  Yut  once  a  year  (I  did  mine  wrong)  wo  went 
To  gather  cowslips.     How  we  thought  on  it 
Beforeband,  pacing,  pacing  the  dull  sti'eet, 
To  that  one  tree,  tliK  only  one  we  saw 
From  April,  —  if  the  cowslips  were  in  bloom 
So  early;  or,  if  not,  fTOm  opening  May 
Even  to  September.     Then  there  came  the  feast 
At  Epping.     If  it  rained  tiat  day,  it  rained 
For  a  whole  year  to  us;  we  could  not  think 
Of  GeMs  and  hawthorn  hedges,  and  the  leaves 
Fluttering,  but  still  it  rained,  and  ever  rained. 

"  Ah,  well,  but  I  am  here  ;  but  1  have  seen 
The  gay  gorse  bushes  in  their  flowering  time  ; 
I  know  the  stent  of  bean-fields ;  1  have  heard 
The  satisfying  murmur  of  the  main," 

The  woman  1  she  came  round  the  rock  again 

With  her  fair  baby,  and  she  sat  her  down 

By  Gladys,  murmuring,  "  Who  forbade  the  grass 

To  grow  by  visitations  of  the  dew  ? 

Who  said  in  ancient  time  to  the  desert  pool, 

'  Thou  shall  not  wait  for  angel  visitors 

To  trouble  thy  still  water '  ?     Must  we  bide 
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At  homy  ?     The  lore,  beloved,  shall  fly  to  us 

Oti  A  pair  of  sumptuous  wings.     Or  may  we  breathe 

■Without  ?    O,  we  shall  draw  to  113  the  air 

That  times  and  mystery  fiierl  on.     This  sliall  lay 

UnchiUden  hands  upon  the  heart  o'  the  world. 

And  feel  it  beating.     Rivers  shall  rnn  on, 

Full  of  sweet  language  as  a  lover's  mouth. 

Delivering  of  a  tune  to  make  her  youth 

More  beautiful  than  whent  when  it  is  green. 

"  What  else  V  —  (O,  none  shall  envy  her  ! )  Tlie  rain 

And  the  wild  weather  will  be  most  her  own, 

And  talk  with  her  o'  nights ;  and  if  the  winds 

Have  seen  aught  wondrous,  they  will  tell  it  her 

In  a  mouthful  of  strange  moans,  —  will  bring  from  far. 

Her  ears  being  keen,  the  lowing  and  the  mad. 

Masterful  tramping  of  the  bison  herds, 

Tearing  down  headlong  with  their  bloodshot  eyes, 

In  savage  rifts  of  hair ;  the  crack  and  creak 

Of  ice-floes  in  the  frozen  sea,  the  cry 

Of  the  white  bears,  all  in  a  dim  blue  world 

Mumbling  their  meals  by  twilight ;  or  the  rock 

And  majesty  of  motion,  when  their  heads 

Primeval  trees  toss  lu  a  sunny  storm, 


iiMP^h,  Google 


GLADYS   AND    HEE   ISLAKD.  2 

And  hail  tlmir  nuts  down  on  unweeded  fields. 
No  holidays,"  (juoth  she;  "  drop,  drop,  O,  drop, 
Thou  tired  akylark,  and  go  up  no  more ; 
You  lime-trees,  cover  not  your  head  with  bees, 
Nor  give  out  your  good  smell.     She  vfill  not  look  ; 
No,  Gladys  eannot  draw  your  sweetness  in. 
For  lack  of  holidays."     So  Gladys  thouglit, 

With  that  a  girl  ran  up;  "  Mother,"  she  said, 
"  Come  out  of  this  brown  bight,  I  pray  you  now. 
It  smells  of  fortes."     Gladys  thereon  thought, 
"  The  mother  will  not  speak  to  me,  perhaps 
The  daughter  may,"  and  asked  her  courteously, 
"  What  do  the  fairies  smull  of  ?  "    But  the  girl 
With  peevish  pout  replied,  "  You  know,  you  know. 
"  Not  I,"  said  Gladj-s ;  then  she  answered  her, 
"  Something  like  buttercups.     But,  mother,  come, 
And  whisper  up  a  porpoise  from  the  foam, 
Bei:auae  I  want  to  ride." 

Full  slowly,  then, 
The  mother  rose,  and  ever  kept  her  eyes 
Upon  her  little  child.     "  You  freakish  maid," 
Said  she,  "now  mark  me,  if  I  call  you  one, 
You  shall  not  scold  nor  make  him  take  you  far." 
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"  I  on\y  want  — jou  know  I  onlj'  want," 
Tlie  girl  replied  —  "to  go  and  play  awhile 
Upon  the  sand  by  Lagos."     Tlien  she  turned 
And  muttered  low,  "  Mother,  is  this  the  ^rl 
Who  saw  the  island  ?  "     But  the  mother  frowned. 
"  When  may  she  go  to  it  ?  "  the  daughter  aakeiL 
And  Gladys,  following  them,  gave  all  lier  inind 
To  hear  the  answer.     "  When  she  wills  to  go ; 
For  yonder  comes  to  shore  the  ff-rry-boat." 
Then  Gladys  turned  to  look,  and  even  so 
It  was;  a  ferry-boat,  and  far  away 
Reared  in  the  offing,  lo,  the  purple  peaks 
Of  her  loved  island. 

Tlien  she  raised  her  arms, 
Arifi  ran  toward  the  boat,  crying  out,  "  O  rare, 
The  iaiand  !  ftiir  twfall  the  island ;  li't 
Me  reach  the  isltind."     And  she  sprang  on  board, 
And  sSter  her  stt^ppeil  in  the  freakish  maid 
And  the  fair  mother,  brooding  o'er  her  ehild  ; 
And  this  one  took  the  helm,  and  that  let  go 
The  sail,  and  off  tht>y  flew,  and  furrowed  up 
A  flaky  hill  before,  and  left  behind 
A  sobbing  snake-like  tail  of  creamy  foam; 
And  daneing  hither,  thither,  sometimes  shot 
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Toward  the  Island  ;  then,  when  Gladys  looked, 

Were  leaving  it  to  leeward.     And  the  maid 

Whistled  a  wind  to  come  and  rock  the  craft. 

And  would  be  leaning  down  her  head  to  mew 

At  cat-fish,  then  lift  out  into  her  lap 

And  dandle  baby-seals,  whieh,  having  kissed. 

She  flung  to  their  sleek  mothers,  till  her  own 

Bijbuked  her  in  good  English,  after  cried, 

"  LniT,  luff,  we  shall  be  swamped."     "  I  will  not  luff," 

Sobbed  the  fair  mischief;  "  you  are  cross  to  me." 

"  For  shame!"  the  mother  shrieked;  "lutF,  luff,  my  dear; 

Kiss  and  be  friends,  and  thou  shalt  have  the  fish 

With  the  curly  tail  to  ride  on."     So  she  did, 

And  presently,  a  dolphin  bouncing  up. 

She  sprang  upon  his  slippery  back,  —  "  Farewell," 

She  IftU'ihed,  was  off,  and  all  the  sea  grew  caltn. 

llien  Gladys  was  much  happier,  and  was  'ware 
In  the  smooth  weather  that  this  woman  talked 
Like  one  in  sleep,  and  murmured  certain  thoughts 
Which  seemed  to  be  like  echoes  of  her  own. 
She  nodded,  "  Tes,  the  girl  is  going  now 
To  her  own  island.     Gladys  poor  ?     Not  she ! 
Who  thinks  so  i*     Once  I  met  a  man  in  white. 
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Who  said  to  me,  '  Tlie  thing  that  luight  hav«  been 

Is  called,  and  quuationed  wliy  it  hath  not  bsBii ; 

And  can  it  give  good  reason,  it  is  set 

Beside  tbe  ai^tual,  and  I'eckoned  in 

To  fill  the  empty  gaps  of  life.'     Ab,  so 

The  possible  stands  by  ua  ever  fresh, 

Fiurer  tbao  aught  ivhiub  any  life  hath  owned, 

And  ni;ikeB  divine  aoiende.     Now  this  was  set 

Apart  I'roui  kin,  and  not  ordained  a  home; 

An  equal ;  — and  not  suffered  to  fence  in 

A  little  plot  of  earthly  gooil,  and  say, 

'T  is  mine ;  but  in  bereavement  of  the  part, 

0,  yet  to  taste  the  whole,  —  to  understand 

The  grandeur  of  tlie  story,  not  to  feel 

Satiate  with  good  possessed,  but  evermore 

A  healthful  hun^jer  fur  tbe  great  idea, 

The  beauty  and  the  blcssedncsa  of  life." 

"  Lo,  now,  the  shadow  1 "'  quoth  she,  breaking  off, 
"  We  are  in  the  shadow."     Then  did  Gladys  turn, 
And,  O,  the  mountain  with  the  purple  peaks 
Was  close  at  hand.     It  cast  a  shadow  out. 
And  they  were  in  it ;  and  she  saw  the  snow, 
And  under  that  the  rocks,  and  under  that 
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Tlie  pines,  and  then  the  pasturage  ;  and  saw 
Numerous  dips,  and  unildations  rare. 
Running  down  seaward,  all  astir  with  lithe 
Long  canos,  ami  lolly  feathers ;  for  the  palms 
And  spice-trees  of  the  south,  nay,  every  growth. 
Meets  iu  that  island. 

So  that  woman  ran 
The  boat  ashore,  and  Gladys  set  her  foot 
Tliereon.     Tlien  all  at  once  much  laughter  rose-, 
Invisible  folk  set  up  exultant  shouts, 
"It  all  belongs  to  Gladys  "  ;  and  she  ran 
And  hid  herself  among  the  nearest  trees 
And  panted,  shedding  tears. 

So  she  looked  rouu  1. 
And  saw  that  she  was  in  a  banyan  grove, 
Full  of  wild  peacoclts,  —  pecking  on  tbo  grass, 
A  flickering  mass  of  eyes,  blue,  green,  and  gold. 
Op  reaching  out  their  jewelled  necks,  where  high 
They  sat  in  rows  along  the  boughf.     No  tree 
Cumbered  with  creepers  let  the  sunshine  through. 
But  it  was  caught  in  scarlet  cups,  and  poured 
From  these  on  amber  tufts  of  bloom,  and  drojiped 
Lower  on  azure  stare.     The  air  was  still, 
Aa  if  awaiting  somewhat,  or  asleep, 
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And  Gladj's  was  the  onlj  thing  that  nioveil, 

Excepting  —  no,  they  were  not  birds  —  what  then  ? 

Glorified  raiiihons  with  a  living  sou!  ? 

While  they  passed  through  a  sunheani  they  were  seen, 

Not  otiii'rwhere,  but  they  were  present  jet 

In  shade.     They  were  at  work,  pomegranate  fruit 

That  lay  about  removing,  —  purple  grapes. 

That  clustered  in  the  path,  clearing  aside. 

Through  a  small  spot  of  light  would  psss  and  go 

Tlie  glorious  happy  mouth  and  two  fair  eyes 

Of  somewhat  that  made  rustlings  where  it  went ; 

But  when  a  beam  would  strike  the  ground  shei^r  down 

Behold  them !  they  had  wings,  and  they  would  pass 

One  after  other  with  the  sheeny  fans, 

Bearing  them  alowly,  that  their  hues  were  seen. 

Tender  as  russet  crimson  dropt  on  snows, 

Or  where  they  turned  flishing  with  gold  and  dashed 

With  purple  glooms.     And  they  had  feet,  but  these 

Did  barely  toneh  the  ground.     And  they  took  heed 

Not  (o  ilisturh  the  waiting  qnietness ; 

Nor  rouse  up  fawns,  that  slept  besi<le  their  <lams ; 

Nor  the  fiiir  leojiard,  with  her  sleek  piws  laid 

At-ross  her  little  drowsy  eubs  ;  nor  swans, 

That,  floating,  slept  upon  a  glassy  pool ; 
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Nor  rosy  cranes,  all  slumbering  in  the  rccds, 

Witli  huads  beneath  their  wings.     For  this,  you  Icnow, 

Was  Eden.     Slie  was  pnsaiiig  through  the  trees 

That  made  a  ring  about  it,  and  she  caught 

A  glimpse  of  glades  beyond.     Ail  she  had  seen 

Was  nothing  to  them ;  but  words  are  not  made 

To  t«ll  that  tale.     No  wind  was  let  to  blow, 

And  all  the  doves  were  bidden  to  hold  their  peace. 

Wliy  ?     One  was  working  in  a  valley  near, 

Aud  none  might  look  that  way.     It  was  uudevstood 

That  He  had  nearly  ended  that  His  work ; 

For  two  shapes  met,  and  one  toother  spake, 

Aecosting  him  with,  "  Prinee,  what  worketh  He  ?  " 

Wlw  whispered,  '■  Lo !  He  fasbionuth  red  elay." 

And  all  at  ouce  a  little  trembling  stir 

Wiis  felt  in  the  earth,  and  every  creatiire  woke. 

And  liud  its  head  down,  listening.     Jt  was  known 

Then  that  the  work  weis  done  ;  the  now-made  king 

Hid  risen,  and  set  his  feet  upon  Iiis  realm, 

And  it  acknowledged  h'lia. 

But  in  her  path 
Came  some  one  that  withstood  her,  and  be  saiil, 
"  What  doest  thou  here  ?  "     Then  she  did  turn  and  flee. 
Among  those  colored  spirits,  through  the  grove. 
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Trembling  for  haslc  ;  it  was  not  well  witli  her 
Till  s'.ie  came  forth  of  those  thlek  banyan  trees, 
Anil  set  her  feet  upon  the  eommon  grass, 
And  felt  the  common  wind, 

Y«t  onco  beyond, 
Slie  could  not  choose  but  cast  a  backward  glance. 
The  lovely  matted  growth  stood  like  a  wail, 
And  means  of  entering  were  not  evident,  — 
The  gap  liad  closed.     But  Gladys  laughed  for  joy; 
She  said,  "  Remot«n(!S3  and  a  multitude 
Of  years  are  counted  nothing  here.     Behold, 
To-<lay  I  have  been  in  Eden.     O,  it  blooms 
In  my  own  island." 

And  she  wandered  on, 
Thinking,  lintil  sic  reached  a  place  of  palms. 
And  all  the  earth  was  sandy  where  she  walked,  — 
Sandy  and  dry,  —  strewed  with  papyrus-leaves, 
Old  idols,  rings  and  pottery,  painted  lids 
Of  mummies  (for  perhaps  it  was  (he  way 
Tliat  leads  to  dead  old  EgypI),  and  withal 
Excellent  sunshine  cut  out  sharp  and  clear 
The  hot  pronu  pillars,  ami  the  caryen  plinlh?,  — 
Stone  lotos  cups,  with  petals  dipped  in  sand. 
And  wieked  gods,  and  sphinxes  bland,  who  sat 
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Alii  smileJ  upon  the  ruin.     O,  how  still ! 
Hot,  blank,  illuuiinated  with  the  floar 
St  ire  of  an  unveiltd  sky.     The  dry  stiff  leaves 
Ol'  palm-trees  never  riLstldil,  anJ  the  soul 
Oi'thiit  dead  aiitieiitry  was  ilself  dead. 
Slie  was  above  Lcr  ankles  in  the  sand, 
When  she  beheld  a  reeky  road,  and,  lol 
It  bare  in  it  the  ruts  u(  ehariot  wheels, 
Which  erat  had  carried  to  their  pagan  prayers 
The  brown  old  Pharaohs;  for  the  ruta  led  on 
To  a  great  cliff,  Ihat  either  was  a  clJff 
Or  some  dread  shrine  in  ruins,  —  partly  reared 
In  front  of  that  same  eliff,  aod  partly  hewn 
Or  excavate  within  its  heart.     Great  heaps 
Of  sand  and  stones  on  either  side  there  lay ; 
And,  as  the  girl  drew  on,  rose  out  from  eauh, 
As  fi-om  a  ghostly  kennel,  gods  unblest, 
Ik^-headed,  and  behind  them  winged  things 
Like  angels;  and  this  carven  multitude 
Hedged  in,  to  right  and  left,  the  rocky  road. 
At  W-t,  the  cliff,  —  and  in  the  cliff  a  door 
Yiwning :  and  she  looked  in,  as  down  the  throat 
Of  some  stupendous  giant,  and  beheld 
Nc  floor,  bat  wide,  worn  flights  of  steps,  that  led 
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Into  a  dimness.     When  the  eyes  eould  bear 
That  ehange  to  gloom,  she  saw,  flight  alter  flight, 
Flight  after  flight,  the  mom,  long  stair  go  down, 
Smooth  with  the  feet  of  nations  dead  and  gone. 
So  ehe  did  enter;  also  she  went  down 
Till  it  was  dark,  and  yet  f^ain  went  down, 
Till,  gazing  upwiird  at  that  yawning  door, 
It  seemed  no  larger,  in  its  height  remot«, 
Than  a  pin's  head.     But  while,  irresolute. 
She  doubted  of  the  end,  yet  farther  down 
A  slender  ray  of  lamplight  fell  away 
Along  the  stair,  as  from  a  door  ajar: 
To  this  again  she  felt  her  way,  and  stepped 
Adown  tho  hollow  stair,  and  reached  the  light; 
But  fear  fell  on  her,  fear ;  and  she  forbore 
Entrance,  and  lii^tened.    Ay !  't  was  even  so,  — 
A  sigh ;  the  breathing  as  of  one  who  slept 
And  was  disturbed.     So  she  drew  back  awhile. 
And  trembled ;  then  her  doubting  hand  she  l^d 
Against  the  door,  and  pushed  it ;  but  the  light 
Waned,  faded,  sank  ;  and  as  she  came  within  — 
Hark,  hark !     A  spirit  was  it,  and  asleep  1 
A  spirit  doth  not  breathe  like  elay.     There  hung 
A  cresset  from  the  roof,  and  thence  appeared 
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A  flickering  speck  of  light,  and  disappeared  ; 
Then  dropped  along  the  floor  its  elfish  flakes, 
That  fell  on  some  one  resting,  in  the  gloom,— 
Soniewhat,  a  spectral  shadow,  then  a  shape 
That  loomed.     It  was  a  heifer,  ay,  and  white. 
Breathing  and  languid  through  prolonged  repose. 

Was  it  a  lieifer?  all  the  marble  floor 
IVas  milk-white  also,  and  the  cresset  paled. 
And  atrwght  their  whiteness  grew  confused  and  mixed. 

But  when  the  cresset,  taking  heart,  bloomed  oat  — 
The  whiteness  —  and  asleep  again  !  but  now 
It  was  a  woman,  robed,  and  with  a  face 
Lovely  and  dim.     And  Gladys  while  she  gazed 
Murmured,  "  0  terrible  !     I  am  afraid 
To  breathe  among  these  intermittent  lives, 
That  fluctuate  in  mystic  solitude, 
And  change  and  fade.     Lo !  where  the  goddess  sits 
Dreaming  on  her  dim  throne ;  a  crescent  moon 
She  wears  upon  her  forehead.     Ah !  her  frown 
la  inDumful,  and  her  slumber  is  not  sweet. 
What  dost  thou  hold,  Isis,  to  thy  cold  breast  ? 
A  baby  god  with  finger  on  his  lips. 
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Asleep,  and  dreaming  of  departed  Bway? 
Thy  son.     Huali,  hush;  he  knoweth  all  the  lore 
And  sorcery  of  old  Egypt;  but  hia  moiith 
He  shuts ;  the  secret  shall  be  lost  with  hiui, 
He  will  not  tell." 

The  woman  coming  down  I 
>  Child,  what  art  doing  here?  "  the  woman  said; 
"  What  wilt  thou  of  D.ime  Ms  and  her  bairn  ?  " 
(Ag,  ai/,  ice  see  Ihee  breathing  m  tki/  shroud, — 
Th^  pretly  skmud,  altJHUed  and /urbf lowed.) 
The  ^r  is  dim  nith  dust  of  spiced  bones. 
I  mark  a  crypt  down  there.     Tier  upon  tier 
Of  piuntfid  coffers  fills  it.     What  if  we, 
Passing,  should  slip,  and  crash  into  their  midst,  — 
Bi'cak  the  frail  ancientry,  and  smothered  lie. 
Tumbled  among  the  ribs  of  queens  and  kings, 
And  all  the  gear  they  took  to  bed  with  them  ! 
Horrible !  let  us  hence. 

And  Glaiiys  said, 
"  O,  they  are  rough  to  mount,  those  stairs  "  ;  but  she 
Took  her  and  laiigheii,  and  up  the  mighty  flight 
Shot  like  a  meteor  with  her.     "  There,"  said  she ; 
"  The  light  is  sweet  when  one  has  smelled  of  graves, 
Down  in  unholy  heathen  gloom ;  farewelL" 
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She  pointed  to  a  gateway,  strong  anil  bigli, 

Keared  of  hewn  stones ;  but,  look  !  in  litu  of  gate, 

There  was  a  glittering  cobweb  drawn  across, 

And  on  the  lintel  there  were  writ  these  words ; 

"  Ho,  every  one  that  eocneth,  I  divide 

Wliat  hath  been  from  what  might  be,  and  the  line 

H  ingeth  before  thee  as  a  splJer's  web ; 

Yyt,  wouldst  thou  enter,  thou  must  break  the  line, 

Or  else  forbear  the  hill." 

Tlie  maiden  said, 
"  So,  cobweb,  I  will  break  thee."     And  she  passed 
Among  some  oak-trees  on  the  farther  side. 
And  waded  through  the  bra<?ken  round  their  bolls. 
Until  she  saw  the  open,  and  drew  on 
Toward  the  edge  o'  the  wood,  where  it  was  mixed 
With  pines  and  heathery  places  wild  and  fresh. 
Here  she  put  up  a  creature,  that  ran  on 
Before  her,  crying,  "  Tint,  tint,  tint,"  and  turned. 
Sat  up,  and  stared  at  her  with  elfish  eyes, 
Jabbering  of  gramarye,  one  Michael  Scott, 
The  wizard  that  wonned  somewhere  underground, 
With  other  talk  enough  to  make  one  fear 
To  walk  in  lonely  places.     After  passed 
A  man-atarms,  William  of  Deloraine ; 
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He  Khoolt  bis  head,  "  An'  if  I  Hat  to  toll," 

Quoth  he,  "  I  know,  but  how  it  matters  not " ; 

Then  crossed  himself,  and  muttered  of  a  clap 

Of  thunder,  and  a  shape  in  Amice  gray, 

But  still  it  mouthed  at  him,  and  whimpered,  "  Unt, 

Tint,  tint."   "There  shall  be  wild  work  some  day  soon, 

Quoth  he,  "  thou  limb  of  darkness :  he  will  eome. 

Thy  master,  push  a  hand  up,  catt^h  thee,  imp. 

And  BO  good  Christians  shall  have  peace,  perdie." 

Then  Gladys  was  so  frightened,  that  she  ran. 

And  got  away,  towards  a  grassy  down. 

Where  alieep  and  lambs  were  feeding,  with  a  boy 

To  tend  them.     "T  was  the  boy  who  wears  that  herb 

Called  heart's-ease  in  his  bosom,  and  he  sang 

So  sweetly  t«  his  flock,  that  she  stole  on 

Nearer  to  listen.     "  0  Content,  Coritent, 

Give  me,"  sang  he,  "  thy  tender  company. 

I  feed  my  flock  among  the  myrtles ;  all 

My  lambs  are  twins,  and  they  have  laid  them  down 

Along  the  slopes  of  Beulah.     Come,  fiir  love. 

From  the  other  side  the  river,  where  tliair  harps 

Thou  hast  been  helping  them  1o  tune.     O  come, 

And  pitch  thy  tent  by  mine  ;  let  me  behold 
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Thy  mouth,  —  that  even  in  slumber  talks  of  peace,  - 
Thy  well-set  locks,  and  dove-like  ci 


And  Gladys  hearkeped,  couched  upon  the  grass, 

Till  she  liad  rested ;  then  did  ask  the  boy, 

For  it  was  afternoon,  and  she  was  fain 

To  reach  the  shore,  "  Which  is  the  path,  1  praj-. 

That  leads  one  to  the  water?"     But  he  s^d, 

"  Dear  lass,  I  only  know  the  narrow  way. 

The  p  ith  that  leads  one  to  the  golden  gate 

Across  the  river."     So  she  wandered  on ; 

And  presently  her  feet  grew  cool,  the  grass 

Standing  so  high,  and  thyme  being  thick  and  soft. 

The  air  was  full  of  voices,  and  the  scent 

Of  mountain  blossom  loaded  all  its  wtfis ; 

Fur  she  was  on  the  slopes  of  a  goodly  mount, 

And  reared  in  such  a  sort  that  it  looked  down 

Into  the  ileiepest  valleys,  d;irtest  glatli'S, 

And  richest  plains  o'  ihe  island.     It  was  set 

Midway  between  the  snows  majeslical 

And  a  wide  level,  such  as  men  would  choose 

For  growing  wheat;  and  some  one  said  to  her, 

"It  is  the  hill  Parnassus."     So  she  walked 

Yet  on  its  lower  slope,  and  she  could  hear 
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'I'iie  calling  of  an  unseen  multitude 
To  somn  upon  the  mounUin,  "  Give  us  more  ' ; 
Anil  others  saiJ,  "  We  are  tir&l  of  this  old  world : 
Make  it  look  new  ^ain." '   Then  there  were  aome 
Who  answered  lovingly  —  (the  dead  yet  speak 
Ftoui  ihat  high  mountain,  as  the  living  do)  ; 
liut  othi'rs  sang  desponding,  "  We  have  kept 
The  vision  for  a  chosen  few  :  we  love 
Fit  audience  better  than  a  roujjh  huzza 
From  the  unreasoning  crowd." 

Then  words  came  > 
'■  There  was  a  time,  you  poets,  was  a  time 
When  all  the  poetry  was  ours,  and  raade 
Tiy  some  who  climbed  the  mountain  from  our  midst. 
We  loveil  it  then,  we  sang  it  in  our  streets. 
O,  it  grows  obsolete !     Be  you  aa  they : 
Our  heroes  die  and  drop  away  from  us ; 
Oblivion  folds  them  'neatb  her  dusky  wing. 
Fair  copies  wasted  to  the  hungering  world. 
Save  them.     We  fall  so  low  for  lack  of  them. 
That  many  of  u?  think  scorn  of  honest  trade. 
And  take  no  pride  in  our  own  shops ;  who  care 
Ordy  to  quit  a  calling,  will  not  make 
The  calling  what  it  might  be:  who  despise 
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Their  work,  Fate  laughs  at,  and  doth  Itt  the  work 
Dull,  and  degrade  them." 

Tlien  did  Gladys  smile; 
"  Heroes  1 "  quoth  she ;  "  jet,  now  1  think  on  it. 
There  was  the  jolly  goldsmith,  brave  Sir  Hugh, 
Certes,  a  hero  ready-made.     Methinks 
I  see  him  hurnlshjng  of  golden  gear, 
Tankard  and  chai^er,  and  a-muttering  low, 
'  London  ia  thirsty '  —  (then  he  weighs  a  chain)  r 
''Tis  an  ill  thing,  my  masters.     I  would  give 
The  worth  of  this,  and  many  such  as  this. 
To  bring  it  water.' 

Ay,  and  after  hint 
There  came  up  Guy  of  London,  lettered  son 
O'  the  honest  lighterman.     I  'II  think  on  him, 
Jjeaning  upon  the  bridge  on  summer  evea, 
After  his  shop  was  closed :  a  still,  grave  man. 
With  melancholy  eyes.     '  Whiie  these  are  hale,' 
He  saith,  when  he  looka  down  and  marks  the  crowd 
Cheerily  woilting ;  where  the  river  mai^e 
Is  blocked  with  ships  and  boats ;  and  all  the  wharves 
Swarm,  and  the  cranes  swing  in  with  merchandlsi.',  — 
'  While  these  are  hale,  'tis  well,  'tis  very  well. 
But,  O  good  Lord,'  saith  he,  '  when  these  are  sick,  — 
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I  lear  me,  Lord,  this  excelleat  workmanship 

Of  Thine  is  counted  for  a  eumbrance  then. 

Ay,  ay,  my  hearties  I  many  a  man  of  you, 

Struck  down,  or  maimed,  or  fevereJ,  shrinks  away, 

And,  mastered  in  that  fight  for  liu;k  of  aid, 

Creeps  shivering  to  a  comer,  and  there  dies.' 

Well  we  have  beard  the  rest. 

Ah,  next  I  tliink 
Upon  the  merthiint  eaptnin,  stout  of  heart 
To  dare  and  to  endure.     '  Robert,'  saith  he, 
(The  navigator  Knox  to  his  manful  eon,) 
'  1  sit  a  captive  from  the  ship  detuned ; 
This  heathenry  doth  let  thee  visit  her. 
Uumember,  son,  if  thou,  alas !  shouldst  fail 
To  ransom  thy  poor  fether,  they  are  free 
As  yet,  the  mariners ;  have  wivea  at  borne. 
As  I  have ;  ay,  and  liberty  is  sweet 
To  all  men.     For  the  ship,  she  is  not  ours. 
Therefore,  'beseech  thee,  son,  lay  on  the  mate 
This  my  command,  to  leave  me,  and  set  sHil. 
Aa  for  thyself  — '     '  Good  father,'  saith  the  son ; 
'  1  will  not,  father,  aak  your  blessing  now, 
Beoauae,  for  fair,  or  else  for  evil,  fate. 
We  two  shall  meet  agdn.'     And  so  they  did. 
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TLe  dusky  men,  peeling  off  c 

And  beating  nutmeg  clusters  from  the  tree, 

Bansom  and  bribe  contemned.    Tbe  gocd  rhip  sailed,  — 

Tlie  son  returned  to  share  his  lather's  cull, 

'■  O,  lljere  are  many  such.     Would  I  had  wit 

Tkeir  ivorlh  to  sing ! "     With  that,  she  turned  her  feeL 

"  I  am  tired  now,"  said  Gladys,  "  of  their  talk 

Around  this  hill  Pamasfius."     And,  behold, 

A  piteous  sight,  —  an  old,  blind,  gvajbeard  king 

Led  by  a  Ibol  with  bells.     Now  this  was  loved 

Of  tiie  crowd  below  tiie  hill  ;  ant!  when  he  called 

For  hia  lost  kingdom,  and  bewailed  Ills  age. 

And  plained  on  his  unkind  daughters,  they  we«  known 

To  say,  that  if  the  best  of  gold  and  gear 

Could   have  bought  him  back  his  kingdom,  and  made 

kind 
The  hard  hearts  which  had  brolien  his  erewhile, 
They  would  have  gladly  paid  it  from  their  store, 
Many  times  over.    What  ia  done  is  done, 
No  help.     The  ruined  majesty  passed  on. 
Anil,  look  you  1  one  who  met  her  as  she  walked 
Showed  her  a  mountain  nymph  lovely  as  light. 
Her  name  CEnone ;  and  she  mourned  and  mourned. 
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"  O  Mother  IJa,"  and  she  could  not  cease 
No,  nor  be  comforted. 

And  utter  this, 
Soon  there  came  by,  arrayed  in  Norman  cap 
And  kirtle,  an  Arcadian  villager. 
Who  said,  "I  pray  you,  have  you  chanced  to  meet 
One  Gabriel  ?  "  and  she  sighed  ;  but  Gladys  took 
And  kifSed  her  band  :  she  could  not  answer  her. 
Because  she  guessed  the  end. 

With  that  it  drew 
To  evening ;  and  as  Gladys  wandered  on 
In  the  calm  weather,  she  beheld  the  wave. 
And  she  ran  down  to  set  her  feet  again 
On  the  sea-margin,  which  was  covered  thick 
With  white  ehell-skeletons.    The  sky  was  red 
As  wine.     The  water  played  among  bare  ribs 
Of  many  wrecks,  that  lay  half-buried  there 
111  the  sand.     She  saw  a  eave,  and  moved  thereto 
To' ask  her  way,  and  one  so  innocent 
Came  out  to  meet  her,  that,  with  marvelling  mute. 
She  gazed  and  gazed  into  her  sea-blue  eyes, 
For  in  them  beameil  the  untaught  ecstasy 
or  childhood,  that  lives  on  though  youth  be  come. 
And  love  just  bom. 
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She  coulil  not  thoose  but  name  her  sliipwrecked  priuee, 

All  blushing.     She  told  Gladys  many  things 

That  are  not  in  the  story,  —  things,  in  sooth, 

That  Prospero  her  father  knew.     But  now 

'T  was  evening,  and  the  sun  dropped  ;  purple  stripes 

In  the  sea  were  copied  from  goniB  elouds  that  lay 

Out  in  the  west.     And  lo !  the  boiit,  and  more, 

The  freakish  thing  to  take  fair  Gladys  home 

She  mowed  at  her,  but  Gladys  took  the  helm  : 

"  Peace,  Peace ! "  she  said ;    "  be  good :    you  shall  not 

For  I  am  your  liege  lady."     Then  slie  sang 
The  sweetest  songs  she  knew  all  the  way  home. 


So  GlaiJya  set  her  feet  upon  the  sand; 
.While  in  the  sunset  glory  died  away 
The  peaks  of  that  blest  island. 

"  Fare  you  well. 
My  country,  my  own  kingdom,"  then  she  said, 
"  Till  I  go  visit  you  again,  farewell." 

She  looked  Inward  their  house  with  whom  she  dwelt,  - 
The  carriages  were  coming.     Hastening  up, 
Slie  was  in  time  to  meet  them  at  the  door. 
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Anrl  lead  tho  sleepy  little  ones  within  ; 

And  some  were  eross  and  shivered,  and  her  dames 

Were  weary  and  right  hard  to  please;  but  she 

Felt  like  a  heggar  suddenly  endowed 

With  a  warm  clo:ik  to  'fend  her  from  the  cold. 

"  For,  come  what  will,"  she  ssaii,  "  I  Lad  /cw/cj( 

There  is  an  island." 

Tiie  Moral. 
What  is  the  moral  ?     Let  us  think  awhile, 
Taking  the  editorial  We  to  help, 
It  sounds  respectable. 

The  mora! ;  yea, 
We  always  read,  when  any  fable  cn<is, 
"  Hence  we  may  learn."     A  moral  must  be  found. 
What  do  you  think  of  this :  "  Henea  vm  may  learn 
That  dolphins  amm  about  tho  coast  of  Wales, 
And  A<lmiralty  maps  should  now  be  drawn 
By  tuacher^rls,  because  liieir  sight  is  keen. 
And  they  can  spy  out  islands."     Will  that  do  ? 
No,  that  is  far  too  plain  —  too  evident. 

Perhaps  a  generd  moralizing  vein  — 

(We  know  we  have  a  happy  knack  that  way. 
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Wb  have  obseryed,  moreover,  that  j'oung  men 
Are  fond  of  good  advice,  and  ao  are  girls; 
E-ipecially  of  that  meandering  kind 
Which,  winding  on  so  sweetly,  treats  of  all 
They  ought  to  be  and  do  and  think  and  wear, 
As  one  miy  say,  from  creeds  to  comforters. 
Indeed,  we  much  prefer  that  sort  ouraelvea, 
So  soothing).    Good,  a  raoraliiing  vein ; 
That  is  the  thing ;  but  how  to  manage  it  ? 
"  Hence  lee  may  learn,"  if  we  be  so  inclined. 
That  life  goes  best  with  those  who  take  it  b^t ; 
That  wit  can  spin  from  work  a  golden  robe 
To  queen  it  in ;  that  who  can  paint  at  will 
A  private  picture-gallery,  should  not  cry 
For  shillings  that  will  let  him  in  to  look 
At  some  by  others  painted.     Furthermore, 
Hence  we  may  learn,  yon  poets  —  (and  we  coun 
For  pmU  all  who  ever  felt  that  aitcb 
They  mere,  anil  all  who  secreihj  Anf«  known 
Tlial  lueft  they  eould  be ;  ay,  moreover,  all 
IFfto  wind  the  robee  of  ideaiily 
Ahmaihe  barenens  of  their  liven,  and  liang 
Comforting  cwlainn,  knit  of  fancy's  yam. 
Nightly  betwixt  them  and  the  frosty  world)  — 
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Hence  wb  may  learn,  you  poets,  that  of  all 
We  should  be  most  content.     The  earth  is  given 
To  us:  we  reign  hy  virtue  of  a  sense 
Which  lets  us  hear  the  rhythm  of  that  old  verse, 
The  ring  of  that  old  tune  whereto  she  spins. 
Humanity  is  given  to  us  ;  we  reign 
By  virtue  of  a  sense  whieh  lets  us  in 
To  know  its  troubles  ere  they  have  been  told, 
And  take  them  home  and  lull  them  into  rest 
With  moumfullest  music.     Time  is  g^ven  to  us, — 
Time  past,  time  future.     Who,  good  sooth,  beside 
Have  seen  it  well,  have  walked  this  empty  world 
When  she  went  steaming,  and  from  pulpy  hills 
Have  marked  the  spurting  of  their  flamy  crowns  ? 

II  ive  not  we  seen  the  tabernacle  pitchei]. 
And  peered  between  the  linen  curtains,  blue, 
Purple,  and  scarlet,  at  the  dimness  there, 
And,  frighted,  have  not  dared  to  look  again  ? 
But,  quaint  antiquity  1  beheld,  we  thought, 
A  chest  that  might  have  held  the  manna  pot. 
And  Aaron's  rod  that  budded.     Ay,  we  leaned 
Over  the  edge  of  Britain,  while  the  Hei^t 
01'  Caesar  loomed  and  neared ;  then,  afterwards. 
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We  saw  fair  Venice  looking  at  hersiilf 

In  tho  glass  below  her,  while  her  Doge  went  forth 

In  all  his  bravery  to  the  wedding. 

Tliis, 
However,  counts  for  nothing  lo  the  grace 
We  wot  of  in  time  future  :  -—  therefore  add, 
And  afterwards  have  done :  "Hence  ive  inay  learn," 
That  though  it  be  a  grand  and  comely  thing 
To  be  unhappy  —  (and  we  think  it  is. 
Because  so  many  grand  and  clever  foUc 
Have  found  out  reasons  for  unhappiness. 
And  talked  about  uncomfortable  things,  — ■ 
Low  motives,  bores,  and  shams,  and  boUowness, 
The  Lollowness  o'  the  world,  till  we  at  last 
Have  scarcely  dared  to  jump  or  stamp,  for  fear. 
Being  so  hollow,  it  should  break  some  day. 
And  let  us  in)  — yet,  since  we  are  not  grand, 
0,  not  at  all,  and  as  for  clevernees, 
That  m,iy  be  or  may  not  be  — it  is  well 
For  us  to  be  as  happy  as  we  can  I 

Agreed  ;  and  with  a  word  to  the  nobler  sex, 
As  thus ;  we  pray  you  carry  not  your  guns 
On  the  full-cock ;  we  pray  you  set  your  pride 
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In  its  proper  place,  and  never  be  ashamed 
Of  any  honest  calling,  —  let  us  add, 
And  end ;  for  all  the  rest,  hold  up  your  heads 
And  mind  your  English. 
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SONGS  WITH   PRELUDES. 


WEDLOCK. 

THE  SUB  was  streaming  in :  I  woke,  and  swd, 
"  Where  is  my  wife,  that  has  been  made  my  wife 
Only  this  year?"    Tlie  casement  stood  ajar: 
I  did  but  lift  my  head :  The  pear-tree  dropped, 
Tlie  great  while  pear-tree  dropped  with  dew  from  leaves 
And, blossom,  under  heavens  of  happy  blue. 

My  wife  had  wakened  first,  and  bad  gone  down 

Into  the  orchard.     All  the  air  was  calm ; 

Audible  humming  filled  it.     At  the  roots 

Of  peony  bushes  lay  in  rose-red  heaps, 

Or  snowy,  fallen  bloom.     The  crag-like  hills 

\Vi;re  tossing  down  their  silver  messengers, 

And  two  brown  foreigners,  called  cuckoo-birds. 

Gave  them  good  answer ;  all  things  else  were  mute ; 

An  idle  world  lay  listening  to  their  talk, 

Tbey  had  It  to  themselves. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


What  ails  my  wife  ? 
I  know  not  if  aught  ails  her;  though  her  step 
Tell  of  a  conscious  quiet,  lest  I  wake. 
Sbe  moves  atween  the  almond-boughg,  and  beniis 
One  thick  with  bloom  to  look  on  it.    "  O  lovel 
A  little  while  thou  hast  withdrawn  thyself, 
At  unaware  to  tliink  thy  thoughts  alone  ; 
ilow  sweet,  and  yet  pathetic  to  my  heart 
The  reason.     Ah!  thou  art  no  more  thine  own. 
Mine,  mine,  0  love  !     Tears  gather  'neath  my  lids,  — 
Sorrowful  tears  for  thy  lost  liberty, 
Because  it  was  bo  sweet.     Thy  liberty, 
That  yet,  O  love,  thou  wouldst  not  have  again. 
No;  all  is  right.     But  who  can  give,  or  bless, 
Or  take  a  blessing,  but  there  cornea  withal 
Some  pain  ?  " 

She  walks  beside  the  !ily  bed. 
And  holds  apart  her  gown  ;  she  would  not  hurt 
The  leaf-enfolded  buds,  that  have  mt  looked 
Yet  on  the  daylight     0,  thy  lotks  are  brown,  ^ 
Fairest  of  colors !  —  and  a  darker  brown 
The  beautiful,  dear,  veiled,  modest  eyes. 
A  bloom  as  of  blush-roses  i^overs  her 
Forehead,  and  throat,  and  cheek.     Health  breathea  w 
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And  graceful  vigor.     Fair  ami  wondrous  soul  ! 
To  think  that  thou  art  mini! ! 

And  moved  into  the  chamber.  As  for  me, 
1  heard,  but  lay  as  one  that  nothing  hears. 
And  feigned  to  he  asleep. 


The  racing  river  leaped  and  sang 
Full  hUlhelj  in  the  perfect  weather, 

All  round  the  mountain  ecliops  rang, 
For  blue  and  green  were  glad  together. 


Tiaa  rained  out  light  from  every  part, 

And  that  with  songs  of  joy  was  thrilling; 

But,  in  the  hollow  of  my  heart, 

There  ached  a  place  that  wanted  filling. 


Before  the  roail  and  river  meet, 

And  stepping-stones  are  wet  and  glist 

I  heard  abound  of  laughter  sweet, 
And  paused  to  like  it,  and  to  listen. 
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I  heard  the  chanting  waters  flow, 

The  cushat's  note,  the  bee's  low  liumming,  — 
Then  turned  tlie  hedge,  and  did  not  know  — 

How  could  IV  —  that  ray  time  was  coming. 


A  girl  upon  the  nighest  stone. 

Half  doubtful  of  the  deed,  was  standing, 
So  far  the  shallow  flood  had  flown 

Beyond  the  'customed  leap  of  landing. 


She  knew  not  any  need  of  me. 
Yet  me  she  waited  |>11  unweeting; 

We  thought  not  I  had  crossed  the  sea. 
And  half  the  sphere  to  give  her  met 


I  waded  out,  her  eyes  1  mot, 

I  wished  the  moments  had  heen  hours ; 
I  took  her  in  my  arms,  and  set 

Her  dainty  feet  among  the  flowers. 
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Her  fellow-maids  in  copse  and  lane, 

All !  still,  metliinks,  1  hear  tlietn  calling ; 

The  wind's  soft  whisper  in  the  plain, 
The  cushat's  coo,  the  water's  falling. 


I  took  her  in  my  heart,  to  giow 
And  fill  tlic  hollow  place  forever. 


REGRET. 
O   /HAT  word  Ekgret! 
TWre   have  teen   nights    am!  morns  wiien  i 

"l^t  u8  alone,  Regretl     We  are  content 
To  throw  tliee  all  our  past,  ko  thou  wilt  sleep 
For  aye."     But  it  13  patient,  and  it  wakes; 
It  hath  not  learned  to  cry  itself  to  sleep. 
But  plaineth  on  the  bed  that  it  ia  bard. 
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We  did  amiss  when  we  did  wish  it  gone 
And  over :  sorrows  humanize  our  race ; 
Tears  are  the  showers  that  fertilize  this  world; 
And  memory  of  things  prec^ious  keepeth  warm 
The  heart  that  ouee  did  hold  them. 

They  aru  poo 
That  have  lost  nothing ;  they  are  poorer  far 
Who,  losing,  have  forgotten ;  they  most  poor 
Of  all,  who  lose  and  wish  they  might  forget 
For  life  is  one,  and  in  its  warp  and  woof 
Tliere  runs  a  thread  of  gold  that  glitters  fair, 
And  sometimes  in.  the  pattern  shows  most  sweet 
Where  there  are  sombre  colors.     It  is  true 
That  we  have  wept.     But  0 !  this  thread  of  gold. 
We  would  not  have  it  tarnish  ;  let  us  turn 
Oft  and  look  back  upon  the  wondrous  web, 
And  when  it  shineth  sometimes  we  shall  know 
That  memory  is  possession. 


When  I  remember  somethinj;  which  I  had, 
But  which  is  gone,  and  I  must  do  without, 

I  sometimes  wonder  how  T  can  be  glad. 
Even  in  cowslip  time  when  hedges  sprout; 
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It  makes  me  sigh  to  think  on  it,  ^  but  yet 

Mj-  days  will  not  be  better  daj'K,  should  I  foi^et. 


IVhen  I  remember  something  promised  me, 
But  which  I  never  had,  nor  can  have  now, 

Because  the  promiser  we  no  more  see 

In  countries  that  accord  with  mortal  vow ; 

When  I  remember  this,  I  mourn,  —  hut  yet 

My  happier  days  are  not  the  days  when  I  forget. 


LAMENTATION. 

I  READ  upon  that  book. 
Which  down  the  golden  gulf  doth  iet  us  look 
On  the  sweet  <lays  of  pastoral  majesty ; 
I  read  upon  that  book 
How,  when  the  Shepherd  Prince  did  flyc 
(Red  Esau's  twin),  he  desolate  took 
The  stone  for  a  pillow  :  then  he  fell  on  sleep. 
Anii  lo !  there  was  a  ladder.     Lo !  there  hung 
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A  ladder  from  tbe  sfar-piaee,  and  it  clung 

To  the  earth :  it  tied  her  so  to  heaven ;  and  0 ! 

There  fluttered  wings ; 
Then  were  ascending  and  descending  things 
That  stepped  to  him  where  he  lay  low ; 
Then  up  the  ladder  would  a-drifting  go 
(This  feathered  brood  of  heaven),  anil  show 
Small  as  white  flakes  in  winter  that  are  blown 
Together,  underneath  the  great  white  throne. 

When  I  had  shut  the  book,  I  said  : 
"Now,  as  for  me,  mv  dreams  upon  my  bed 

Are  not  like  Jiicob's  dream; 
Yet  I  have  got  it  in  my  life;  yes,  I, 
And  many  more:  it  doth  not  us  beseem. 

Therefore,  to  aigh. 
Is  there  not  bung  a  ladder  in  our  sky  ? 
Yea ;  and,  moreover,  all  the  way  up  on  high 
Is  thickly  peopled  with  the  prayers  of  men. 

We  have  no  dream !    What  then  ? 
Like  winged  wayfarers  (he  height  they  scale, 
(By  Him  that  oifers  them  tliey  shall  prevail)  — 
The  prayers  of  men. 
But  where  is  Ibund  a  prayer  for  me; 
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How  should  I  pray  ? 
My  heart  is  sick,  and  full  of  strife. 
I  heard  one  whisper  with  departing  breath, 
'  Suffer  us  not,  for  any  pains  of  death. 

To  fall  from  Thee.' 
But  O,  the  pains  of  life  I  the  pains  of  life ! 
There  ia  no  comfort  now,  and  naught  to 
But  yet  —  I  will  begin." 


le  my  wealth,"  I  do  not  say. 
For  that  is  wasted  away ; 

And  much  of  it  was  cankered  ere  it  went. 

"  Preserve  to  me  my  health,"  I  cannot  say. 
For  that,  upon  a  day. 

Went  after  other  delights  to  banishment. 


What  can  I  pray  ?  "  Give  me  forgetfulness  "  V 

No,  I  would  still  possess 
Past  away  smiles,  though  present  fronts  be  stem 
"  Give  me  again  my  kindred  "  ?     Nay;  not  so, 

Not  idle  prayers.     We  know 
Tlioy  that  have  crossed  the  river  cannot  return. 
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I  do  not  pray,  "  Comfort  mc  !  «omfort  me  I  " 

For  hom  should  comfort  be  ? 
0—0  that  cooing  mouth.  —  that  little  white  head  I 
No ;  but  I  pray,  "  If  it  be  not  too  late, 

Open  to  me  the  gate, 
That  I  may  find  my  babe  when  I  am  dead. 


"  Show  me  the  path.  I  had  foi^ott«n  Tliee 
When  1  was  happy  and  free, 

Walking  down  here  in  the  gladeonie  light  o'  the  st 

But  now  I  come  and  mourn  ;  O  set  my  teet 
In  the  >^>sd  to  Thy  blest  seat. 

And  for  the  rest,  O  God,  Thy  wiU  he  done." 
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DOMINION. 

(When  found  the  rose  delight  in  her  fair  hue  ? 
Color  is  nothing  to  this  world ;  't  is  I 
That  see  it.     Farther,  I  discover  soul, 
That  trees  are  nothing  to  their  fellow-treea ; 
It  is  but  I  that  love  their  stateliness, 
And  I  that,  comforting  my  heart,  do  sit 
At  noon  beneath  their  shadow.    I  will  step 
On  the  ledges  of  this  world,  for  it  is  mine; 
But  the  otiier  world  jc  not  of  shall  go  too ; 
I  will  carry  it  in  my  bosom.     O  ray  world, 
That  was  not  built  with  clay  1 

Consider  it 
(This  outer  world  we  tread  on)  as  a  harp,  — 
A  gracious  instrument  on  whose  fair  Btrings 
We  learn  those  airs  we  shall  be  set  to  play 
When  raortal  hours  are  ended.     Let  the  wings, 
Man,  of  thy  spirit  move  on  it  as  wind. 
And  draw  forth  melody.     Wliy  shouldst  thou  yet 
Lie  grovelling?     More  is  won  than  e'er  was  lost: 
Inherit-     Let  thy  day  be  to  thy  night 
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A  teller  of  good  tidings.     Let  thy  praise 
Go  up  88  birds  go  up  that,  wlien  they  wake. 
Shake  off  the  dew  and  soar. 

So  take  Joy  home, 
And  make  a  place  in  thy  great  heart  for  her. 
And  ^ve  her  time  to  grow,  and  cherish  her ; 
Then  will  she  come,  and  oft  will  sing  to  thee, 
When  thon  art  working  in  the  furrows ;  ay, 
Or  weeding  in  the  sacred  hour  of  dawn. 
It  is  a  comely  fashion  to  be  glad,  — 
Joy  is  the  grace  we  say  to  God. 

Art  tired  ? 
There  is  a  rest  remaining.     Hast  thou  sinned  ? 
There  is  a  Sacrifice.     Uft  up  thy  head, 
The  lovely  world,  and  the  over-world  alike, 
Iting  with  a  song  eteme,  a  happy  rede, 
"Thy  Father  loves  thee." 


Yon  moored  mackerel  fleet 

Hangs  thick  !is  a  swarm  of  bees, 

Or  a  clustering  village  street 
Fonndationleaa  built  on  the  eeas. 
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The  mariners  ply  tbeir  craft, 
Each  Bet  in  his  castle  frail ; 

His  care  is  all  for  the  ilraitght, 
And  he  dries  the  rain-beaten  salL 


For  rain  came  down  in  the  night. 
And  thnnder  muttered  full  oft. 

Bat  now  the  azure  is  bright, 
And  hawks  are  wheeling  aloft. 


I  take  the  land  to  my  breast. 
In  her  coat  with  daisies  fine ; 

For  me  are  the  hills  in  their  best, 
And  all  that's  made  is  mine. 


Sing  high  I  "  Though  the  red  sut 
There  yet  is  a  day  for  me ; 

Hot  youth  I  count  for  it  ship 
That  long  ago  foundered  at  st 
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"  Did  the  lost  love  die  and  depart  ? 

Many  times  Einue  vre  bave  met ; 
For  I  hold  the  yeare  in  my  heart, 

And  all  that  nas  —  is  yet. 


"  I  grant  to  the  king  his  reign  ; 

Let  us  yield  him  homage  due 
But  over  tbe  lands  there  are  tw, 

O  king,  1  must  rule  as  you. 


"I  grant  to  the  wise  his  meed, 
But  his  yoke  I  will  not  brook, 

For  God  taught  me  to  read  — 
He  lent  me  tbe  world  for  a  book," 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


L  eyes  ■ —  and  shall  I  sue  no  more 
Tilt!  living  thought  when  it  would  leap  from  thpm, 
And  play  in  all  its  sweetness  'iieath  theu  lids  ? 


Here  was  a  man  femillar  with  fair  heights 

That  poets  climb.    Upon  his  peace  the  tears 

And  troubles  of  our  race  deep  inroads  made, 

Yet  life  was  sweet  to  him ;  he  kept  his  heart 

At  home.    Who  saw  his  wife  might  well  have  thought 

"  God  loves  this  man.     He  chose  a  wife  for  him  — 

The  true  one ! "     O  sweet  eyes,  that  seem  to  live, 

I  know  so  much  of  you,  tell  me  the  rest  1 

Eyes  full  of  fatherhood  and  tender  care 

For  small,  young  children.     Is  a  message  here 

That  you  would  fain  have  sent,  but  had  not  time  ? 

if  such  there  be,  I  promise,  by  long  love 

And  perfect  friendship,  by  all  trust  that  couies 
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Of  understanding,  that  I  wi]]  not  fail, 
Ko,  nor  clulay  to  find  it 

O,  my  heart 
Will  often  pain  me  as  for  some  strange  fault  — 
Some  grave  defect  in  nature  —  when  I  think 
How  I,  delighted,  'neath  those  olive-trees. 
Moved  to  the  music  of  the  tideless  main, 
Wliile,  with  sore  weeping,  in  an  island  home 
They  laid  that  much-loved  head  beneath  the  sod, 
And  I  did  not  know. 


I  stand  on  the  bridge  where  last  we  etood 
When  delicate  leaves  were  young; 

The  children  called  us  from  yonder  wood, 
lyiiilc  a  mated  blackbird  sung. 


Ah,  yet  you  call,  —  in  your  gladness  call,  — 
And  I  hear  youv  pattering  feet; 

It,  doea  not  matter,  matter  at  all, 
Tou  fetherless  children  sweet,  — 
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It  does  not  matter  at  all  to  j 
Young  hearts  that  pleasur 

The  father  sleeps,  hut  the  w 
The  child  of  his  love  forg' 


I  too,  it  may  be,  heibre  they  drop. 
The  leaves  that  flicker  to-day, 

Ere  hountiful  gleams  make  ripe  the  crop, 
Shall  pass  from  my  place  away: 


Ere  yon  gray  cygnet  puts  on  her  white. 
Or  snow  lies  soft  on  the  wold, 

Shall  shut  these  eyes  on  the  lovely  light, 
And  leave  the  story  untold. 


Shall  I  tell  it  there  ?     Ah,  let  that  be. 
For  the  warm  pulse  beats  so  high ; 

To  love  to-day,  and  to  breathe  and  see- 
To-uioiTOW  perhaps  to  die  — 
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Leave  it  wiib  God,    But  this  I  bave  know 

That  sorrow  is  over  soon ; 
Some  in  dark  nights,  sore  weeping  alone, 

Foi^t  by  full  of  the  moon. 


But  if  all  loved,  as  the  few  can  love, 
This  world  would  seldom  be  well ; 

Anil  who  need  wish,  if  he  dwells  above, 
Fur  a  deep,  a  long  death-tuell. 


There  are  four  or  five,  who,  passing  this  place; 

While  they  live  will  name  me  yet; 
And  when  I  am  gone  will  think  on  my  face, 

And  I  feel  a  kind  of  regret. 
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Q 


UOTH  ifte  cedar  to  the  reeds  and  nisJies, 
Water-grass,  you  know  nol  whtU  I  da ; 
ot  of  my  storms,  nor  of  my  hushes. 
And  ^  I  know  nal  you." 

Quoth  Ote  reeds  and  rushes,  "  Wind !  0  waken  i 

Breathe,  0  wind,  and  set  our  answer  free. 
For  tee  have  no  vowe,  of  you  forsaken, 
For  (he  cedar-tree." 

Quoth  the  earth  at  raidnight  to  the  ocean, 

"  W'dderness  of  water,  lost  to  view. 
Naught  you  are  to  me  but  sounds  of  motion; 
I  am  naught  to  you." 

Quoth  the  ocean,  "  Dawn !  0  fairest,  dearest, 
Touch  me  with  iky  golden  fingers  bland; 
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For  I  have  no  smite  till  Ihott  appearesl 
Far  ike  lovdy  land." 

Quolh  the  hero  dying,  vshdmed  in  glory, 

"  Many  blame  me,  fern  Jtaoe  understood ; 
Alt,  my  folk,  to  you  I  leave  a  story,  — 
Make  lis  meaning  good." 

QiMlh  ike  foUc,  "  Sing,  poet !  teach  us,  prove  u 

Surely  we  shall  learn  the  meaning  then  ; 
Wofind  us  with  a  pain  dioine,  0  viooe  us, 
For  this  man  of  men." 


WiKSTAJ'LEi's  iJeeil,  you  kimlly  folk, 

With  it  I  fill  my  lay, 
And  a  nobler  man  ne  'er  walked  the  world, 

Let  his  name  be  what  it  may. 

The  good  ship  "  Snowdrop  "  tarried  long, 

Up  at  the  vane  looked  he ; 
"  Belike,"  he  sdd,  for  the  wind  had  dropped, 

"  She  lieth  becalmed  at  sea." 
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Che  lovely  ladies  (locked  witiiin, 
And  still  would  each  one  say, 

''  Good  mercer,  be  the  ships  come 
But  still  he  answered,  "Nay." 


Then  stepped  two  mariners  down  the  street, 

With  looks  of  grief  and  fear : 
"  Now,  if  Winstanlcy  be  your  name, 

We  bring  you  evil  chuer ! 

"  For  the  good  ship '  Snowdrop '  struck,  —  she  strutk 

On  the  roek,  —  the  Eddystonu, 
And  down  she  went  with  threescore  men, 

We  two  being  left  alone, 

"  Doivn  in  the  deep,  with  freight  and  crew. 

Past  any  help  she  lies, 
And  never  a  bale  has  come  to  shore 

Of  all  thy  merthaudiae." 


"  For  cloth  o'  gold  and  comely  frieze," 
Winstajiley  said,  and  sighed, 

"  For  velvet  poif,  or  costly  coat, 
They  fathoms  deep  may  bide. 
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"  0  tbou  brave  skipper,  blithe  and  kind, 

0  marinure,  bold  and  true, 
Sorry  at  heart,  right  sorry  am  I, 

A-thinking  of  yours  and  you. 

"  Many  long  days  Winstaniey's  breast 

Shall  feel  a  weight  within, 
For  a  waft  of  wind  lie  shall  be  'feared 

And  trading  count  but  sin. 

"  To  him  no  more  It  shall  be  joy 

To  pat'c  the  cheerful  town. 
And  see  the  lovely  ladies  gay 

Step  on  in  velvet  gown." 

The  "  Snowdrop  "  sank  at  Lammas  tide, 

All  under  the  yeasty  spray ; 
On  Christmas  Eve  the  brig  "  Content" 

Was  nlso  cast  away. 

He  little  thou^^ht  o"  New  Year's  night, 

So  joliy  as  he  sat  then. 
While  drank  the  toast  and  praised  the  roast 

The  round-faced  Aldermen,  — 
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While  serving-lads  ran  to  and  fro, 

Pouring  the  ruby  wine, 
And  jellits  trembled  on  the  board, 

And  towering  pasties  fine,  — 

While  loud  huzzas  ran  up  the  roof 
Till  the  lamps  did  rotk  o'erhead, 

And  holly-boughs  from  rafters  hung 
Dropped  down  their  berries  reil, — 

He  little  thought  on  Plymouth  Hoc, 

With  every  rising  tide. 
How  the  wave  washed  in  his  sailor  lads, 

And  laid  them  side  by  side. 

There  stepped  a  stranger  to  the  board; 

"  Now,  stranger,  who  be  ye  ?  " 
lie  looked  to  right,  he  looked  to  left. 

And  "  Rest  you  merry,"  quoth  he  ; 

"  For  you  did  not  see  the  brig  go  down, 
Or  ever  a  storm  had  blown  ; 

For  you  did  not  see  the  white  wave  rear 
At  (he  rock,  —  the  Eddystone. 
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"  Slic  drave  at  the  rock  wltli  sternsails  set ; 

Crasli  went  the  masts  in  twain ; 
She  staggered  back  with  her  mortal  blow, 

Then  leaped  at  it  again. 

"  There  rose  a  great  cry,  bitter  and  strong, 

The  misty  moon  looked  out ! 
And  the  wat«r  etvarined  with  seamen's  heads, 

And  the  wreck  was  strewed  about. 

"  I  saw  her  m^nsail  lash  the  sea 

As  I  clung  to  the  rock  alone  ; 
Then  she  heeled  over,  and  down  she  went, 

And  sank  like  any  stone. 

"  She  was  a  fair  ship,  but  all 's  one ! 

For  naught  could  bide  the  shock." 
"  I  will  take  horse,"  Winstanley  said, 

"  And  see  this  deadly  rock." 

"  For  never  again  shall  bark  o'  mine 

Sail  over  the  windy  sea, 
UnlesSf  by  the  blessing  of  God,  for  this 

Be  found  a  remedy." 
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Winstanley  rode  to  Plymoutli  town 

All  in  the  sleet  and  the  snom, 
And  he  looked  around  on  shore  and  sound 

As  he  stood  on  Plymouth  Hoe. 

Till  3  pillar  of  spray  rose  far  away. 

And  shot  up  its  stately  head, 
Re^ed  and  fell  over,  and  reared  again : 

"  'T  is  the  rock  I  the  rock  I "  he  said. 

Straight  to  the  Mayor  he  took  his  way, 
"  Good  Master  Mayor,"  nuoth  he, 

"  I  am  a  mercer  of  London  town, 
And  owner  of  vessisls  three,  — 

"  But  for  your  rock  of  dark  renown, 

I  had  five  to  track  the  main." 
"  Ton  are  one  of  many, "  the  old  Mayor  said, 

"  That  on  the  rock  complain. 

"  An  ill  rock,  mercer!  your  words  ring  right. 
Well  with  my  thoughts  (hey  chime, 

For  my  two  sons  to  the  world  to  come 
It  sent  belore  their  time." 
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"  Lend  lae  a  lighter,  good  Master  Mayor, 
And  a  score  of  shipwrights  free, 

For  I  tliink  to  raise  a  lanlern  tower 
On  this  rock  o'  destiny." 

The  old  Mayor  laughed,  but  sighed  alsri ; 

"  Ah,  youth,"  quoth  be,  '■  b  rash ; 
Sooner,  young  man,  thou  'It  root  it  out 

From  the  sea  that  dol^h  it  l<ish. 

"  Who  sails  too  near  its  jagged  teeth. 

He  shall  have  evil  h>t ; 
For  the  calmest  seas  that  tumble  there 

Froth  lilie  a  boiling  pot 

"  And  the  heavier  seas  few  look  on  nigh, 
But  straight  tbey  lay  him  dead ; 

A  seventy-gun-ship,  sir !  —  they  '11  shoot 
Higher  than  her  mast-head. 

"  O,  beacons  sighted  in  the  dark, 

Tliey  are  right  welcome  things, 

And  pitehpots  flaniing  on  the  shore 
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"  Hast  gold  in  liand  ?  then  light  the  land, 

It  'longs  to  thee  and  mc ; 
But  let  alone  the  deadly  rock 

In  God  Almighty's  sea." 

Yet  said  he,  "  Kay,  ■ —  I  must  amay. 

On  the  roek  to  set  my  feet ; 
My  debts  are  paid,  my  will  I  made. 

Or  ever  I  did  thee  greet. 

"  If  I  must  die,  then  let  me  die 
By  the  rock  and  not  elsewhere ; 

If  I  may  live,  O  let  me  live 
To  mount  my  lighthousB  st^." 

The  old  Mayor  looked  him  in  the  face. 
And  answered :  "  Have  thy  way  ; 

Thy  heart  is  stout,  aa  if  round  about 
It  was  braced  with  an  iron  stay: 

"  Have  thy  will,  mercer !  choose  thy  men, 
Put  off  from  the  storni-rid  shore ; 

God  with  thee  he,  or  !  shall  see 
Thy  face  and  theirs  no  more." 
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Heavily  plunged  the  lireaking  wave, 

And  foam  flew  up  the  lea, 
Morning  and  even  the  drifted  snow 

Fell  into  the  dark  gray  sea. 

Winstanley  chose  him  men  and  gear ; 

He  said,  "  My  time  I  waste," 
For  the  seas  ran  seething  up  the  shore, 

And  the  wrack  drave  on  in  haste. 

But  twenty  days  he  waited  and  more, 

Pacing  tlie  strand  alone. 
Or  ever  he  set  his  manly  foot 

On  the  rock,  ~  the  Eddystone. 

Then  he  and  the  sea  began  their  strife, 
And  worked  with  power  and  might; 

Wliatcvcr  the  man  reared  up  by  day 
The  sea  broke  down  by  night. 

He  wrought  at  ehb  with  bar  and  beam, 

He  sailed  to  shore  at  flow; 
And  at  his  side,  by  that  same  tide. 

Came  bar  and  beam  also. 
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"  Give  in,  give  in,"  the  old  Maj-or  cried, 

"  Or  thou  wilt  rue  the  day." 
"  Yonder  lie  goes,"  the  townsfolk  aighed, 

"  But  the  rock  will  have  its  way. 

"  For  all  his  looks  that  are  so  stout. 
And  his  speeches  brave  and  f:iir, 

He  may  wait  on  the  wind,  wait  on  the  wave; 
But  he'll  build  no  lighthouse  there." 

In  fine  weather  and  foul  weather 

The  rook  his  arts  did  flout, 
Through  the  long  days  and  the  short  days. 

Till  all  that  year  ran  out 

With  fine  weather  and  foul  weather 

Another  year  came  in  : 
"  To  take  his  wage,"  tlie  wortraen  said, 

'i  We  almost  oount  a  sin." 

Now  March  was  gone,  came  April  in, 

And  a  sea-fog  settled  down, 
And  forth  sailed  he  on  a  glassy  sea. 

He  sailed  Irom  Plymouth  town. 
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They  showed  in  the  fog  like  ghosts  full  faint,  — 
A  ghostly  craft  aud  crew. 

And  the  sea-fog  lay  and  waxed  alway, 

For  a  long  eight  days  and  more  ; 
"  God  help  our  men,"  quoth  the  women  then ; 

"  For  they  bide  long  from  shore." 

They  paced  the  Hoe  in  doubt  and  dread : 

"  Where  may  our  mariners  bu  V  " 
But  the  brooding  fag  lay  soft  as  down 
Over  the  quiet  Kca. 

A  Scottish  schooner  made  the  port, 

Tlie  thirteenth  day  at  e'en; 
"  Ab  1  am  a  man,"  tbe  captain  cried, 

"  A  strange  sight  I  have  seen  : 

"  And  a  strange  aound  beard,  my  masters  all, 

At  sea,  in  the  fog  and  tlie  rain, 
Like  shipwrights'  hammers  tapping  low, 

Then  loud,  then  low  ag^n. 
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"And  3  statdj  housR  one  instant  sliowcd, 
Through  a  rift,  on  the  vessel's  lee ; 

What  manner  of  creaturea  may  be  thoBe 
That  build  upon  the  sea  ?  " 

Then  sighed  the  folk,  "  The  Lord  be  praised ! ' 
And  they  flocked  to  the  shore  amain ; 

All  over  the  Hoe,  that  livelong  night, 
Many  stood  out  in  the  rain. 

It  ceased,  and  the  red  sun  reared  his  head. 

And  the  rolling  fog  did  flee ; 
And,  lo !  in  the  offing  feint  and  far 

Winstanlej's  house  at  aea ! 

In  fair  weather  with  mirth  and  cheer 

The  stately  tower  uprose; 
In  foul  weather,  with  hunger  and  cold, 

They  were  content  to  close ; 

Till  up  the  stair  Winstanley  wont. 

To  fire  the  wick  afar ; 
And  Plymouth  in  the  silent  night 

Looked  out,  and  saw  her  star. 
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Winstanley  set  his  foot  ashore : 

Said  he,  "  My  work  is  done ; 
I  hold  it  strong  to  last  as  long 

As  augbt  beneath  tbe  Eun. 

"  Bnt  if  it  foil,  as  M[  it  maf, 
Borne  clown  wilJi  ruin  and  rout, 

Another  than  I  shall  rear  it  higb. 
And  brace  the  girders  stout. 

"  A  better  than  I  shall  rear  it  high, 

For  now  the  way  is  plain, 
And  though  I  were  dead,"  Winstanley  said, 

"  The  light  would  shine  again. 

"  Yet,  were  1  fain  still  to  remain, 

Watth  in  my  tower  to  ktep, 
And  tend  my  light  in  the  stormiest  night 

Tliat  ever  did  move  the  deep; 

"  And  if  it  stood,  wliy,  then  't  were  good, 

Amid  their  tremulous  stirs. 
To  count  each  stroke,  when  the  mad  waves  h 

For  flieers  of  c 


iiMP^h,  Google 


"  But  if  it  tell,  then  this  were  weli, 

That  I  ehoulil  with  it  Ikll ; 
Since,  for  my  part,  I  have  built  lay  heart 

In  the  courses  of  its  wall. 

"  Aj- !  I  were  fain,  long  to  remain, 

Watch  in  ray  tower  to  keep, 
And  tend  my  light  in  the  stormiest  night 

That  ever  did  move  tLe  deep." 

With  that  Winstanley  went  his  way, 

And  left  the  rook  renown^^d, 
And  summer  and  winter  his  pilot  star 

Hung  bright  o'er  Plymouth  Sound. 

But  it  fell  out,  fell  out  at  last, 

That  he  would  put  to  sea, 
To  scan  onee  more  his  lighthouse  tower 

On  the  roek  o'  destiny. 

Am!  the  winds  hroke,  and  the  storm  broke. 
And  wvuoks  came  plunging  in ; 

None  in  the  town  that  night  lay  down 
Or  sleep  or  rest  to  win. 
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Tbe  great  mad  waves  were  rolling  graves, 

And  each  ilung  up  its  dead; 
The  seething  flow  was  white  below. 

And  black  tbe  eky  o'erbead. 

And  when  the  dawn,  the  dull,  gray  dawn. 

Broke  on  tbe  trembling  town, 
The  men  looked  south  to  the  harbor  mouth, 

Tbe  lighthouse  tower  was  down. 

Down  in  the  deep  where  he  doth  sleep 

Who  made  it  shine  afar, 
And  then  in  the  night  that  drowned  its  light, 

Set,  with  his  pilot  star. 


Many  fair  tombs  in  the  glorioas  glooms 

At  Westminster  Ihey  shovi ; 
The  hraoe  and  the  great  lie  tJiere  in  state  : 

Winslanley  lieih  low. 
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This  story  T  first  wrote  in  prose, 


The  name  of  the  patriarch's  wife  13  intendetl  lo  iie  pro- 
noMnced  Sigh-loi-ya. 

Of  tiie  three  sons  of  Noah  —  Sham,  Ham,  and  Japhet  —  I 
hnve  cnlled  .Inphet  tlie  youngest  (bpcause  he  is  bIwbv?  named 
last),  and  have  supposed  that,  in  the  geneftlogies  where  he  ia 

heounse  by  that  time  there  were  younger  Japhets. 
Page  193. 


This  beautiful  oompariaon  is  taken  from   "The  Nalnraliat 
butterflies  congregated  on  the  moist  sand?.     Tliey  naaeinbleil 
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in   JeiiFely-packed  masses,   sometimes  tivo  or  lliree  yards  h 
thst  tbe  saiida  looked  as  though  variegated  with  beds  uf  cro 


The  womiui  is  Imai 

^iiiDtion;  she  is  brooding 

brought  forth. 

The  two  purple  peR 

ks  represent  the  domums 

of  History. 

The  girl  is  Fancy. 

"  WiNSTAKLEV." 

This  ballail  was  intended  to  be  one  of  a  set,  aud  was  read 
to  the  children  in  Ihs  National  Schools  at  Shfrl.oruB,  Dorset- 
shire, ill  order  to  discover  whether,  if  fiie  actions  of  a  hero 
were  simply  and  plainly  narrated,  English  children  would  lite 
to  learn  the  verses  reconiing  theta  by  heart,  as  their  forefathare 
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MONITIONS   OF   THE   UNSEEN, 


POEMS  OF  LOVE  AND  GHILDEOOD. 
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T 


THE  MONITIONS  OF  THE  UNSEEN. 

■e   who   give   tt  era  selves   to   work   foi 


To  raise  the  lost,  to  gather  orphaned  babes 
And  teach  them,  pitying  of  their  mean  estate, 
To  feel  for  misury,  and  to  look  ou  crime 
With  ruth,  tJU  they  forget  that  they  theraselyes 
Are  of  the  race ,  ttemselvea  among  the  crowd 
Under  the  sentence  and  outside  the  gate, 
And  of  the  family,  and  in  the  doom. 
Cold  is  the  world;  they  feel  how  cold  it  is, 
And  wish  that  they  could  warm  it.     Hard  is  life 
For  some.     They  would  that  they  could  soften  it; 
And,  in  the  doing  of  their  work,  they  sigh 
As  if  it  was  their  choice  and  not  tlieir  lot; 
And,  in  the  raising  of  their  prayer  to  God, 
They  crave  His  kindnesb  for  the  world  He  mode, 
Till  they,  at  last,  forget  that  He,  not  they, 
[s  the  true  lover  of  man. 
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Now,  in  ail  ancient  town,  that  had  suuk  low, — 
Trade  having  drifted  from  it,  while  there  stayed 
Too  many,  that  it  erst  had  fed,  behind,  — 
There  walked  a  curate  once,  at  early  day. 


r-time;  but  si 
Caiue  never,  in  its  sweetness,  down  that  dark 
And  crowded  alley,  —  never  reached  the  door 
"Whereat  he  stopped,  — the  sordid,  shattered  door. 

He  paused,  and  looking  right  and  left,  beheld 
Dirt  and  decay,  the  lowering  tenements 
That  leaned  toward  each  other;  broken  panes 
Bulging  with  rags,  and  grim  with  old  neglect; 
And  reeking  hills  of  formless  refuse,  heaped 
To  fade  and  fester  in  a  stagnaut  air. 
But  he  thought  nothing  of  it:  he  had  learned 
To  take  all  wretchedness  for  granted,  — he, 
Beared  iu  a  stainless  home,  and  radiant  yet 
With  the  clear  hues  of  healthful  English  youth, 
Had  learned  to  kneel  hy  beds  forlorn,  and  stoop 
Under  foul  lintels.     He  could  touch,  with  hand 
Unshrinking,  fevered  fingers;  lie  could  hear 
The  language  of  the  lost,  in  haunt  and  den,  — 


iiMP^h,  Google 


THE   MOSITIOMS    OF    THE    UNSEES. 

So  dianial,  that  the  coldest  passer-by 
Must  needs  be  sorry  for  them,  and,  alheit 
They  cursed,  would  dare  to  speak  no  harder  words 
Than  these,  —  "  God  help  them !  " 

Ay!  a  learned  mnn 
The  rurate  in  aJl  woes  that  plague  mankind,  ^ 
Tuo  learned,  for  he  was  but  young.     His  heart 
Had  yearned  till  it  was  overstrained,  and  now 
He  —  plunged  into  a  narrow  slough  unblost, 
Had  struggled  with  ita  deadly  waters,  tiU 
His  own  head  had  gone  under,  and  he  took 
Small  joy  in  work  he  could  not  look  to  aid 
Its  cleansing. 

Yet,  by  one  right  tender  tie, 
Hope  held  him  yet.     The  fathers  coarse  aiid  dull. 
Vile  mothers  hard,  and  boys  and  girls  profane. 
His  soul  drew  back  from.     He  had  worked  for  them,— 
Work  without  joy ;  hut,  in  his  heart  of  hearts, 
He  Joved  the  little  children;  and,  whene'er 
He  heard  their  prattle  innocent,  and  heard 
Their  tender  voices  Usping  sacred  words 
That  he  had  taught  them,  —  in  the  cleanly  calm 
Of  decent  school,  by  decent  matron  held,  — 
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Then  woul-i  iic  say,  "  1  shall  have  pleasure  yet, 
In  these." 

But  now,  whea  he  pushed  hack  that  door, 
And  mounted  up  a  flight  of  ruined  stairs, 
He  baid  not  that.     He  said,  "  Uh!  once  I  thought 
The  little  children  would  make  hright  for  me 
The  crown  they  wear  who  have  won  many  souls 
Pot  righteousness;  but  oh,  this  evil  place! 
Hard  liues  it  gives  them,  cold  and  dirt  abhorred, 
Hunger  and  nafceduess,  in  lieu  of  love, 
And  blows  instead  of  care. 

And  so  they  die. 
The  little  children  that  I  love,  —they  die,  — 
They  turn  their  wistful  faces  to  the  wall. 
And  shp  away  to  God." 

With  that,  his  hand 
He  laid  upon  a  latch,  and  lifted  it, 
Looked  in  fnll  quietly,  and  entered  straight. 

What  saw  he  there?    He  saw  a  three-years  child. 

That  lay  a-dyiug  on  a  wisp  of  straw 

Swept  up  into  a  comer.     O'er  its  brow 

The  damps  of  death  were  gathering ;  all  aloae, 

Uncared  for,  save  that  hj  its  side  was  set 
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A  cup,  it  waited.     And  the  eyes  had  ceased 

To  look  on  things  at  hand.     He  thought  they  giized 

In  wistftJ  wonder,  or  some  faint  surmise 

Of  coming  change,  ^as  though  they  saw  tlie  gat-e 

Of  that  faar  land  that  seems  to  most  of  us 

Very  far  oif . 

When  he  beheld  the  look, 
He  said,  "  I  knew  how  this  would  be! 
Another!     Ay,  and  but  for  drunken  blows 
And  dull  forgetfulness  of  infant  need, 
This  little  one  had  lired."     And  thereupon 
The  misery  of  it  wrought  upon  him  so. 
That,  unawai-e,  he  wept.     Oh!  then  it  was 
That,  in  the  bending  of  his  manly  head. 
It  came  between  the  child  and  that  whereon 
He  gazed,  and,  when  the  curate  glanced  again. 
Those  dying  eyes,  drawn  back  to  earth  once  more, 
Looked  up  into  his  own,  and  smiled. 

He  drew 
More  near,  and  kneeled  beside  the  small  frail  thing, 
Because  the  lips  were  moving;  and  it  raised 
Its  baby  hand,  and  stroked  away  hig  tears. 
And  wliispered,  "Master!  masterl"  and  so  died. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Now,  ill  that  town  there  was  an  ancient  church, 
A  minster  oi  old  daja  which  these  had  turned 
To  parish  usea:  theve  the  curate  served. 
It  stood  within  a  quiet  swarded  Close, 
Sutiny  and  still,  and,  though  it  was  not  far 
From  those  dark  courts  where  poor  humanity 
Struggled  and  swarmed,  it  seemed  to  wear  its  ow: 
Still  atmosphere  about  it,  and  to  hold 
That  old-world  calm  withia  its  precincts  pure 
And  that  gi-ave  rest  which  modern  life  fi 


When  the  sad  curate,  rising  from,  his 
Looked  from  the  dead  to  lieaven,  —at 
Men  do  when  they  would  track  departed  life, — 
He  heard  the  deep  tone  of  the  minster-bell 
Sounding  for  service,  and  he  turned  away 
So  heavy  at  heart,  that,  when  he  left  behind 
That  dismal  habitation,  and  came  ont 
In  the  clear  sunshine  of  the  minster-yard, 
He  never  marked  it.     Up  the  aisle  he  moved, 
With  his  own  gloom  about  him;  then  came  forth, 
And  read  before  the  folk  grand  words  and  calm, — 
Words  full  of  ho^e;  but  into  bia  dull  heart 
Hope  came  not.     As  one  tnlketh  in  a  dream, 
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And  doth  not  mark  the  sense  of  his  own  words, 
He  read;  and,  as  one  walketh  in  a.  dream, 
He  after  walked  toward  the  vestment-room , 
And  never  marked  the  way  he  went  hy,  —  no. 
Nor  the  gray  vei^r  that  before  him  stood, 
The  great  church-kuya  depending  from  his  hand, 
Ready  to  follow  him  out  and  lock  the  door. 

At  length,  aroused  to  present  things,  but  not 
Content  to  break  the  flequence  of  his  thought, 
Nor  ready  for  the  working  day  that  hiild 
Ita  busy  course  without,  he  said,   "  Good  friend. 
Leave  me  the  keys:  I  would  reJiiain  awhile." 
And,  when  the  verger  gave,  he  moved  with  him 
Toward  the  door  distraught,  then  sliut  him  out. 
And  locked  himself  within  the  church  alone. 
The  minster-church  was  like  a  great  brown  cave, 
Fluted  and  fine  with  pillars,  and  all  dim 
With  glorious  gloom;  but,  as  the  curate  turned, 
Suddenly  shone  the  sun,  —  and  roof  and  walls, 
Also  the  clustering  shafts  from  end  to  end. 
Were  thickly  sown  all  over,  as  it  were. 
With  seedling  niinbows.     And  it  went  and  caine 
And  went,  that  sunny  beam,  and  drifted  up 
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Ethereal  bloom  to  flush  the  open  wiiiga 
And  earven  cheeks  of  (iiinpled  cherubira, 
And  dropped  upon  the  curate  as  he  passed, 
And  covered  his  white  raiment  and  his  hair. 

Then  did  look  down  upon  hira  from  their  place, 
High  in  the  upper  lights,  grave  mitred  priests, 
And  grand  old  moDnrchs  in  their  flowered  gowns 
And  eapes  of  miniver;  and  therewithal 
(A  veiling  cloud  gone  hy)  the  naked  sun 
Smote  with  his  burning  splendor  all  the  pile, 
And  in  there  rushed,  through  half-translucent  panes, 
A  sombre  glory  as  of  rusted  gold, 
Deep  ruby  stains,  and  tender  blue  and  green. 
That  made  the  floor  a  beauty  and  delight. 
Strewed  as  with  phantom  blossoms,  sweet  enough 
To  have  been  wafted  there  the  day  they  dropt 
On  the  flower-beds  in  heaven. 

The  curate  passed 
Adown  the  long  south  aisle,  and  did  not  think 
Upon  this  beauty,  nor  that  he  himself^ 
Excellent  in  the  strength  of  youth,  and  fair 
With  all  the  majesty  that  noble  work 
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And  stainless  inauiiera  give  —  did  add  his  part 
To  make  it  fairer. 

In  amoDg  tlie  kniglita 
That  lay  with  hands  uplifted,  by  the  lute 
And  palm  of  many  a  saint,  —  'ueath  capitals 
Whereon  our  fathers  had  been  bold  to  carve 
With  earthly  tools  their  ancient  childlike  dream 
Concerning  heavenly  fruit  and  living  bowers, 
And  glad  full-throated  birds  that  sing  up  there 
Among  the  branches  of  the  tree  of  life,  — 
Through  all  the  ordered  forest  of  the  shafts. 
Shooting  on  high  to  enter  into  light, 
That  swam  aloft,  —  he  took  his  silent  way. 
And  in  the  southern  transept  sat  Mm  down, 
Covered  his  face,  and  thought. 

He  said,  "  No  pain, 
No  passion,  and  no  aching,  heart  o'  mine, 
Doth  stir  within  thee.     Oh!  I  would  there  did; 
Thou  ai't  so  dull,  so  tired.     I  have  lost 
J  know  not  what.     I  see  the  heavens  as  lead; 
They  tend  no  whither.     Ah !  the  world  is  bared 
Of  her  enchantment  now:  she  is  but  earth 
And  water.     And,  though  much  hath  passed  away, 
There  may  be  more  to  go.     I  may  forget 
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The  joy  and  fear  that  liave  heeii:  there  may  ]ive 
No  more  for  me  the  fervency  o£  hope 
"Nor  the  arrest  of  wonder. 

"Once!  said, 
'  Content  will  wsut  on  work,  though  work  a^ipear 
Unfruitful.'     Now  I  say,  '  Where  is  the  good? 
What  is  the  good?  '     A  lamp  when  it  is  lit 
Must  needs  give  light ;  but  I  am  like  a  mao 
Holding  his  lamp  in  some  deserted  place 
Where  no  foot  passeth.     Must  I  trim  my  lamp, 
And  ever  painfully  toil  to  keep  it  bright, 
When  use  for  it  is  noue?     I  must;  I  will. 
Though  God  withhold  my  wages,  I  must  work, 
And  watch  the  bringing  of  my  work  to  nought,  — 
Weed  ill  the  vineyard  through  the  heat  o'  the  day, 
And,  overtasked,  behold  the  weedy  place 
Grow  ranker  yet  in  spite  of  me. 

"Oh!  yet 
My  meditated  words  are  trodden  down 
Like  a  little  wayside  grass.     Castaway  shells, 
Lifted  and  tossed  aside  by  a  plunging  wave, 
Have  no  more  force  against  it  than  have  I 
Against  tlie  sweeping,  weltering  wave  of  life. 
That,  lifting  and  dislodging  me,  drives  on, 
And  notes  not  mine  endeavor." 
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Afterward, 
He  added  more  worda  like  to  these  ;  to  wit, 
That  it  was  hard  to  see  the  woi'ld  so  sad; 
He  would  that  it  were  happier.     It  was  hard 
To  see  the  blameless  ovevhorne;  and  hard 
To  know  that  God,  who  loves  the  world,  should  yet 
Let  it  lie  down  in  sorrow,  when  a  smile 
Xrorn  Ilitn  would  make  it  laugh  and  aing,  —  a  word 
From  1  iim  ti'ansform  it  to  a  heaven.     He  said, 
Moreover,  "  When  will  this  be  done?     My  life 
Hatli  not  yet  reached  the  noon,  and  I  am  tired; 
And  oh!  it  may  bo  that,  unoomforted 
By  foolish  hope  of  doing  good  and  vain 
Conceit  of  being  useful,  I  may  live, 
And  it  may  be  my  duty  to  go  on 
Working  for  years  aod  years,  for  years  and  years." 

But,  while  the  words  were  uttered,  in  his  hcarl 
There  dawned  a  vague  alarm.     He  was  aware 
That  somewhat  touched  him,  and  he  lifted  up 
His  face.     "  I  am  aione,"  the  curate  swd,  — 
"  I  think  I  am  alone.     What  is  it,  then  ? 
I  am  ashamedl     My  raiment  is  not  clean. 
My  lips,  — I  am  afraid  thej  are  not  clean. 
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My  heart  is  darkened  and  unclean.     Ah  ine, 
To  he  a  mau,  and  yet  to  tremble  sol 
Strange,  strange!" 

-And  there  was  sitting  at  his  feet — 
He  could  not  see  it  plainly  —  at  his  feet 
A  very  i'.-tle  child.     And,  while  the  hlood 
Brave  to  his  heart,  he  set  his  eye  on  it, 
Gazing,  and,  io!  the  loveliness  from  heaven 
Took  clearer  form  and  color.     He  heheld 
The  strange,  wise  sweetness  of  a  dimpled  mouth, — • 
The  deep  serene  of  eyes  at  home  with  bliss, 
And  perfect  in  possession.     So  it  spoke, 
"My  master!"  hut  he  answered  not  a  word; 
And  it  went  on:  "  I  had  a  name,  a  name. 
He  knew  my  name;  but  liere-they  can  forget." 
The  curate  answered:  "  Nay,  I  know  thee  well. 
I  love  thee.     Wherefore  art  thou  come?  "     It  said, 
'■  They  sent  me;"  and  he  faltered,  "  Fold  thy  hand, 
0  moat  dear  little  one!  for  on  it  [jleams 
A  gem  that  is  so  bright  I  cannot  look 
Ihcroon."    It  said,  "  WLen  I  did  leave  this  world, 
That  was  a  tear.     But  that  was  long  ago ; 
For  I  have  lived  among  the  happy  folk, 
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You  ■wot  of,  ages,  ages."     Then  said  he, 
"  Do  they  forget  us,  while  beneath  the  palms 
They  take  their  infinite  leisure?"    And,  witli  eyes 
That  seemed  to  muse  upon  him,  looking  up 
In  peace  the  little  child  made  answer,  "Nay;" 
And  murmured,  in  the  language  that  he  loved, 
"  How  is  it  that  his  hair  is  not  yet  white; 
Fur  I  and  all  the  others  have  been  lung 
Waiting  for  hira  to  come." 

"  And  was  it  long?  " 
The  curate  answered,  pondering.     "  Time  being  done, 
ShaU  life  indeed  expand,  and  give  the  sense. 
In  our  to-come,  of  infinite  extension?  " 
Then  said  the  child,  "  In  lieaven  we  children  talk 
Of  tlie  great  matters,  aud  our  lips  are  wise; 
But  here  I  can  but  talk  with  thee  in  words 
That  here  I  knew."    And  therewithal,  arisen, 
It  said,  "  I  pray  you  take  me  in  your  arms." 
Then,  being  afraid  but  willing,  so  he  did; 
And  partly  drew  about  the  radiant  child. 
For  better  covering  its  dread  purity. 
The  foldings  of  his  gown.     And  he  beheld 
Its  beauty,  and  the  tremulous  woven  lii<;ht 
That  hung  upon  its  hair;  withal,  the  robe, 
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"  WhitiT  than  fuller  of  this  world  cau  white," 

That  clothed  its  immortality.     And  so 

The  trembling  came  again,  and  he  was  dumb, 

Repenting  his  uncleanness;  and  he  lift 

His  eyes,  and  all  the  holy  place  was  full 

Of  living  things;  aud  some  were  faint  and  dim, 

As  if  they  bore  an  intermittent  life. 

Waxing  and  waning;  and  they  had  no  form, 

But  drifted  on  like  slowly  ti-ail^d  clouds. 

Or  moving  spots  of  darkness,  with  an  eye 

Apiece.     And  some,  in  guise  of  eyil  birds, 

Came  by  in  troops,  and  stretched  their  naked  neclis, 

And  some  were  men-like,  but  their  heads  hang  down 

And  he  said.   '■  0  my  God!  let  me  find  grace 

Not  to  behold  their  faces,  for  J  know 

They  must  be  wicked  and  right  terrible." 

But  while  he  prayed,  lo!  whispers;  and  there  moved 

Two  shadows  on  the  wall.     He  could  not  see 

The  forma  of  them  that  cast  them;  he  could  see 

Only  the  shadows  as  of  two  that  sat 

Upon  the  floor,  where,  clad  in  women's  weeds, 

They  lisped  together.     And  he  shuddered  much: 

There  whj;  a  rustling  near  him,  and  ho  feared 

Lest  tliey  should  touch  him,  and  he  feel  their  touch. 
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"  It  is  not  great,"  quoth  one,  "  the  work  achieved, 

We  do,  and  we  delight  to  do,  our  best ; 

But  that  is  little;  for,  my  dear,"  quoth  alie, 

"  This  tower  and  town  have  been  infested  long 

With  angela."  —  "  Ay,"  the  other  made  reply, 

"  I  had  a  little  evil  one,  o£  iate. 

That  I  pieked  up  as  it  was  crawling  out 

0'  the  pit,  and  took  and  cherished  in  my  breast. 

It  would  divine  for  me,  and  oft  would  moan, 

'  I'ray  thee,  no  churches,'  and  it  spake  of  this. 

But  I  was  harried  once,  —  tliou  know'st  by  whom.  — 

And  fled  in  here;  aiid,  when  he  followed  me, 

I  crouching  by  this  pillar,  he  let  down 

His  hand,  —  being  all  too  proad  to  send  his  eyes 

In  its  wake,  —  and,  plucking  forth  my  tender  iini>. 

Flung  it  behind  him.     It  went  yelpiii;;  forth; 

And,  as  for  me,  I  never  saw  it  more. 

Much  is  against  us,  —  very  much;  the  times 

Are  hard."     She  paused:  her  fellow  took  the  word. 

Plaining  on  such  as  preach  and  them  that  ]>lBud. 

"  Even  such  as  haunt  the  yawning  months  of  litll," 

Quoth  she,  "  and  pluck  them  back  that  run  tiiL-reto." 

Then,  like  a  sudden  blow,  tliere  fell  on  him 

The  utterance  of  his  name.     "  There  is  no  soul 
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13  1 

That  I  loathe  more,  and  ofteDer  curse.     Woe's  me, 
That  cursing  should  be  Yain!     Ay,  Iw  will  go 
Gatlier  the  sucking  children,  that  are  yet 
Too  yoimg  for  ua,  and  watch  and  shelter  them 
Till  tlie  strong  Angels  —  pitiless  and  stern, 
lint  to  them  loving  ever  —  sweep  them  in, 
Ky  armsful,  to  the  unapproachable  fold. 

"  We  strew  his  path  with  gold;  it  will  not  lie. 
'  Deal  softly  with  him.,'  was  the  master's  word. 
We  brought  him  all  delights:  Ms  angel  came 
And  stood  between  them  and  his  eyes.     They  epend 
Much  piiius  upon  hira,  — -keep  him  poor  and  low 
And  unbeloved ;  and  thus  he  gives  bis  miad 
To  fill  the  fateful,  the  impregnable 
Cliild-fuK!,  and  sow  on  earth  the  seed  of  stars. 

' '  Oh  1  hard  is  serving  against  love,  —  the  love 
Of  the  Unspeiikable;  tor  if  we  soil 
The  souls  He  openeth  out  a  washing-place; 
And  if  we  grudge,  and  snatch  away  the  bread, 
Then  will  He  save  by  poverty,  and  gain 
By  Eiirly  giving  up  of  blameless  life; 
And  if  we  shed  out  gold.  He  even  will  save 
In  spite  of  gold,  —  of  twice -rcfinM  ^'old," 
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THE   MONITIOSS    OF    THE    L"X!iEES. 

With  that  the  curate  set  his  dannted  eyes 
To  look  upon  the  shadows  of  the  fiends. 
He  was  made  sure  they  could  not  see  the  child 
Tliat  nestled  in  his  arms;  he  also  knew 
They  were  unconscious  that  his  mortal  ears 
Had  new  intelligence,  which  gave  their  speech 
e  entrance  through  his  garh  of  clay. 


He  was  afraid,  yet  awful  gladness  reached 
His  soTil :  the  testimony  of  the  lost 
Uphraided  him  ;  but  while  he  trembled  yet. 
The  heavenly  child  had  lifted  up  its  head 
And  left  his  ai'ms,  and  on  the  marble  floor 
Stood  beckoning. 

And,  its  touch  withdrawn,  the  plica 
Was  silent,  empty;  all  that  swarming  tribe 
Of  evil  ones  concealed  behind  the  veil, 
And  shut  mto  their  separate  world,  were  closed 
Prom  his  observance.     He  arose,  and  paced 
After  the  little  child,  — as  half  in  fear 
That  it  would  leave  him,  —  till  they  reached  a  door; 
And  then  said  he,  —  but  much  distraught  he  spoke. 
Laying  his  hand  across  the  lock,  —  "This  door 
Shuts  in  the  stairs  whereby  men  mount  the  tower. 
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Wouldst  tlioii  go  up,  and  so  withdraw  to  hoavtii?  " 
It  imsweved,  "  I  will  mount  thorn."    Then  said  he, 
"  And  I  will  follow."  —  "  So  thou  shalt  do  well," 
Tiie  radiant  thing  replied,  and  it  went  up, 
And  he,  amazed,  went  after;  for  the  stairs, 
Otiierwhile  dark,  were  lightened  by  the  rays 
Shed  out  of  raiuient  woven  in  high  heaven. 
And  hair  whereon  had  smiled  the  light  of  God- 

With  that,  they,  pacing  on,  came  out  at  last 

luto  a  dim,  weird  place,  —  a  chamber  fornted 

Butwixt  the  roofs;  for  you  shall  know  that  all 

The  vaultinj;  of  the  nave,  fretted  and  fine, 

Was  covered  with  the  dust  of  ages,  laid 

Thick  with  those  chips  of  stone  which  they  had  left 

Who  wrought  it;  but  a  high-pitched  roof  was  reared 

Ahove  it,  and  the  western  gable  pierced 

With  three  loiigiiarrow  lighfcs.    Great  tie-beams  loomed 

Across,  and  many  daws  frequented  there, 

The  starling  and  the  sparrow  littered  it 

With  straw,  and  peeped  from  many  a  shady  nook; 

And  there  was  lifting  up  of  wings,  and  there 

Was  hasty  exit  when  the  curate  came. 

But  sitthig  on  a  beam  aud  moving  not 
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For  liira,  he  saw  twp  fair  gray  turtle-dovea 
Bowing  their  heads,  and  cooing ;  and  the  child 
Put  foith  a  hand  to  touch  his  own,  but  straight 
He,  startled,  drew  it  back,  because,  forsooth, 
A  stirring  fancy  smote  him,  and  he  thought 
That  language  trembled  on  their  innocent  tongues, 
And  floated  forth  iu  speech  that  man  coulJ  hear. 
Then  said  the  child,  "  Yet  touch,  my  master  dear." 
And  he  let  down  his  hand,  and  touched  again; 
And  so  it  was.     "  But  if  they  had  their  way," 
One  turtle  cooed,   ■'  how  should  this  world  go  on?  " 

Then  he  looted  weli  upon  them,  as  he  stood 

Upright  before  them.     They  were  feathered  doves, 

And  sitting  close  together;  and  their  eyes 

Were  rounded  with  the  riui  that  marks  their  kind. 

Their  tender  crimson  feet  did  pat  the  beam,  — 

No  phantoms  they;  aud  soon  the  fellow-dove 

Made  answer,   "  Nay,  they  count  themselves  so  wise, 

There  is  no  task  they  shall  be  set  to  do 

But  they  will  ask  God  why.     What  mean  they  ao? 

The  glory  is  not  in  the  task,  but  in 

T!ie  doing  it  for  Him,     What  should  he  think, 

Brother,  this  man  that  must,  foi'Sooth,  be  set 
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Such  noble  work,  and  suffered  to  lieholil 

Its  fruit,  if  he  knew  more  of  us  and  ours  ?  " 

IVith  thnt  the  other  leaned,  fis  if  attent: 

"  I  am  not  perfect,  brother,  iu  his  thought." 

The  mystic  hird  replied,  "  Brother,  he  saith, 

'  But  it  IS  nought:  the  work  is  overhard.' 

Whose  fault  is  that?     (Jod  sets  not  OTerwork. 

lie  saith  the  world  is  sorrowful,  and  ha 

Is  therefore  sorrowful.     lie  eaunot  set 

The  crooked  straight;  —  tiut  who  demands  of  him, 

O  brother,  that  be  should?     What!  thinks  he,  then, 

His  work  is  God's  advantage,  and  his  will 

More  beat  to  aid  the  woi-ld  than  its  dread  Lord's? 

Nay,  yet  there  li™  amongst  us  le^jdoiis  fair, 

Millions  on  millions,  who  could  do  right  well 

What  he  mnst  fail  in;  and  'twas  whispered  me, 

That  chiefly  for  himself  tlie  task  is  given,  — 

Ilis  little  dsily  task."     With  that  he  paused. 

Then  said  the  other,  preening  its  fair  wing, 

"  Men  haye  discovered  all  God's  islands  now. 

And  giveu  them  names;  whereof  they  are  as  proud, 

And  deord  themselves  as  great,  as  if  their  hands 

Had  made  them.    Strange  is  man,  and  strange  his  pride. 
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Now,  Bs  for  «s,  it  matters  not  to  leam 

What  and  from  whence  we  be:  How  should  we  tell? 

Our  world  ia  undiscovered  in  these  skies, 

Our  names  not  whispered.     Yet,  for  us  and  ours, 

What  joy  it  is,— peraoission  to  come  down, 

Not  souls,  as  he,  to  the  hosora  of  their  God, 

To  guide,  hut  to  their  goal  the  winged  fowls. 

His  lovely  lower -fashioned  lives  to  help 

To  take  their  forms  by  legions,  fly,  and  draw 

With  U9  the  sweet,  obedient,  flocking  things 

That  ever  hear  our  message  reverently. 

And  follow  us  far.     How  should  they  know  their  way, 

Forsooth,  alone?    Men  say  they  fly  alone; 

Yet  some  have  set  on  record,  and  averred, 

That  they,  among  the  flocks,  had  duly  marked 

A  leader." 

Then  his  fellow  made  reply: 
"  They  might  divine  the  Maker's  heart.     Come  forth, 
Fair  dove,  to  find  the  flocks,  and  guide  their  wings. 
For  Him  that  loveth  them." 

With  that,  the  child 
Withdrew  his  hand,  and  all  their  speech  was  done. 
He  moved  toward  them,  but  they  fluttered  forth 
And  fled  into  the  sunshine. 
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"  I  would  fain," 
Said  he,  "have  heard  some  more.    And  wilt  thou  go?" 
Hi!  added  to  the  child,  for  this  had  tumod. 
"  Ay,"  quolh  he,  gently,   "  to  the  beggar's  place; 
For  I  would  see  the  beggar  in  the  porch." 

So  thej  went  down  together  to  the  door, 

Which,  when  the  curate" opened,  lol  without 

The  beggar  sat;  and  he  saluted  him: 

"  Good  morrow,  master."  "Wherefore  art  thou  here!" 

The  curate  asked:  "  it  is  not  service-time, 

And  none  will  enter  now  to  give  thee  alms." 

Then  said  the  beggar,   "  I  have  hope  at  heart 

That  I  shall  go  to  my  poor  house  no  more." 

'•  Art  thou  so  sick  that  thou  dost  think  to  die  ?  " 

The  curate  said.     With  that  the  beggar  laughed, 

And  under  his  dim  eyelids  gathered  tears. 

And  he  was  all  a-tremble  with  a  strange 

And  moving  exaltation.     "  Ay,"  quoth  he. 

And  set  bis  face  toward  high  heaven:  "  I  think 

The  blessing  that  I  wait  on  must  be  near." 

Then  said  the  curate,  "  God  be  good  to  thee." 

And,  straight,  the  little  child  put  forth  his  hand, 

And  touched  him      "  Master,  master,  hush! 
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You  should  not,  master,  speak  ao  carelessly 
In  thia  great  preaence." 

But  the  touch  so  wrought. 
That,  lol  the  dazzled  curate  staggered  hack. 
For  dread  effulgence  from  the  beggar's  eyes 
Smote  him,  and  from  the  crippled  limhs  shot  forth 
Terrible  lights,  as  pare  long  blades  of  fire. 
"  Withdraw  thy  toach !  withdraw  thy  touch ! "  heeriud, 
"  Or  else  shall  I  be  blinded."     Then  the  child 
Stood  back  from  him ;  and  he  sat  down  apart, 
Recovering  of  his  manhood;  and  he  heard 
The  beggar  and  the  child  discourse  of  things 
Dreadful  for  glory,  till  his  spirits  came 
Anew;  and,  when  the  beggar  looked  on  him, 
He  said,  "  If  I  offend  not,  pray  you  tell 
Who  and  what  are  you,  —  I  behold  a  face 
Marred  with  old  age,  sickness,  and  poverty,  — 
A  cripple  with  a  stafE,  who  long  ha.th  sat 
Beg^ng,  and  ofttinies  moaning,  in  the  porch, 
For  pain  and  for  the  wind's  inclemency. 
What  are  you?  "     Then  the  beggar  made  reply, 
"  I  was  a  delegate,  a  hving  power ; 
My  work  was  bliss,  for  seeds  were  in  my  hand 
To  plant  a  new-made  world.     O  happy  work  I 
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Jt  grew  and  biossomcd;  but  my  dwellmg-place 

Was  far  remote  from  heaven.     I  have  not  seen; 

I  knew  no  wish  to  enter  there.     But,  lol 

There  went  forth  rumors,  running  out  like  raya, 

How  some,  that  were  of  power  like  even  to  mine, 

Had  made  request  to  come  and  find  a  place 

Within  its  walla.     Aad  these  were  satisfied 

\V'ith  promises,  and  sent  to  this  far  world 

To  take  the  weeds  of  your  luortality. 

And  minister,  and  suffer  grief  and  pain, 

And  die  like  men.    Then  were  they  gathered  in. 

They  saw  a  face,  and  were  accounted  kin 

To  Whom  thou  knowest,  for  He  is  kin  to  men 

"  Then  I  did  wait;  and  oft,  at  work,  I  sang, 

'  To  minister!  oh,  joy,  to  minister! ' 

And,  it  being  known,  a  message  came  to  me: 

'  Whether  is  best,  thou  forest-planter  wise, 

To  minister  to  others,  or  that  they 

Should  minister  to  thee?  '     Then,  on  my  face 

Low  lying,  I  made  answer:  '  It  is  best. 

Most  High,  to  minister; '  and  thus  came  back 

The  answer,  — '  Choose  not  for  thyself  the  best: 

Go  down,  and,  lo!  my  poor  shall  minister. 
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Out  of  their  poverty,  to  thee;  shall  leara 
Compassioa  by  thy  frailty;  and  shall  oft 
Turn  back,  when  speeding  home  from  work,  to  help 
Thee,  weak  and  crippled,  home.    My  little  ones, 
Thou  shalt  importune  for  their  slender  mite. 
And  pray,  and  move  them  that  they  give  it  up 
For  love  of  Me.'  " 

The  curate  answered  him, 
"  Art  thou  content,  0  great  one  from  aiar! 
K  I  may  ask,  and  not  offend?  "     He  said, 
"  I  am.    Beholdl  I  stand  not  all  alone, 
That  I  should  think  to  do  a  perfect  work. 
I  may  not  wish  to  give;  for  I  have  heard 
'Tis  best  for  me  that  I  receive.     For  me, 
God  is  the  only  giver,  and  His  gift 
la  one."    With  that,  the  little  child  sighed  out, 
"  0  master!  master!  I  am  out  of  heaven 
Since  noonday,  and  I  hear  them  calling  me. 
If  yon  be  ready,  great "iJne,  let  us  go:  — 
Hark!  hark!  they  call." 

Then  did  the  beggar  lift 
His  face  to  heaven,  and  utter  forth  a  cry 
As  of  the  pangs  of  death,  and  every  tree 
Moved  as  if  shaken  by  a  sudden  wind. 
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lie  cried  again,  and  there  came  forth  a  hand 
From  soine  invisible  form,  whluh,  being  laid 
A.  little  moment  on  the  curate's  eyes, 
it  Jji^mled  him  with  light  that  brake  from  it, 
So  that  he  saw  no  more. 

"What  shall  I  do?" 
The  curate  murmured,  when  he  came  again 
To  himself  and  looked  about  hiin.     "  This  is  strangel 
My  thoughts  are  all  astraj;  and  yet,  methinks, 
A  weight  is  taken  from  my  heart.     Lo!  lol 
There  lieth  at  mj  feet,  frail,  white,  and  dead. 
The  sometime  beggar.     He  is  happy  now. 
There  was  a  child;  but  he  is  gone,  and  he 
Is  also  happy.    I  am  glad  to  think 
I  am  not  bound  to  make  the  wrong  go  right; 
But  only  to  discover,  and  to  do. 
With  cheerful  heart,  the  work  that  God  appoinfa." 


With  that,  he  did  compose,  with  reverent  uare, 
The  dead;  continuing,  "  I  will  trust  in  Him, 
That  He  can  hold  His  own;  and  I  will  take 
His  will,  above  the  work  He  sendeth  me, 
To  be  my  chief  est  good. " 


iiMP^h,  Google 


Then  weot  he  forth, 
"  I  shall  die  early,"  thinking;  "  I  am  warned. 
By  this  fair  vision,  that  1  have  not  long 
To  live."    Yet  he  hved  on  to  good  old  age; — 
Ay,  he  lives  yet,  and  he  is  working  etilL 


It  may  be  there  are  many  in  like  ease: 
They  give  themselves,  and  are  in  misery 
Because  the  gift  is  small,  and  dotli  not  make 
The  world  by  so  much  better  as  they  fain 
Would  have  it.     'Tia  a  fault;  hut,  as  for  ua, 
Let  us  not  blame  them.     Maybe,  'tis  a  fault 
More  kindly  looked  on  by  The  Majesty 
Than  our  best  virtues  are.     Why,  what  are  wel 
What  have  we  given,  and  what  have  we  desired 
To  give,  the  world? 

There  must  be  something  wrong. 
T^ook  tc  it-,  let  us  mend  our  ways.     Farewell. 
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A  BIRTHDAY  WALK. 


A  BIRTHDAY:— and  now  a  day  tkat  r< 
With  much  of  hope,  with  meaning  r 
A  thoughtful  day  from  dawn  to  close: 
The  middle  day  of  human  life. 

In  sloping  fields  on  narrow  plains. 

The  sheep  were  feeding  on  their  knees, 

As  we  went  through  the  winding  lanes, 
Strewed  with  red  buds  of  alder-txeea. 

So  warm  the  day  —  ita  influence  lent 
To  flagging  thought  a  stronger  wing ; 

So  utterly  was  winter  spent. 
So  3u.ddea  was  the  birth  of  spring. 
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Wild  crocus  flowers  in  copse  and  hedge  — 
lu  sunlight,  dusteriag  tliick  below, 

Siglied  for  the  firwood's  sliaded  ledge. 
Where  sparkled  yet  a  line  of  snow. 

And  crowded  snowdrops  faintly  hung 
Their  fair  heads  lower  for  the  heat, 

While  in  still  air  all  bi-auchcs  flung 
Their  shadowy  doubles  at  our  feet. 

And  through  the  hedge  the  sunbeajos  crept, 
Dropped  through  the  maple  and  the  birch; 

And  lost  in  airy  distance  slept 
On  the  broad  tower  of  Tamworth  Church. 

Then,  lingering  on  the  downward  way, 

A  little  space  we  restjng  stood, 
To  watch  the  golden  haze  that  lay 

Adown  that  river  by  the  wood. 

A  distance  vague,  the  bloom  of  sleep 
The  constajit  sun  had  lent  the  scene, 

A  veiling  charm  on  diilgles  deep 
Lay  soft  those  pastoral  hills  between. 
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There  are  some  days  that  die  not  out, 

Nor  alter  by  reflection's  power, 
Whose  converse  calm,  whose  words  devout, 

For  ever  rest,  the  spirit's  dower. 

And  they  are  days  when  drops  a  veil  — 

A  mist  upon  the  distance  past ; 
And  while  we  say  to  peace  —  "  All  hail!  " 

We  hope  that  always  it  shall  last. 

Times  when  the  troubles  of  the  heart 

Are  hashed—  as  winds  were  hushed  that  day— 

And  budding  hopes  begin  to  start. 

Like  those  green  hedgerows  on  our  way; 

When  all  within  and  all  around. 

Like  hues  on  that  sweet  landscape  blend, 

And  Nature's  hand  has  made  to  sound 
The  heartstrings  that  her  touch  attend  : 

When  there  are  rays  within,  like  those 

That  streamed  through  maple  and  through  birch. 

And  rested  in  such  calm  repose 
On  the  broad  tower  of  Tamworth  Church. 
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NOT  IN  VAIN  I  WAITED. 

SHE  was  but  a  child,  a  child, 
And  I  a  man  grown ; 
Sweet  she  was,  and  frosh,  and  wild, 
And,  I  thought,  my  own. 
What  could  I  do?     The  long  grass  groweth. 
The  long  wave  floweth  with  a  murmur  on: 
The  why  and  the  wherefore  of  it  all  who  knoweth? 

Ere  I  thought  to  lose  her  she  was  grown  —  and  gone. 
This  day  or  that  day  in  warm  spring  weather. 
The  larah  that  was  tame  will  yearn  to  break  its  tether. 
"  But  if  the  world  wound  thee,"  I  said,  "  come  back 

tome, 
Down  in  the  dell  wishing  —  wishing,  wishing  for  thee. " 

The  dews  hang  on  the  white  may. 

Like  a  ghost  it  stands, 
All  in  the  dusk  hefore  day 

That  folds  the  dim  lands  i 
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Dark  fell  the  sties  when  once  helated, 

Sad,  and  sorrow-fated,  I  missed  the  sun; 
But  wake,  heart,  and  sing,  for  not  in  vaia  I  waited. 
0  clear,  0  solemn  dawning,  lo,  the  maid  is  woal 
Sweet  dews,  dry  early  on  the  grass  and  clover. 
Lest  the  hride  wet  her  feet  while  she  walks  over; 
Shine  to-day,  sunbeams,  and  make  all  fair  to  see: 
Dowttthedellslie'scoming— coming,  coming  with  me 
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"  TT  THITHEE  away,  thou  little  careless  rover? 

'  •        (Kind  Roger's  true) 
Whither  away,  across  yon  bents  and  clover, 
"Wet,  wet  with  dew?  " 
"  Roger  here,  Roger  there  — 

R«ger —  0,  he  sighed, 
Tet  let  me  glean  among  the  wheat, 
Nor  sit  kind  Roger's  bride." 

"  What  wilt  thou  do  when  all  the  gleaning'a  ended, 

What  wilt  thou  do? 
The  cold  will  come,  and  fog  and  frost-work  blended 
(Kind  Roger's  true)." 
"  Sleet  and  rain,  cloud  and  storm, 

When  they  cease  to  frovm 
I'll  bind  me  primrose  bunches  sweet. 
And  cry  them  up  tbe  town. " 
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"  What  if  at  last  thy  careless  heart  awaking 

Thia  day  thou  rue?  " 
"  I'll  cry  my  flowers,  and  thuifc  for  all  its  breaking, 
Kind  Roger's  true; 
Koger  here,  Roger  there, 
O,  my  true  love  sighed, 
Sigh  once,  once  more,  I'll  stay  my  feet 
And  rest  kind  Roger's  hride." 
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WITH  A  DIAMOND. 

XT  7"!III.E  Time  a  grim  old  lion  gnawing  lay, 
•  *       And  mumbled  -mth  his  teeth  jon  regal  tomb, 
Like  some  immortal  tear  undimmed  for  aye, 

This  gem  -was  dropped  among  the  dust  of  doom. 

Dropped,  haply,  by  a  sad,  foi^otten  queen, 
A  tear  to  outlast  name,  and  fame,  and  tongue: 

Her  other  tears,  and  ours,  all  tears  terrene, 
For  great  new  griefs  to  be  hereafter  sung. 

Take  it, — a  goddess  might  have  wept  such  tears, 

Or  Dame  Electra  changed  into  a  star. 
That  waxed  so  dim  because  her  children's  years 

In  leaguered  Troy  were  bitter  through  long  war. 

Not  till  the  end  to  end  to  grow  dull  or  waste,  — 
Ah,  what  a  little  while  the  light  we  share! 

Hand  after  hand  shall  yet  with  this  be  graced, 
Signing  the  Will  that  leaves  it  to  an  heir. 
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FANCY. 

O  FANCY,  if  thou  flyest,  come  back  anon, 
Thy  fluttering  wings  are  soft  as  love's  first  word, 

Aad  fragrant  as  tlie  feathers  of  that  bird, 
Which  feeds  upon  the  hudded  cinnamon. 
I  ask  thee  not  to  work,  or  sigh  —  play  on. 

From  nought  that  waa  not,  was,  or  is,  deterred; 

The  fla3:  that  Old  Fate  spun  thy  flights  hase  atirred, 
And  waved  memorial  grass  of  Marathon. 
Play,  hut  be  gentle,  not  as  on  that  day 

I  saw  thee  running  down  the  rims  of  doom 
With  stars  thou  hadst  been  stealing — while  they  lay 

Smothered  in  light  and  blue — clasped  to  thy  breastj 
Bring  rather  to  me  in  the  flrelit  room 
A  netted  halcyon  bird  to  sing  of  rest. 
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/""^NE  launched  s,  ship,  hut  she  was  wrecked  at  sea; 
^~-^  He  built  a  bridge,  but  floods  have  borne  it  dowtt. 
He  meant  much  good,  none  came;  strange  destiny, 

His  corn  lies  sunk,  his  bridge  bears  none  to  town, 

Yet  good  he  had  not  meant  became  his  crown; 
For  once  at  work,  when  even  as  catuie  free, 

From  thought  of  good  he  was,  or  of  renown, 
God  took  the  work  for  good  and  let  good  be. 
So  wakened  with  a  trembling  after  sleep, 

Dread  Mona  Eoa  yields  her  fateful  store; 
All  gleaming  hot  the  scarlet  rivers  creep. 

And  fanned  of  great-leaved  palms  slip  to  the  shore. 
Then  stolen  to  unplumbed  wastes  of  that  far  deep, 

Lay  the  foundations  for  one  island  more. 
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LOOKING  DOWN. 

"]l  T OUNTAINS  of  sorrow,  I  have  heard  your  moans, 
-'-'-'-     And  the  moying  of  jour  pines;  but  we  sit  high 

On  your  green  shoulders,  nearer  stoops  the  sky, 
And  pure  airs  visit  ua  from  all  the  zones. 

Sweet  world  beneath,  too  happy  far  to  sigh, 
Dost  thon  look  thus  beheld  from  heavenly  thrones? 
No  i  not  for  all  the  love  that  counts  thy  stones, 

While  sleepy  with  great  light  the  valleys  lie. 
Strange,  rapturous  peace!  its  sunshine  doth  enfold 

My  heart;  I  have  escaped  to  the  days  divine. 
It  seemeth  as  bygone  ages  back  had  rolled. 

And  all  the  eldest  past  was  now,  was  mine. 
Hay,  even  as  if  Melchizedec  of  old 

Might  here  come  forth  to  us  with  bread  and  wine. 
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MARRIED  LOVERS. 

COME  away,  the  clouds  are  hi^h. 
Put  the  flashing  needles  by. 
Many  days  are  not  to  spare, 
Orio  waste,  my  fairest  fair! 
All  is  ready.     Come  to-day. 
For  Hie  nightingale  her  lay, 
"When  she  findeth  that  the  whole 
Of  her  love,  and  all  her  soul, 
Cannot  forth  of  her  sweet  throat. 
Sobs  the  while  she  draws  her  breath, 
And  the  bravery  of  her  note 
In  a  few  days  altereth. 

Come,  ere  she  despond,  and  see 

In  a  silent  ecstasy 

Chestnuts  heave  for  hours  and  hours 

All  the  glory  of  their  flowers 

To  the  melting  blue  above, 

Tliat  broods  over  them  like  love. 
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Leave  the  garden  walls,  where  blow 
Apple-blossoma  pink,  and  low 
Ordered  beds  of  tulipa  fine. 
Seek  the  bloasoras  made  divine 
With  a  scent  that  is  their  soul. 
These  are  soulless.     Bring  tlie  white 
Of  thy  gown  to  bathe  in  light 
Walls  for  narrow  hearts.     The  whole 
Earth  is  found,  and  air  and  sea, 
Not  too  wide  for  thee  and  me. 

N"ot  too  wide,  and  yet  thy  face 

Gives  the  meaning  of  all  space. 

And  thine  eyes,  with  starbeams  fraught, 

Hold  the  measure  of  all  thought; 

For  of  them  my  soul  besought, 

And  was  shown  a  glimpse  of  thine  — 

A  veiled  vestal,  with  divine 

Solace,  in  sweet  love's  despair, 

Tor  that  life  is  brief  as  fair. 

Who  hath  most,  he  yeameth  moat, 

Sure,  as  seldom  heretofore, 

Somewhere  of  the  gracious  more. 

Deepest  joy  the  least  shall  boast, 
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Asking  with  new-opened  eyes 
The  remainder;  that  which  lies 
O,  so  fairl  but  not  all  conned  — 
0,  so  near!  and  yet  beyond. 

Come,  and  in  the  woodland  sit, 
Seem  a  wonted  part  of  it. 
Then,  while  moves  the  delicate  air, 
And  the  glories  of  thy  h^ 
Little  flickering  sun-rays  strike, 
Let  me  see  what  thou  art  like; 
For  great  love  enthralls  me  so, 
That,  in  sooth,  I  scarcely  know. 
Show  me,  in  a  house  all  green. 
Save  ior  long  gold  wedges'  sheen. 
Where  the  fiies,  white  sparks  of  fire, 
Dart  and  hover  and  aspire, 
And  the  leaves,  air-stirred  on  high, 
Feel  such  joy  they  needs  must  sigh, 
And  the  untracked  grass  makes  sweet 
All  fair  flowers  to  touch  thy  feet, 
And  the  bees  about  them  hum. 
All  the  world  is  waiting.     Gomel 
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A  WINTER  SONG. 

CAME  the  dread  Archer  up  yonder  lawn — 
Night  is  the  time  for  the  old  to  die  — 
But  woe  for  an  arrow  that  smote  the  fawn, 
When  the  hind  that  was  sick  unscathed  went  by. 

Father  lay  moaning,  "  Her  fault  was  sore 
(Night  is  the  time  when  the  old  must  die), 

Yet,  ah  to  bless  her,  my  child,  once  more. 
For  heart  ia  fwling:  the  end  is  nigh." 

"  Daughter,  my  daughter,  my  girl,"  I  cried 
(Night  is  the  time  for  the  old  to  die), 

"  Woe  for  the  wish  if  till  mom  ye  bide  "  — 
Dark  was  the  welkin  and  wild  the  sky. 

Heavily  planged  from  the  roof  the  snow  — 
(Night  is  the  time  when  the  old  will  die), 

She  answered,  "  My  mother,  'tia  well,  I  go." 
Sparkled  the  north  star,  the  wrack  flew  high. 
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First  at  his  head,  and  last  at  his  feet 

(Night  is  the  time  when  the  old  should  die), 

Kneeling  I  watched  till  his  soul  did  fleet. 

None  else  that  loved  him,  none  else  were  nigh. 

I  wept  in  the  n^ht  as  the  desolate  weep 
(Night  is  the  time  for  the  old  to  die) , 

Cometh  my  daughter?  the  drifts  are  deep, 
Across  the  cold  hollows  bow  white  they  Be. 

I  sought  her  afar  through  the  spectral  trees 
(Night  is  the  time  when  the  old  must  die). 

The  fella  were  all  muffled,  the  floods  did  freeze, 
And  a  wrathful  moon  hung  red  in  the  sky. 

By  night  I  found  her  where  pent  waves  steal 
(Night  is  the  time  when  the  old  should  die), 

But  she  lay  stifi  hy  the  locked  mill-wheel, 

Aud  the  old  stars  lived  in  their  homes  on  high. 
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BINDING  SHEAVES. 

HARK!  a  lorer  binding  sheaTes 
To  his  maiden  singa, 
Flutter,  flutter  go  the  leaves. 

Larks  drop  their  wings. 
Little  hrooks  for  all  their  mirth 

Are  not  blythe  as  he. 
"  Give  me  what  the  love  is  vtoith 
That  I  give  thee. 

"  Speech  that  cannot  be  forborne 

Tells  the  story  through: 
1  sowed  mj  love  in  with  the  com, 

And  they  both  grew. 
Count  the  world  full  wide  of  girth, 

And  hived  honey  sweet, 
But  count  the  love  of  more  worth 

Laid  at  thy  feet. 
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"Money's  worth  is  house  and  land, 

Velvet  coat  and  vest. 
Work's  worth  is  bread  in  hand, 

Aj,  and  sweet  rest. 
Wilt  thou  learn  what  love  is  worth? 

Ah  I  she  site  above. 
Sighing,  '  Weigh  me  not  with  earth, 

Love's  worth  is  love.'  " 
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WORK. 

LIKE  coral  insects  inultitudinoua 
The  minutes  are  whereof  our  life  is  made. 

Tkey  build  it  up  as  in  the  deep's  blue  shade 
It  grows,  it  comes  to  light,  and  then,  and  thua 
For  both  there  ia  an  end.     The  populous 

Sea-blossoms  close,  our  minutes  that  have  paid 

Life's  debt  of  work  are  spent;  the  work  ia  laid 
Before  our  feet  that  shall  come  after  us. 
We  may  not  stay  to  watch  if  it  will  speed. 

The  bard  if  on  some  luter's  string  his  song 
Live  sweetly  yet;  the  hero  if  his  star 
Doth  shine.     Work  is  its  own  best  earthly  meed, 

Else  have  we  none  more  than  the  sea-born  throiig 
Who  wrought  those  marrellous  isles  that  bloom  afar. 
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WISHING. 

XT  THEN  I  reflect  how  little  I  liave  done, 
*  '       And  add  to  that  how  little  I  hare  seen, 

Then  furthermore  how  little  I  have  won 
Of  joy,  or  good,  how  little  known,  or  been: 
I  long  for  other  life  more  full,  more  keeu, 

And  yearn  to  change  with  such  aa  well  have  run  — 
Yet  reason  mocks  me -^  nay,  the  soul,  I  ween, 

Granted  her  clioioe  would  dare  to  change  with  none; 

No,  — not  to  feel,  as  Blondel  when  his  lay 

Pierced  the  strong  tower,  and  Richard  answered  it  — 

No,  not  to  do,  as  Eustace  on  the  day 
He  left  fair  Calais  to  her  weeping  fit  — 

No,  not  to  be,  —  Columbus,  waked  from  sleep 

When  his  new  world  rose  from  the  charmM  deep. 
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TO  . 

QTKANGE  was  the  doom  ol  Heracles,  whose  shade 
^--'     Had  dwelling  in  dim  Hades  the  unblest, 

While  yet  his  form  and  presence  sat  a  guest 
With  the  old  immortals  when  the  feast  was  made. 
Thine  like,  thus  differs;  form  and  presence  laid 

In  this  dim  chamber  of  enforcfed  rest, 

It  is" the  unseen  "shade  "  which,  risen,  hath  pressed 
Above  all  heights  where  feet  Olympian  strayed. 
My  soul  admires  to  hear  thee  speak;  tJiy  thought 

Falls  from  a  high  place  like  an  August  star. 
Or  some  great  eagle  from  his  air-hung  rings  — 

When  swooping  past  a  snow-cold  mountain  soar  — 
Dowra  the  steep  slope  of  a  long  sunbeam  brought. 

He  stirs  the  wheat  with  the  steerage  of  his  wings, 
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ON  THE  BORDERS   OF  CANNOCK   CHASE. 

A  COTTAGER  leaned  whispering  by  her  hives, 
Telling  the  hees  some  news,  as  they  lit  down, 

And  entered  one  by  one  their  waxen  town. 
Larks  passioning  hucg  o'er  their  brooding  wives, 
And  all  the  sunny  hills  where  heather  thrives 

Lay  satisfied  with  peace.     A  stately  crovm 

Of  trees  enringed  the  npper  headland  hrown, 
And  reedy  pools,  wherein  the  moor-hen  dives, 
Glittered  and  gleamed, 

A  resting-place  £or  light. 
They  that  were  bred  here  love  it;  but  they  Bay, 

"  We  shall  not  have  it  long;  in  three  years'  time 
A  hundred  pits  will  east  out  fires  by  night, 
Down  yon  still  glen  their  smoke  shall  trail  its  way, 

And  the  white  ash  lie  thick  in  lieu  of  rime." 
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THE  MAETNER'S  CAVE. 

/^NCE  on  a  time  there  walked  a  mariner, 

^•^     That  liad  heen  shipwrecked,  on  a  lonely  shore, 

And  the  green  water  made  a  restless  stir. 

And  a  great  flock  of  mews  sped  on  before. 
He  had  nor  food  nor  shelter,  for  the  tide 
Eose  on  the  oae,  and  cliffs  on  the  other  side. 

Brown  cliffs  they  were;  they  seemed  to  pierce  the  sky, 
That  was  an  awful  deep  of  empty  blue. 

Save  that  the  wind  was  in  it,  and  on  high 
A  wavering  skein  of  wild-fowl  tracked  it  through. 

He  marked  them  not,  hut  went  with  movement  alow, 

Because  his  thoughts  were  sad,  hb  courage  low. 

His  heart  was  numb,  he  neither  wept  nor  sighed, 

But  wearifnlly  lingered  by  the  ware ; 
Until  at  length  it  chanced  that  he  espied. 

Far  up,  an  opening  in  the  cliff,  a  cave, 
A  shelter  where  to  sleep  in  his  distress. 
And  lose  his  sorrow  ia  foi^etfulness. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


With  that  lie  clambered  up  the  rugged  face 
Of  that  steep  clifl  that  all  in  shadow  lay, 

And,  lo,  there  was  a  dry  and  homelike  place, 
Comforting  refuge  for  the  castaway; 

And  he  laid  down  hia  weary,  weary  head, 

And  took  his  fill  oi  sleep  till  dawn  waaed  red. 

When  he  awoke,  warm  stirring  from  the  south 
Of  delicate  auiuroer  air  did  sough  and  flow; 

He  rose,  and,  wending  to  the  cavern's  mouth, 
He  cast  his  eyes  a  little  way  below. 

Where  on  the  narrow  ledges,  sharp  and  rude, 

Preening  their  vfings,  the  blue  rock-pigeons  cooed. 

Then  he  looked  lower  and  saw  the  laTender 
And  sea-thrift  blooming  in  long  crevices. 

And  the  brown  wallflower^Aprira  messenger. 
The  wfdlflower  marshalled  in  her  companies. 

Then  lower  jet  he  looked  adown  the  steep. 

And  sheer  beneath  him  lapped  the  lovely  deep. 

The  laughing  deep; — and  it  was  pacified 
As  if  it  had  not  raged  that  other  day. 
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And  it  went  murmuring  in  the  morniugtiiie 

Innumerable  flatteries  on  ita  way. 
Kissing  the  cliffs  and  whispering  at  their  feet 
With  exquisite  advancement,  and  retreat. 

This  when  the  mariner  beheld  he  sighed. 
And  thought  onhis  companions  Ijing  low. 

But  while  he  gazed  with  eyes  unsatisfied 
On  the  fair  reaches  of  their  overthrow, 

Thinking  it  strange  he  only  lived  of  all, 

But  not  returning  thanks,  he  heard  a  calll 

A  soft  sweet  call,  a  voice  of  tender  ruth, 

Rethought  it  came  from  out  the  cave.     And,  lo, 

It  whispered,  "Man,  look  upl"     But  he,  forsooth, 
Answered,  "  I  cannot,  lor  the  long  waves  flow 

Across  my  gallant  ship  where  sunk  she  lies 

With  all  my  riches  and  my  merchandise. 

' '  Moreover,  I  am  heavy  for  the  fate 

Of  these  my  mariners  drowned  in  the  deep; 

I  must  lament  me  for  their  sad  estate 

Now  they  are  gathered  in  their  last  long  sleep. 

O!  the  unpitying  heavens  upon  me  frown. 

Then  how  should  I  look  up?  —  I  must  look  down." 
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And  he  stood  yet  watoljing  the  fair  green  sea 
Till  hunger  reached  him;  then  he  made  a  fire, 

A  driftwood  fire,  and  wandered  listlessly 
And  gathered  many  eggs  at  his  desire. 

And  dressed  them  ior  his  meal,  and  then  he  lay 

And  slept,  and  woke  upon  the  second  day. 

When  as  he  said,  "  The  cave  shall  be  mj  home; 

None  will  molest  me,  for  the  hrown  clifls  rise 
Like  castles  of  defence  behind,  —  the  foam 

Of  the  remorseless  sea  beneath  me  lies; 
'Tis  easy  from  the  clifi  iny  food  to  win,  — 
The  nations  of  the  rock-dove  breed  therein. 

"  For  fuel,  at  the  ebb  yon  fair  expanse 

la  strewed  with  driftwood  by  the  breaking  wav* 

And  in  the  sea  is  fish  for  sustenance. 
I  will  build  up  the  entrance  of  the  cave, 

And  leave  therein  a  window  and  a  door, 

And  here  will  dwell  and  leave  it  n 


Then  even  so  he  did,  and  when  his  task. 
Many  long  days  being  over,  was  complete; 
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When  he  had  eatoii,  as  he  sat  to  hask 

Ju  the  red  fireliglit  glowing  at  hia  feet, 
He  was  right  glad  of  shelter,  aiid  he  said, 
"  Now  for  my  comrades  am  I  comforted." 

Then  did  the  voice  awake  and  speak  again; 

It  murmured,  "  Man,  look  up!"     But  he  replied, 
"  I  eatmot.     O,  mine  eyes,  mine  eyes  are  fain 

Down  on  tie  red  wood-ashes  to  abide 
Because  they  waira  me."    Then  the  voice  was  still. 
And  left  the  lonely  maJ-iner  to  his  will. 


And  soon  it  came  to  pass  that  he  got  gain. 

He  had  great  flocks  of  pigeons  which  he  fed. 
And  di-ew  great  store  of  fish  from  out  the  main, 

And  down  from  eiderducks;  and  then  he  said, 
"It  ia  not  good  that  T  should  lead  my  life 
In  silence,  I  will  take  to  me  a  wile." 

He  tnok  a  wife,  and  brought  her  home  to  him; 

And  he  was  good  to  her  and  cherished  her 
So  that  she  loved  him;  then  when  light  waxed  dim 

Gloom  came  no  more;  and  she  would  minister 
To  all  his  Wiinta;  while  he,  being  well  contuut, 
Counted  her  company  right  csecllent. 
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But  once  aa  on  tha  KiituI  of  the  door 

She  leaned  to  watch  him  while  he  put  to  sea. 

This  happy  wife,  down-gazing  at  the  shore, 
Said  sweetly,   "  It  is  better  now  witli  me 

Thaji  it  was  lately  when  I  used  to  spin 

In  my  old  father's  house  beside  the  hn." 

And  then  the  soft  voice  of  the  cave  awote  — 
The  soft  voice  which  had  haunted  it  erewhile  — 

And  gently  to  the  wife  it  also  spoke, 

"  Woman,  look  up! "     But  she,  with  tender  guile, 

Gave  it  denial,  answering,  "  Nay,  not  so. 

For  all  that  I  should  look  on  lieth  below. 

"  The  great  sky  overhead  is  not  so  good 
For  my  two  eyes  as  yonder  stainless  sea, 

The  source  and  yielder  of  our  livelihood. 
Where  rocks  his  little  boat  that  loveth  me." 

This  when  the  wife  had  said  she  moTed  away. 

And  looked  no  higher  than  the  wave  all  day. 

Now  when  the  year  ran  out  a  child  she  hore, 
And  there  was  such  rejoicing  in  the  cave 
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As  surelj  never  had  there  been  before 

Since  God  first  made  it.   Then  full,  sweet,  and  grave, 
The  voice,  "  God's  utmost  blessing  brims  thy  cup, 
O,  father  of  this  child,  look  up,  look  up! " 


"  Speak  to  my  wife,"  the  mariner  replied. 

"I  have  much  work — right  welcome  work  'tia  true— 
Another  mouth  to  feed."     And  then  it  sighed, 

"  Woman,  look  up! "     She  said,  "  Make  no  ado, 
For  I  must  needs  look  down,  on  anywise, 
My  heaven  is  in  the  blue  of  these  dear  eyes." 

The  seasons  of  the  year  did  swiftly  whirl, 
They  measured  time  by  one  small  life  alone; 

On  such  a  day  the  pretty  pushing  pearl 

That  mouth  they  loved  to  kiss  had  sweetly  shown, 

That  smiling  mouth,  and  it  had  made  essay 

To  give  them  names  on  such  another  day. 

And  afterward  his  infant  history, 

Whether  he  played  with  baubles  on  the  floor, 
Or  crept  to  pat  the  rock-doves  pecking  nigh. 

And  feeding  on  the  threshold  of  the  door, 
Tliey  loved  to  mark,  and  a]l  his  marvellings  dim. 
The  mysteries  that  beguiled  and  baffled  him. 
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He  was  so  sweet,  tliat  oft  his  moUier  said, 
"  0,  child,  how  was  it  that  I  dwelt  content 

Before  thou  earnest?  Blessings  on  thy  head, 
Thy  pretty  talk  it  is  so  innocent, 

That  oft  for  all  ray  joy,  though  it  be  deep, 

When  thou  art  prattling,  I  am  Uke  to  weep." 

Summer  and  winter  spent  themselves  again. 
The  roek-dovea  in  their  season  hred,  the  clifl 

Grew  sweet,  for  every  cleft  would  entertain 
Its  tuft  of  hlossom,  and  the  mariner's  skiff. 

Early  and  late,  would  linger  in  the  hay, 

Because  the  sea  was  calm  and  winds  away. 

The  little  child  ahout  that  rocky  height, 

Led  by  her  loving  hand  who  gave  him  birth, 

Might  wauder  iu  the  clear  unclouded  light, 
And  take  his  pastime  in  the  beauteous  earth ; 

Smell  the  fair  flowers  in  stony  cradles  swung. 

And  see  God's  happy  creatures  feed  their  young. 

And  once  it  caroe  to  pass,  at  eventide, 
His  mother  set  him  iu  the  cavern  door, 
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And  filled  his  lap  with  graia,  and  stood  aaide 

To  watch  the  circling  rock-doves  soar,  and  soar, 
Theft  dip,  alight,  and  mn  in  circling  bands, 
To  take  tlie  barley  from  bis  open  hands. 

And  even  while  she  stood  and  gazed  at  him, 
And  his  grave  father's  eyes  upon  Lim  dwelt. 

They  heard  the  tender  voice,  and  it  was  dim, 
And  seemed  full  softly  in  the  air  to  melt; 

"Fatlier,"  it  murmured,  "Mother,"  dying  away. 

"  Look  up,  while  yet  the  hours  are  called  to-day." 

"  I  will,"  the  father  answered,  "but  not  now;  " 
The  mother  said,  "  Sweet  voice,  0  speak  to  me 

At  a  convenient  season."     And  the  hrow 
Of  the  clifE  began  to  quake  right  fearfully, 

There  was  a  rending  crash,  and  there  did  leap 

A  riven  rock  and  plunge  into  the  deep. 

They  sdd,   "  A  storm  is  coming ;  "  hut  they  slept 
That  night  in  peace,  and  thought  the  storm  had 
parsed. 

For  there  was  not  a  cloud  to  intercept 
The  sacred  moonligbt  on  the  cradle  cast; 
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And  to  his  rocking  boat  at  dawn  of  day, 
Witli  joj  of  heart  the  maiiner  took  his  way. 

But  when  he  mouTited  up  Uie  path  at  night, 
Foreboding  not  of  trouble  or  mischance, 

His  wife  came  out  into  the  fading  light. 
And  met  him  with  a  serioua  countenance; 

And  she  broke  out  in  tears  and  sobbings  tliick, 

"  The  child  is  sick,  my  httle  child  is  sick." 

They  knelt  beside  him  in  the  sultry  dark. 
And  when  the  moon  looked  in  his  face  was  pale, 

And  when  the  red  sun,  like  a  burning  barque. 
Rose  in  a  fog  at  sea,  his  tender  wail 

Sank  deep  into  their  hearts,  and  piteoasly 

Tiicy  fell  to  chiding  of  their  destiny. 

3'he  doyes  unheeded  cooed  that  livelong  day. 
Their  pretty  playmate  cared  for  them  no  more: 

The  sea-thrift  nodded,  wet  with  glistening  spray, 
None  gathered  it;  the  long  wave  washed  the  shore; 

lie  did  not  know,  nor  lift  his  eyes  to  trace. 

The  new  fallen  shadow  in  his  dwelUug-place. 
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Tiie  sultry  suu  beat  on  the  olifEs  all  day, 

And  hot  calm  airs  slept  on  the  polished  sea, 

Tlie  mournful  mother  wore  her  time  away, 
Bemoaning  of  hei-  helpless  misery, 

Pleading  aud  plaining,  till  the  day  n^s  done, 

■■  O  look  on  me,  my  love,  my  little  one. 

"  What  aiteth  thee,  that  thou  dost  lie  and  moan? 

Ah,  would  that  1  might  bear  it  in  thy  stead." 
The  father  made  not  his  forebodings  known. 

Bat  gazed,  and  in  his  secret  soul  he  said, 
"  I  may  have  sinned,  on  sin  waits  punishment. 
But  as  for  him,  aweet  blameless  iuuoceut, 

"  What  has  he  done  that  he  is  stricken  down? 

O  it  is  hard  to  see  him  sink  and  fade, 
Wlien  I,  that  counted  him  my  dear  life's  crown. 

So  willingly  have  worked  while  he  has  played; 
That  he  might  sleep,  have  risen,  come  storm,  come  lieat^ 
And  thankfully  would  fast  that  he  might  eat." 

My  God,  how  short  our  happy  days  appear! 

How- long  the  sorrowfull     They  thought  it  long. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


The  sultry  moi-n  thut  brought  such  evil  cheer, 

And  sat,  and  wished,  and  sighed  for  ercnsoDg; 
It  came,  and  cooling  wafts  aljoiit  him  Btii'red, 
Yet  when  they  spohe  he  answered  not  a  word. 

"  Tiike  heart,"  they  cried,  but  their  sad  hearts  sank  low 
When  he  would  moan  and  turn  hia  restless  head, 

And  wearily  the  lagging  morns  would  go, 

And  nights,  while  they  sat  watching  by  his  bed. 

Until  a  Btonn  came  up  with  wind  and  rain. 

And  lightning  ran  along  the  troubled  main. 

Over  their  heads  the  mighty  thunders  brake, 
Leaping  and  tumbling  down  from  rock  to  rock, 

Then  burst  anew  and  made  the  cliffs  to  quake 
As  they  were  living  things  and  felt  the  shock; 

The  waiting  sea  to  sob  as  if  in  pain, 

And  all  the  midnight  vault  to  ring  again. 


A  lamp  was  burning  in  the  n 

But  the  blue  lightning  flashes  made  it  dim; 
And  when  the  mother  heard  those  thunders  rai 

She  took  her  little  child  to  cherish  him; 
She  took  him  in  her  arms,  ajid  on  her  breast 
Full  wearily  she  courted  him  to  rest. 
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Ant!  soothed  him  long  until  the  storm  was  spout, 
Anil  the  last  thunder  peal  had  died  iiway, 

And  stars  were  out  in  all  the  firmaiiii!nt. 

Then  did  he  cease  to  moan,  aJid  slumbering  lay. 

While  in  the  welcome  silence,  pure  and  deep, 
a  parents  sweetly  fell  asleep. 


And  in  a  dream,  enwtoU);ht  with  fancies  thick. 
The  mother  thought  siie  heard  the  rock-doves  coo 

(She  had  foi^otten  that  her  child  waa  sick), 
And  she  went  forth  their  morning  meal  to  strew; 

Then  over  all  the  clifi  with  earnest  care 

She  sought  her  oHld,  and  lb,  he  was  not  there! 

But  she  was  not  afraid,  though  long  she  sought 
And  climbed  the  cliff,  and  set  her  feet  in  grass, 

Then  reached  a  river,  broad  and  full,  she  thought, 
And  at  its  brink  he  sat.     Alasl  alas! 

For  one  stood  near  hiiu,  fair  aud  undeflled. 

An  innocent,  a  marveUous  man-child. 

In  garments  white  as  wool,  and  O,  aiost  fair, 
A  rainbow  covered  him  with  mystic  light; 

Upon  the  w  armed  grass  his  feet  were  bare, 
And  as  he  broallicd,  the  rainbow  in  her  sight 
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Ill  passions  of  clear  crimson  tremViling  lay, 
Witii  gold  and  violet  mi«t  made  fair  tlie  day. 

Her  little  life!  efie  thought,  his  littls  hands 
Were  full  of  flowers  that  he  did  play  withal; 

But  when  he  saw  the  hoy  o'  the  golden  lands, 
And  looked  him  in  the  face,  he  let  them  fall, 

Hi;td  through  a  rapturous  pause  in  wistful  wise 

To  the  sweet  strangeness  of  those  keen  child-eyes. 

"  Ah,  dear  and  awful  God,  who  chastenest  me, 
How  shall  my  soul  to  this  he  reconciled. 

It  is  the  Saviour  of  the  world,"  quoth  she, 
"  And  to  my  child  He  cometh  as  a  child." 

Thftu  on  her  knees  she  fell  hy  that  vast  stream  — 

Oh,  it  was  sorrowful,  this  woman's  dream! 

For  lo,  that  Elder  Child  drew  nearer  now. 
Fair  as  the  light,  aaid  purer  than  the  sun. 

The  calms  of  heaven  were  hrooding  on  his  hrow, 
And  in  his  arms  He  took  her  little  one, 

Her  child,  that  knew  her,  hut  with  sweet  demur 

Drew  back,  nor  held  his  hands  to  come  to  her. 
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With  that  in  niother  misery  sore  she  wept  — 
"  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  love  my  child  so  much! 

He  stole  away  to  Thee  while  we  two  slept, 
But  give  liim  baek,  for  Thou  hast  many  such; 

And  as  foi  me  I  have  but  one.     O  deign, 

Dear  Pity  of  God,  to  give  him  nie  again." 

Ilia  fuet  were  on  the  river.     Oh,  his  feet 
Had  touched  the  river  now,  and  it  was  great; 

And  yet  He  hearkened  when  she  did  entreat, 
And  turned  iu  quietness  as  lie  would  wait  — 

Wait  till  she  looked  upon  Him,  and  behold, 

There  lay  a  long  way  off  a,  city  of  gold. 

Like  to  a  jasper  and  a  sardine  stone, 

Whelmed  in  the  rainbow  stood  that  fair  man-child, 
Jlighty  and  innocent,  that  held  her  own. 

And  as  might  be  his  maimer  at  home  he  smiled. 
Then  while  she  looked  and  looked,  the  vision  brake, 
And  all  amazed  she  started  up  awake. 

And  lo,  her  little  child  was  gone  indeedl 
The  sleep  that  knows  no  waking  he  had  slept, 
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Folded  to  heaven's  own  heart;  in  rainbow  hrede 
Clothed  and  made  glad,  while  they  two  mourned  and 

But  in  the  drinking  of  their  hitter  cup 

The  sweet  voice  spoke  once  more,  and  sighod,  "  Look 

They  heard,  arid  straightway  answered,  "  Even  so: 
For  wh,it  abides  that  we  should  look  on  here? 

The  heavens  are  better  than  this  earth  below. 
They  are  of  more  account  and  far  more  dear. 

We  will  look  up,  for  all  most  sweet  and  fair, 

Most  pure,  most  excellent,  is  garnered  there." 
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A  REVERIE. 

7"IIEN  I  do  sit  apart 

AEd  commune  with  my  heart, 
She  brings  me  foith  the  treasures  oiice  my  own 
Shows  me  a  happy  place 
Where  leaf-buds  swelled  iipace, 
And  wasting  rims  of  snow  in  sunlight  shone. 

Roeli,  in  a  mossy  glade, 

The  larch-trees  lend  thee  sli*k', 

That  just  begin  to  feather  with  their  leaves; 
From  out  thy  crevice  deep 
White  tufts  of  snowdrops  peep, 

And  melted  rime  drips  softly  from  thine  eaves. 

Ah,  rock,  I  know,  I  know 

That  yet  thy  snowdrops  grow, 
And  yet  dotii  sunstine  fleck  them,  through  the  tree. 

Whose  sheltering  branches  hide 

The  cottage  at  ita  aide, 
Tliat  nevermore  will  shade  or  shelter  me. 
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I  know  the  stoclidoye's  note 

Athwart  the  glen  tloth  float: 
With  sweet  f  o ret iion  ledge  of  her  twins  oppressed, 

And  longings  onward  sent, 

She  hroods  before  the  event, 
While  leisurely  she  mends  her  shallow  nest. 

Once  to  that  eottage  door. 

In  happj  days  of  jore, 
My  little  love  made  footprints  in  the  snow. 

She  was  so  glad  of  spring, 

She  helped  the  birds  to  sing, 
I  know  she  dwells  tliere  yet  —  the  rest  I  do  not  know. 

They  sang,  and  would  not  stop, 

While  drop,  and  drop,  and  drop, 
I  heard  the  melted  rime  in  sunshine  fall; 

And  narrow  wandering  rills. 

Where  leaned  the  daffodils. 
Murmured  and  murmured  on,  and  that  was  all. 

I  think,  but  cannot  tell, 

I  think  she  loved  me  well. 
And  some  dear  fancy  with  mj  future  twined. 

Bnt  I  shall  never  know, 

Hope  faints,  and  lets  it  go, 
That  passionate  want  foihid  to  speak  its  oiind. 
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DEFTON  WOOD. 

I  HELD  iiiy  way  through  Defton  Wood, 
And  on  to  Wandor  Hall; 
The  dancing  leaf  let  down  the  light, 

In  bovering  sjiota  to  fall. 
"  U  young,  young  leaves,  you  match  rae  wel]," 

My  heart  was  merry,  and  sung  — 
"  Now  wish  me  joy  of  my  sweet  youth; 
My  love  —  she,  too,  is  youngi 

O  HO  many,  many,  many 

Little  liomes  above  ray  head! 
0  so  many,  many,  many 

Dajicinj;  blossoms  round  me  spread! 
O  so  many,  many,  many 

Maidens  sighing  yet  for  none! 
Speed,  ye  wooers,  speed  with  any — 

Speed  with  all  hut  one." 
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I  took  mj  leave  ol  Waiidor  Hall, 

And  trod  the  woodland  ways. 
"  What  shall  I  do  eo  long  to  bear 

The  harden  of  ray  days?  " 
J  sighed  my  heart  into  the  houghs 

Whereby  the  culvers  cooed  j 
Tor  only  1  bi^tween  tliem  went 

Uiiwooiiig  and  uawoocd. 

"  O  so  many,  many,  many 

Lilies  bending  stately  heads  1 
O  so  many,  many,  many 

Strawberries  ripeaed  ou  theii'  bedsl 
O  so  many,  many,  many 

Maids,  and  yet  my  heart  undonel 
What  to  me  are  all,  are  any  — 

I  have  lost  my  —  one." 
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THE   SNOWDROP  MONUMENT  (IN    LICH- 
FIELD  CATHEDRAL). 


M^ 


pARVELS  of  sleep,  grown  cold! 
Who  hath  not  longed  to  fold 
With  pitying  ruth,  forgetful  of  theit  bliss. 
Those  cherub  forms  that  lie, 
With  none  to  watch  them  nigh, 
Or  touch  the  sibut  lips  with  one  warm  human  liiss? 

What!  they  are  left  alone 

All  night  with  graven  stone, 
Pillars  and  arches  that  above  them  meet ; 

While  through  those  windows  high 

Tlie  journeying  stars  can  spy, 
And  dim  blue  Jnoonbeains  drop  on  their  uncovered 
feet? 

0  cold!  yet  loolc  again, 
Thi^reis  a  vatidering  vein 
Traced  in  the  hand  where  those  white  snowdrops  lie. 
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Let  tier  rapt  dreamy  smile 
Tlie  wondering  heart  beguile, 
That  almost  thinks  to  hear  a  calm  contented  sigh. 

What  silence  dwells  between 

Those  seyered  lips  serene! 
The  rapture  of  sweet  waiting  breathes  anii  growa. 

What  trance-like  peace  is  shed 

On  her  reclining  head, 
And  e'en  on  listless  feet  what  languor  of  repose! 

Angels  of  joy  and  love 

Lean  softly  from  above 
And  whisper  to  her  sweet  and  niarrellous  things; 

Tell  of  the  golden  gate 

That  opened  wide  doth  wait, 
And  shadow  her  dim  sleep  with  their  celestial  wings. 

Hearing  of  that  blest  shore 

She  thinks  on  earth  no  more. 
Contented  to  forego  this  wintry  land. 

She  has  nor  thought  nor  care 

But  to  rest  calmly  there. 
And  hold  the  snowdrops  pale  that  blossom  in  her 
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But  on  the  other  face 

Broodeth  a  mournful  grace, 
Thia  had  foreboding  thoughts  beyond  her  years, 

While  ainking  thus  to  sleep 

She  saw  her  mother  weop, 
And  could  not  lift  her  hand  to  dry  tliose  heart-siclj 

Could  not  ^  but  failing  lay. 

Sighed  )ier  young  life  away, 
And  let  her  arm  drop  down  in  listless  rest, 

Too  weary  on  that  bed 

To  turn  her  dying  head, 
Or  fold  the  little  sister  nearer  to  her  breast. 

Yet  this  is  faintly  told 

On  features  fair  and  cold, 
A  look  of  calm  surprise,  of  meek  regret, 

As  if  with  life  oppressed 

She  turned  her  to  her  rest, 
But  felt  her  mother's  love  and  looked  not  to  forget. 

Uow  wistfully  thpy  close, 
Sweet  eyes,  to  their  repose  ! 
How  quietly  declines  the  placid  brow  1 
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THE  SNOWDROP 

The  young  lips  seem  to  say, 
■'  I  have  wept  much  to-day, 
And  felt  some  bitter  pains,  tut  thcj  are  over  now." 

Sleep!  there  are  left  below 

Many  who  pine  to  go, 
Blany  who  lay  it  to  their  chastened  souls, 

That  gloomy  daya  draw  nigh, 

And  they  are  blest  who  die, 
For  this  green  world  grows  worse  the  longer  that  she 

And  as  for  me  I  know 

A  little  of  her  woe. 
Her  yeaining  want  doth  in  my  soul  abide, 

And  sighs  of  tiem  that  weep, 

"  0  put  us  soon  to  sleep, 
For  when  wo  wake^  with  Thee — we  shall  be  satisfied." 
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AN  ANCIENT   CHESS  KING. 

T  TAPLY  some  Rajah  first  in  the  ages  gone 
-*-  -*-    Amid  his  languid  ladies  fingered  tiiee, 

While  a  black  nightingale,  Bun-awart  as  he, 
Sang  his  one  wife,  love's  passionate  oraison  ; 
Haply  thou  maj'st  have  pleased  Old  Prester  John 

Among  hia  pastures,  when  full  royally 

He  sat  in  tent,  grave  shepherds  at  his  knee. 
While  lamps  oi  halsam  winked  and  glimmered  on. 
What  doest  thou  here?    Thy  masters  are  all  dead; 

My  heart  is  full  of  ruth  and  yearning  pain 
At  sight  of  thee;  0  king  that  hast  a  crown 

Outlasting  theirs,  and  tell'st  of  greatness  fled 
Through  cloud-hung  uighta  of  unabated  rain 
And  murmurs  of  the  dark  majeslic  town. 
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COMFOET  m  THE  NIGHT. 

SHE  thought  by  heaven's  high  wall  that  aho  did  stray 
Till  she  beheld  the  everlasting  gate; 

And  she  climlied  up  to  it  to  long,  and  wait, 
Feel  with  her  hands  {for  it  was  niglit),  and  lay 
Her  lips  to  it  with  kisses;  thus  to  pray 

That  it  might  open  to  her  desolate. 

And  lo!  it  trembled,  lo!  her  passionate 
Crying  prevailed.     A  little,  little  way 
It  opened:  there  fell  out  a  thread  of  light. 

And  she  saw  wiiigfed  wonders  move  within; 
Also  she  heard  sweet  talking  as  tbey  meant 
To  comfort  her.     They  said,  "  Who  comes  to-night 

Shall  one  day  certiunly  an  entrance  win; " 
Then  the  gate  closed  and  she  awoke  content. 
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THOUGH  ALL   GREAT  DEEDS. 

'T~*!IOUfiH  all  great  deeds  were  proved  but  fables 

Though  earth's  old  story  could  be  told  anew, 
Though  the  sweet  fashions  loved  of  them  that  sue 
Were  empty  as  the  ruined  Delphian  shrine  — 
Though  God  did  never  man,  in  words  benign, 
With  sense  of  His  great  Fatherhood  endue, — 
Thoagh  life  immortal  were  a  dream  untrue, 
And  He  that  promised  it  were  not  divine  — 
Though  sou!,  though  spirit  were  not,  and  all  hope 

Reaching  beyond  the  bourn,  melted  away; 
Though  virtue  had  no  goal  and  good  no  scope, 

But  both  were  doomed  to  end  with  this  our  clay — 
Though  all  these  were  not,  —to  the  ungraced  heir 
Would  this  rem^n,  — to  live,  as  though  they  were. 
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THE  LONG  WHITE   SEAil. 

AS  I  came  round  the  harbor  buoy, 
The  lights  began  to  gleam, 
No  waTe  the  land-locked  water  stirred, 

The  crags  were  white  as  cream; 
And  I  marked  my  love  by  candle-light 
Sewing  her  long  white  seam. 
It's  aye  sewing  ashore,  my  dear, 

Watch  and  steer  at  sea, 
It's  reef  and  furl,  and  haial  tbe  line. 
Set  sail  and  think  of  tliee. 

1  climbed  to  reach  her  cottage  door; 

O  sweetly  my  love  sings! 
Like  a  shaft  of  light  her  voice  breaks  forth, 

My  soul  to  meet  it  springs 
As  the  shining  water  leaped  of  old, 
When  stirred  by  angel  wings. 
Aye  longing  to  list  anew. 

Awake  and  in  my'dream. 
But  never  a  song  she  sang  like  this, 
Sewing  lier  long  white  scam. 
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Fair  fall  the  lights,  the  harbor  lights. 

That  brought  me  in  to  thee, 
Aiid  peace  drop  down  on  that  low  roof 

For  the  sight  that  1  did  see. 
And  the  voice,  nij  dear,  that  rang  bo  clear 
All  for  the  love  of  me. 
For  0,  tor  O,  with  brows  bent  low 
By  the  candle's  flickering  gleam, 
Her  wedding  gowa  it  was  she  wrouglit, 
Sewing  the  long  white  seam. 
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AN  OLD  WIFE'S  SONG. 

AND  what  will  je  bear,  my  daughters  dear?  — 
Oh,  what  will  je  hear  tliis  night? 
Shall  I  sing  you  a  song  of  the  yuktide  cheer. 
Or  of  lovers  and  Indies  bright? 

"  Tbou  shalt  sing,"  thej  saj  (for  we  dwell  far  away 
From  the  land  where  fain  would  we  be), 

"  Thou  shalt  sing  ub  again  some  old-world  strain 
That  is  sung  in  our  own  couiitrie. 

"  Thou  shalt  mind  ub  so  of  the  times  long  ago. 

When  we  walked  on  the  upland  lea, 
M'hile  the  old  harbor  Ught  wased  faint  in  the  white, 

Long  rays  shooting  out  from  the  sea; 

"  While  lambs  were  yet  asleep,  and  the  dew  lay  deep 
On  the  grass,  and  their  fleeces  clean  and  fair. 

Never  grass  was  seen  so  thiclt  nor  so  green 
As  the  grass  that  grew  up  there! 
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"Ill  tilt  tcvn  was  no  smoke,  for  iiona  there  awoke  — 
At  our  foot  it  liiy  still  as  still  could  be ; 

And  we  saw  far  below  the  long  river  flow, 
And  the  sehoouers  a-warping  out  to  sea. 

"  Sin<^  us  now  a  striiiu  shiill  make  us  feel  again 
As  we  felt  in  tliat  sacred  peace  of  morn, 

When  we  had  the  first  view  of  the  wet  sparkling  dew, 
111  the  shyness  of  a  day  just  horn." 

So  I  sang  an  old  song  —  it  was  plain  and  not  long  — 
I  had  sung  it  very  oft  when  they  were  small; 

And  long  ere  it  was  done  they  wept  every  one: 
Yet  this  was  all  the  song  —  this  was  all: — 

The  snow  lies  white,  and  the  moon  gives  light, 

I'll  ont  to  the  freezing  mere, 
And  ease  my  heart  with  one  little  aong, 

For  none  will  be  nigh  to  hear. 

And  it's  0  my  love,  my  love! 

And  it's  0  my  dear,  my  dear! 
It's  of  lier  that  I'll  sing  till  the  wild  woods  ring, 

When  nobody's  nigli  to  hear. 
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My  love  is  yoimg,  she  is  young,  is  young; 

When  she  laughs  the  dimple  dips. 
We  walked  in  the  wind,  and  bev  long  Jocks  blew 
Till  sweetly  they  touched  ray  lips. 
And  I'll  out  to  the  freezing  raere, 
Where  the  stiff  reeds  whistle  so  low. 
And  I'll  ttU  my  mind  to  the  friendly  wind. 
Because  I  have  loved  her  so. 

Ay,  and  she's  true,  my  lady  is  true! 

And  that's  the  best  of  it  all ; 
And  when  she  blushes  my  heart  so  yearns 

That  tears  are  ready  to  fall. 

And  it's  0  my  love,  my  love! 

And  it's  0  my  dear,  my  dear! 
It's  of  her  that  I'll  sing  till  the  wild  woods  ring, 

When  nobody's  nigh  to  hear. 
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COLD,  mj  dear,  — cold  and  qiuel. 
In  their  cups  on  yonder  lea. 
Cowslips  fold  the  brown  bee's  diet; 
So  the  raoss  enfoldeth  tiiee. 
"  Plant  me,  plant  me,  0  love,  a  hiy  flower  — 
Plant  at  my  head,  I  pra,y  you,  a  green  tree; 
And  when  our  children  sleep,"  she  sighed,   "at  th 
dusk  hour, 
And  when  the  lily  blossoms,  O  come  out  to  mel " 

Lost,  my  dear?     Lost!  nay,  deepest 

Love  is  that  which  loseth  least; 

Through  the  nigkt-time  while  thou  aleepest. 

Still  I  watch  the  shrouded  east. 

Near  thee,  near  thee,  my  wife  that  aye  liveth, 

"Lost"  is  no  word  for  such  a  love  as  mine; 

Love  from  her  past  to  me  a  present  giveth, 

Aud  love  itself  doth  comfort,  making  pain  divine. 
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Rest,  my  dear,  rest.     Fair  showetli 
That  which  was,  and  not  in  vain 
Sacred  have  I  kept,  God  knowcth. 
Love's  last  words  atween  us  twain. 
"  Hold  bj  our  past,  my  only  love,  ray  lover; 
Fall  not,  hut  rise,  O  love,  hy  loss  of  me!" 
l5ougha  from  out  garden,  white  witii  bloom  himg  over. 
Love,  now  the  children  slumber,  I  come  out  to  thee. 
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A   SNOW"  MOUNTAIN. 

CAN  T  make  white  enough  my  thought  for  thee, 
Or  wash  my  words  in  light?    Thou  hast  no  mate 
To  sit  aloft  in  the  silence  silently 

And  twin  those  matchless  heights  undesecrate. 
Eeverend  as  Lear,  when,  lorn  of  shelter,  lie 

Stood,  with  his  old  white  head,  surprised  at  fate ; 
Alone  as  Galileo,  when,  set  free, 

Before  the  stars  he  mused  disconsolate. 
Ay,  and  remote,  as  the  dead  lords  of  song, 

Great  masters  who  have  made  ns  what  we  are. 
For  thou  and  thej  have  taught  us  how  to  long 

And  fee!  a  sacred  want  of  the  fair  and  far: 
Reign,  and  keep  life  in  this  our  deep  desire  — 

Our  only  greatness  is  that  we  aspire. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


/~\  SLEEP,  we  are  lieliolden  to  thee,  sleep, 

^— '      Thou  bearest  angels  to  us  in  the  night, 
Satnta  out  of  heaFen  with  paJras.     Seen  by  thy  light 

Sorrow  is  some  old  tale  that  goeth  not  deep ; 

Love  is  a  pouting  child.     Once  I  did  sweep 

Through  space  with  thee,  and  lo,  a  dazzling  sight  — 
Stars  I   They  came  on,  I  felt  their  drawing  and  might; 

And  some  had  dari  companions.     Once  (I  weep 

When  1  reniem.ber  that)  we  sailed  the  tide, 

And  found  fair  isles,  where  no  isles  used  to  bide, 
And  met  there  my  lost  loye,  who  SMd  to  me. 

That  'twas  a  long  mistake:  he  had  not  died. 
Sleep,  in  the  world  to  come  how  strange  'twill  be 
Kerer  to  want,  nerer  to  wish  for  theel 
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PROMISING. 

ONCE,  a  new  world,  the  sunswar 
Columbus,  promised,  and  waa  aore  withstood, 
Ungraced,  unhelped,  unheard  for  many  a  year; 

But  let  at  last  to  make  his  promise  good. 
Promised  and  promising  1  go,  moat  dear, 

To  better  my  dull  heart  with  love's  sweet  feud, 
My  life  with  its  most  reverent  hope  and  fear, 

And  my  religion,  with  fair  gratitude. 
0  we  must  part;  the  stars  for  me  contend. 

And  all  the  winds  that  blow  on  all  the  seas. 
Through  wonderful  waste  places  I  muat  wend. 

And  with  a  promise  my  sad  soul  appease. 
Promise  then,  promise  much  of  far-off  blisa; 
But  —  ah,  for  present  joy,  give  me  one  kiss. 
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LOVE. 

WHO  Teileth  lo^e  should  first  have  Tanquislied 
fate. 
She  folded  up  the  dream  in  her  deep  heart, 
Her  fair  full  lipa  were  silent  on  that  smart, 

Thick  fringed  eyes  did  on  the  grasses  wait. 

WTiat  good?  one  eloquent  blush,  but  one,  and  straight 
Tiie  meaning  of  a  life  was  known;  for  art 
Is  often  foiled  in  playing  nature's  part. 

And  time  holda  nothing  long  inviolate. 

Earth's  buried  seed  springs  up  —  slowly,  oi  fast; 

Tte  ring  came  home,  that  one  in  ages  past 
Fhing  to  the  keeping  of  unfathomed  seas: 
And  golden  apples  on  the  mystic  trees 

Were  sought  and  found,  and  borne  away  at  last. 
Though  watched  of  the  divine  Hesperides. 
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THE  Deaths  op  Three  Lovely  Chil- 

HO   WERE    TAKEN    FROM   THEIR   pARENTS 

A  Month  op  one  a 


"VT'ELLOWleavea,  how  fast  they  flutter  — woodland 
-■-      hollows  thickly  streniog, 
Where  the  wan  October  aatibeams  soaiitly  in  the 
mid-day  win, 
While  the  dim  gray  clouds  are  drifting,  and  in  sad- 
dened hues  imbuing 

All  without  and  all  within  1 
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All  ftithin'  but  winds  of  autumn,  little  Henry,  round 
their  dwelling 
Did  not  load  your  father's  spirit  with  those  deep  and 
burdened  sighs ;  — 
Only  echoed  thoughts  of  sadaesa,  in  your  mother's 
bosom  swelling. 

Fast  as  tears  that  dim  hai  eyes. 


Life  is  fraught  with  many  changes,  ehected  with  sorrow 
and  mutation. 
But  no  grief  it  ever  lightened  Sttch  a  truth  before  to 

I  behold  them  —  fattier,  mother — as  they  seemed  to 
contemplation. 

Only  three  short  weelis  ago  I 

Saddened  for  the  morrow's  pariiing  —  up  the  stairs  at 
midnight  stealing — 
As  with  cautious  foot  we  glided  past  the  children's 
open  door,  — ■ 
"Come  in  here,"  they  sajd,  the  lamplight  dimpled 
forms  at  last  revealing, 

"  Kiss  them  in  their  sleep  once  more." 
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You  were  sleeping,   littlB  Henry,   with  your  eyelids 
scarcely  closing. 
Two  Bweet  faces  near  together,  with  their  rounded 
arma  entwined:  — 
AJid  the  rose-bud  lips  were  moving,  aa  if  stirred  in 
their  reposing 

By  the  movements  of  the  mindl 

And  your  mother  smoothed  the  pillow,  and  her  sleep- 
ing treasures  numbered, 
Whispering  fondly  —  "He  is  dreaming"  —  as  you 
turned  upon  your  bed  — 
And  your  father  stooped  to  kiss  you,  happy  dreamer, 
as  you  slumhered. 

With  his  hand  upon  your  head! 

Did  he  know  ths  true  deep  meaning  o£  his  blessing? 

Nol  he  never 
Heard    alar    the    summons    uttered  — "  Coine    up 

hither  "  —  Never  knew 
How  the  awful  Angel  faces  kept  his  sleeping  hoy  for 

And  for  ever  in  their  view. 
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Awful  Faces,  unimpassioned,  silent  Presences  were 

Shrouding  wings — ^  majestic  tunings  —  hidden  by  this 
earthly  veil  — 
Such  as  we  hare  called  oa,  saying,  ' '  Praise  the  Lord, 
0  Ananias, 

Azarias  and  Misael! " 


But  we  sa^v  not,  and  wiio  kiioweth,  what  the  n 
Spirits  taught  him, 
To  that  one  small  bed  drawn  nearer,  when  we  loft 
hiui  to  their  will? 
While  he  slumbered,  who  can  answer  for  what  dreams 
they  may  have  brought  him. 

When  at  midnight  all  was  still? 

Father!  Mother!  nmst  you  leave  him  on  his  bed,  but 
not  to  slumber? 
Are  tJie  small  hands  meekly  folded  on  his  breast, 
hut  not  to  pray?    . 
\Yhen  you  count  your  children  over,  must  you  tell  a 
different  number, 

Since  that  happier  yesterday? 
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Father!  Mother!  weep  if  need  be,  since  this  is  a  "time" 
for  weeping, 
Comfort  cornea  not  for  the  calling,  giief  ia  never 
argued  down  — 
Coldly  sounds  the  admonition,  "Why  lament?  in  bet- 
ter keeping 

Rests  the  child  than  in  your  own." 

"  Truth  indeed  !    but,  oh  !    compassion  !    Have  you 
sought  to  scan  my  sorrow?  " 
(Mother,  you  shall  meekly  ponder,  list'niag  to  that 

"  Does  yonr  heart  repeat  its  echo,  or  hy  fellow-feehng 
borrow 

£ycq  a  tone  that  might  avail  ? 

"  Might  avail  to  steal  it  from  me,  hy  its  deep  heart- 
warm  afEectioa  ? 
Might  perceive  by  strength  of  loving  how  the  fond 
words  to  combine  ? 
Surely  no !  I  will  be  silent,  in  your  soul  ia  no  reflection 
Of  the  care  that  burdena  mine!" 
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WLcQ  the  winter  twilight  gathers,  Father,  and  your 
thoughts  shall  wander, 
Sitting  lonely  you  shall  blend  him  with  your  listless 

Half  forgetful  what  division  holds  the  form  whereon 
you  ponder 

From  its  place  upon  your  knees — 

With       t    t    f  re    llection,  with  a  half-reproachful 
w  nd 
Ot    ta  1±    1      h  a  tshall  question,  "Art  Thouthcn 
n    1  n        h      ? 
Is  it  so,  uiy  little  Henry?     Are  we  set  so  far  asunder 
Who  were  wont  to  be  so  uear?" 


While  the  fire-light  dimly  flickers,  and  the  lengthened 
shades  are  meeting. 
To  itself  the  heart  shall  answer,  "He  shall  come  to 

I  shall  never  hear  his  footsteps  nor  the  child's  sweet 
voice  entreating 

For  admission  at  my  door," 
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But  upon  !/our  iaji,  fair  forehead,  no  regrets  nov  griefa 
ate  dwelling, 
Neither  sorrow  nor  disquiet  do  the  peaceful  fcaturea 

Nor  that  look,  whose  wistful  beauty  seemed  tbcir  sad 
hearts  to  be  telling, 

"  Daylight  breateth,  let  me  go!" 

Daylight  hreaketh,  little  Henry;  in  its  beams  your 
soid  awaketh  -^ 
What  tliough  night  should  close  around  us,  dim  and 
dreary  to  the  view  — 
Though  our  souls  should  walk  in  darkness,  far  away 
that  morning  hreaketh 

Into  eodlesa  day  for  you! 


TtiEY  have  left  you,  little  Heni-y,  but  they  have 
left  you  lonely  — 
Brothers'  hearts  so  knit  together  could  not,  n 
not  separate  dwell. 
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Fain  to  seek  you  in  the  mansions  far  away—  One  lin- 
gered only 

To  bill  those  behind  farewell! 

Gentle  Boy  !-^  His  childlike  nature  in  most  guileless 
form  was  moulded, 
And  it  may  be  that  his  spirit  wote  in  glory  nnaware. 
Since  so  calmly  he  resigued  it,  with  his  haads  still 
meekly  folded, 

Haviijg  aaii  his  evening  prayer. 

Or  — if    conscious  of    that    summons— "  Speak,   0 
Lord,  Thy  servant  hearetli "  — 
As  one  said,  whose  name  they  gave  him,  might  hia 
wilUng  answer  be, 
"  Here  am  I "  —  like  him  replying- —  "  At  Thy  gates 
my  soul  appeareth. 

For  behold  Thou  calledst  me!" 

A  deep  silence  —  utter  silence,  on  his  earthly  home 
descendeth :  — 
Reading,   playing,   sleeping,  waking  —  he  is  gone, 
and  few  remain! 
"0  the  loss!"' — they  utter,  weeping  —  every  voice 
its  echo  lendeth  — 

"0  the  loss!  "  —  But,  0  tlie  gaiul 
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On  that  tranquil  shore  his  spirit  was  vouchsafed  an 
early  landing. 
Lest  the  toils  of  crime  should  stain  it,  or  tlie  tlirail 
of  guilt  control  — 
Lest  that  "wickedness  should  alter  the  yet  simple 
understanding, 

Or  deceit  beguile  his  soul! " 

"  Lay  not  up  on  earth  thy  treasure  "  — they  have  read 
that  sentence  duly, 
Moth  and  rust  shall  fret  tiiy  riohea  —  earthly  good 
hath  swift  decay  — 
"Even  so,"  each  heart  replieth — "As  forme,  my 
riches  truly 

Make  them  wings  and  flee  away!" 

"  O  my  riches!  —  O  my  children!  —  dearest  part  of  life 
and  being, 
Treasures  looked  to  for  the   solace   of   this  life's 
declining  years,  — 
Were  our  voices  cold  to  hearing  —  or  our  faces  cold  to 
seeing, 

That  ye  left  Ufl  to  our  tears!  " 
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"  We  inherit  coBscious  silence,  cfeasing  of  some  merry 
laughter, 
And  the  bash  of  two  sweet  voices  —  (healing  sounds 
for  spirits  hruised!) 
Of  the  tread  of  joyous  footsteps  in  the  pathway  follow- 
ing after, 

Of  two  names  no  longer  used  I ' ' 

Question  for  them,  little   Sister,  in  your  sweet  an4 
childish  fashion  — 
Search  and  seek  them,  Baby  Brother,  with  your 
calm  and  asking  eyes  — 
Dimpled  lips  that  fail  to  utter  fond  appeal  or  sad  com- 
passion, 

Mild  regret  or  dim  surprise! 

There  are  two  till  trees  ihove  you,  by  the  high  east 
window  grcwni:; 
Underneath  them    slumber  sweetly,  lapt  in  silence 

Bave,  when  pealing  m  the  distance,  organ  notes  to- 
wards you  flowing 

Echo — with  a  pause  betwecnl 
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And  that  pause?  —  a  voice  shall  flU  it  —  tones  that 
blessed  yoa  daily,  nightly, 
Well  beloved,  but  not  sufficing,  Sleepers,  to  awake 
you  now, 
Though  so  near  he  stand,  that  shadows  from  your 
trees  may  tremble  lightly 

On  his  hoot  and  on  his  brow! 


Sleep  then  ever!     Neither  singing  of  sweet  birds  shall 
break  your  slumber. 
Neither  fall  of  dew,  nor  sunshine,  dance  of  leaves, 
nor  drift  o£  snow, 
Charm  those  dropt  lids  more  to  open,  nor  the  tranquil 
bosoms  cumber 

With  one  care  for  things  below  I 

It  is  something,  the 


Weep  no  past  and  dread  no  future  —  know  not  sigh- 
ing, feel  not  pain  — 
Nor  a  day  that  looketh  forward  to  a  mournfuller  to- 

"  Clouds  returning  after  rain  1  '* 
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ITo,  far  off,  the  daylight  hreaieth,  in  its  beams  each 
soul  awaketh; 
"Whiit  though  clouds,"  tiiej  sigh,  "be  gathered 
dark  and  stormy  to  the  view, 
Though  the  light  our  eyes  forsaketh,  fresh  and  sweet 
behold  it  breaketh 

Into  endless  day  for  you  I " 


KATIE,   AGED  FIVE  YEARS. 

(ASLEKP   IN    THE    DAYTIME.) 

All  rough  winds  are  hushed  and  sOent,  golden  light 
the  meadow  steepetli, 
And  the  last  October  roses  daily  was  more  pale  and 

They  have  laid  a  gathered  blossom  on  the  breast  of 
one  who  sleepeth 

With  a  sunbeam,  on  her  hair. 

Calm,  and  draped  in  snowy  raiment  she  lies  still,  as 
one  that  dreameth, 
And  a  grave  sweet  smile  hath  parted  dimpled  lipB 
that  may  not  speak  j 
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Slanting  down  that  naiTow  sunbeam  like  a  ray  of 
glorj  gleameth 

On  the  sainted  brow  and  cheek. 

There  is  silence !    They  who  watch  her,  apeak  no  word 
of  grief  or  wailing, 
In  a  strange  unwonted  calranesa  they  gaze  on  and 
cannot  cease, 
Though  the  pulse  of  life  beat  faintly,  thought  shrink 
back,  and  hope  be  failing, 

They,  like  Aaron,  "hold  their  peace-" 

While  they  gaze  on  her,  the  deep  beO  with  its  long 
slow  pauses  soundeth ; 
Long   they   hearken  —  father  —  mother  —  love    has 
nothing  more  to  say: 
Beating  time  to  feet  of  Angels  leading  her  where  love 
aboundeth 

Tolls  the  heavy  bell  this  day. 

Still  in  silence  to  its  tolling  they  count  over  all  her 
meetncss 
To  lie  near  their  hearts  and  soothe  them  in  all  sor- 
rows and  all  fears ; 
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Her  short  life  lies  spread  before  them,  hut  they  cannot 
tell  her  sweetness, 

Easily  as  tell  her  years. 

Only  daughter  — Ah!    how  fondly   Thought   around 
that  lost  name  lingers, 
Oft  when  lone  your  mother  sitteth,  she  shall  weep 
and  droop  her  head, 
She  shall  inonm  her  bahy-seinpstress,  \Yith  those  imi- 
tative fingers, 

Drawing  out  her  aimless  thread. 

In  your  father's  Future  cometii  many  a  sad  uncheered 
to-morrow. 
But  in  sleep   shall  three  fair  faces  heavcnly-oalm 
ton  ards  him  lean  — 
Like  a  threefold  cord  shall   driw  him   through   the 
weariness  of  sorrow, 

Near'-r  to  the  things  unseen. 

With  the  closing  of  your  eyelids  close  tlie  dri'ams  of 
espectation, 
And  BO  ends  the  fairest  chapter  in  the  records  of 
their  way: 
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Therefore  —  O  thou  God  most  holy  —  God  of  reat  and 
consolation, 

Be  Thou  near  to  them  this  day! 

Be  Thou  near,  when  thej  shall  nightly,  by  the  bed  of 
infant  hrothera. 
Hear  their  soft  and  gentle  hveatliing,  and  shall  hless 
them  on  their  knees; 
And  shall  think  how  coldly  falleth  the  white  moonhght 
on  the  others, 

In  their  bed  heneath  the  trees. 

Be  Thou  near,  when  they,  they  onli/,  bear  those  faeea 
in  remenibrance, 
And  the  number  of   their  children   strangers   ask 
them  with  a  smile; 
And  when  other  childlike  faces  touch  them  by  the 
strong  resemblance 

To  those  turned  to  them  erewhile. 

Be  Thou  near,  each  chastened  Spirit  for  its  course  aL_ 
oonfiiot  nerving. 
Let  Thy  voice   say,    "  Father  — mothcr^Io  !   thy 
treasures  live  above ! 
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Now  be  strong,  lie  strong,  no  longer  cumbered  over- 
much with  serving 

At  the  shrine  of  human  love." 

Let  tliem  sleep!    In  course  of  ages  e'ea  tiie  Holy 
House  shall  crurahle, 
And  the  broad  and  stately  steeple  one  day  bend  to 
its  decline. 
And  high  arches,  ancient  arches  bowed  and  docted 
in  clothing  humble. 

Creeping  moss  shall  round  them,  twine. 

Ancient  arches,  old  and  hoary,  sunny  beams  shall 
glimmer  through  them, 
And  invest  them  with  a  beauty  we  would  fain  they 
should  not  share, 
And  the  moonlight  slanting  down  them,  the  white 
mooidight  shall  imbue  them 

With  a  sadness  dim  and  fair. 

Then  the  soft  green  moss  shall  wrap  you,  and  the 
world  shall  all  forget  you. 
Life,  and  stir,  and  toil,  and  tumult  unawares  shall 
pass  you  by; 
Generations  come  and  Taniah:  but  it  shall  not  griere 
nor  fret  you, 

That  they  sin,  or  that  they  sigh. 
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And  the  world,  grown  old  in  sinning,  shall  deny  her 
first  begiuning. 
And  think  scorn  of  words  which  whisper  how  that 
all  must  pass  away; 
Time's  arrest  and  intermission  shall  account  a  vain 
tradition, 

And  a  dream,  the  reckoning  day! 

Till  Ilia  blast,  a  blast  o£  terror,  shall  awake  in  shame 
and  sadness 
Faitliless  milliona  to  a  vision  of  the  failing  earth 
and  abies, 
And  more  sweet  than  song  of  Angels,  in  their  shout 
of  joy  and  gladness, 

Call  the  dead  in  Christ  to  rise! 

Then,  by  One  Man's  intercession,  standing  clear  from 
their  transgression. 
Father  — mother  —  you  shall  meet  them  fairer  than 
they  were  before, 
Aud  have  joy  with  the  Redeemed,  joy  ear  hath  not 
heard  —  heart  drearatd, 
Ay  for  evi 
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MARGARET  BY  THE  MERE  SIDE. 

LYING  imbedded  in  tlie  green  champaign 
That  gives  no  shadow  to  thy  silvery  face, 
Open  to  all  the  heavens,  and  all  their  train, 

ITie  marshalled  clouds  that  cross  with  stately  pace. 
Ho  steadfast  hitU  on  thee  reflected  rest, 
Nor  waver  with  the  dimpling  of  thy  breast. 

O,  silent  Mere !  about  whose  marges  spring 
Thick  bulrushes  to  hide  the  reed-bird's  nest; 

Where  the  shy  ousel  dips  her  glossy  wing, 
And  balanced  in  the  water  takes  her  rest: 

While  under  bending  leaves,  all  gem-arrayed, 

JJlue  dragou-flies  sit  pautiug  in.  the  shade: 
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Warm,  stilly  place,  the  sundew  loves  thee  well, 
And  the  green  sward  comes  creeping  to  thy  brink, 

And  golden  saxifrage  and  pimpernel 

Lean  down  to  thee  their  perfumed  heads  to  drink ; 

And  heavy  with  the  weight  of  bees  doth  bend 

Wliite  clover,  and  beneath  thy  wave  descend; 

While  the  sweet  scent  of  bean-flelds,  floated  wide 

On  a  long  eddy  of  the  lightsome  air 
Over  the  level  me-ad  td  thy  lone  side. 

Doth  lose  itself  among  thy  zephyrs  rare, 
With  wafts  from  hawthorn  bowers  and  new-cut  hay, 
And  hlooming  orchards  lying  far  away. 

Thou  hast  thy  Sabbaths,  when  a  deeper  calm 
Descends  upon  thee,  q^uiet  Mere,  and  then 

There  is  a  sound  of  bells,  a  far-off  psalm 

From  gray  church  towers,  that  swims  across  the  fen ; 

And  the  light  sigh  where  grass  and  waters  meet, 

Js  thy  meek  welcome  to  the  visit  sweet. 

Thou  hast  thy  lovers.     Though  the  angler's  rod 
Dimple  thy  surface  seldom;  though  the  oar 

Fill  not  with  silvery  globes  thy  fringing  sod, 
Nor  send  long  ripples  to  thy  lonely  shore; 

Though  few,  as  in  a  glass,  have  cared  to  trace 

The  smile  of  nature  moving  on  thy  face; 
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Thou  hast  thy  lovers  truly.     'Mid  the  cold 

Of  nortliern  tama  the  wild-fowl  dream  of  thee, 

And,  keeping  thee  in  mind,  thdr  wings  unfold, 
And  ahape  their  course,  hij^h  soaring,  til!  they  see 

Down  in  the  world,  like  molten  silver,  rest 

Their  goal,  and  screaming  plunge  them  iu  thy  hrcast. 

Fair  Margaret,  who  sitteat  ail  day  long 
On  the  gr.iy  stone  beneath  the  ayeamore, 

The  howering  tree  with  branches  lithe  and  strong, 
The  only  one  to  grace  the  level  shore, 

Why  dost  tliou  wait?  for  whom  with  patient  cheer 

Gaze  yet  so  wistful'y  adown  the  Mere? 

Thou  canst  not  teli,  thou  dost  not  know,  alas! 

Long  ivatchings  leave  behind  them  little  trace; 
And  yet  how  sweetly  must  the  mornings  pass. 

That  bring  that  dreamy  calmness  to  thy  face! 
How  quickly  must  the  evenings  come  that  find 
Thee  still  regret  to  leave  the  Mere  behind! 

Thy  cheek  is  resting  on  thy  hand;  thine  eyes 
Are  like  twin  violets  but  half  onclosed, 

And  quiet  aa  the  deeps  in  yonder  skies. 
Never  more  peacefully  in  love  reposed 

A  mother'a  gaae  upon  her  offspring  dear. 

Than  thine  upon  the  long  far- stretching  Mere. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


110 


Sweet  innocent !     Tliy  yellow  hair  floats  low 
In  rippling  undulations  on  thy  hreast, 

Then  stealing  down  the  parted  love-locks  flow. 
Bathed  in  a  sunbeam  on  thy  knees  to  rest, 

And  touch  those  idle  hands  that  folded  lie. 

Having  from  sport  and  toil  a  like  immunity. 

Through  thy  life's  dream  with  what  a  touching  grace 
Childhood  attends  thee,  nearly  woman  grown; 

Her  dimples  linger  yet  upon  thy  face, 
Like  dews'upon  a  lily  this  day  blown ; 

Thy  sighs  are  bora  of  peace,  unruffled,  deep ; 

So  the  babe  sighs  on  mother's  breast  asleep. 

It  sighs,  and  wakes, — but  thou!  thy  dream  is  all. 
And  thou  wevt  bom  for  it,  and  it  for  thee; 

Morn  doth  not  take  thy  heart,  nor  evenfall 
Charm  out  its  sorrowful  fidelity. 

Nor  noon  beguile  thee  from  the  pastoral  shore, 

And  thy  long  watch  beneath  the  sycamore. 

No,  down  the  Mere,  as  far  as  eye  can  see. 
Whore  its  long  reaches  fade  into  the  sky. 

Thy  constant  gaae,  fair  child,  rests  lovingly; 
But  neither  thou  nor  any  can  descry 

Aught  but  the  grassy  banks,  the  rustling  sedge, 

And  flocks  of  wild-fowl  splashing  at  their  edge. 
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And  jet  'tia  not  with  expectation  hushed 
That  thy  luute  losy  mouth  doth  pouting  close: 

No  fluttering  hope  to  thy  young  heart  e'er  rushed, 
Nor  disappointdisiit  troubled  its  repose; 

All  satisfied  with  gaaing  evermore 

Along  the  suiiny  Mere  and  reedy  shore. 

The  brooding  wren  flies  pertly  near  thy  scat. 
Thou  wilt  not  move  to  mark  her  glancing  wing; 

The  tiniid  sheep  browse  close  before  thy  feet, 
And  heedless  at  thy  side  do  thrushes  sing. 

So  long  amongst  them  thou  hast  spent  thy  days, 

They  know  that  harmless  hand  thou  wilt  not  raise. 

Thou  wilt  cot  Uft  it  up  — not  e'en  to  take 
The  foxglove  hells  that  flourish  in  t!ie  shade, 

And  put  them  in  thy  bosom;  not  to  make 
A  posy  of  wild  hyacinth  inlaid 

Like  bright  mosaic  in  the  mossy  grass, 

With  freckled  orchis  and  pale  sassafras. 

Gaze  on ;  —  take  in  the  voices  of  the  Mere, 
The  break  of  shallow  water  at  thy  feet, 

Its  splash  among  long  reeds  and  grasses  sere. 
And  its  weird  sobbing,  —  hollow  music  meet 

For  ears  like  thine;  listen  and  take  thy  fill. 

And  dream  on  it  by  night,  when  aU  is  still. 
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Full  sixteen  years  have  slowly  passed  away. 
Young  Margaret,  since  thy  foud  mother  here 

Came  down,  a  six  months'  wife,  one  April  day. 
To  see  her  husband's  boat  go  down  the  Mere, 

And  track  its  course,  till,  lost  in  distancH  blue, 

In  mellow  light  it  faded  from  her  view. 

It  faded,  and  she  never  saw  it  more ;  — 
Nor  any  human  eye;  —  oh,  grief  1  oh,  woe! 

It  faded,  —  and  returned  not  to  the  shore; 
But  far  above  it  still  the  waters  flow  — 

And  none  beheld  it  sink,  and  none  could  tell 

Where  coldly  slept  the  form  she  loved  so  well  I 

But  that  sad  day,  unknondng  of  her  fate, 

She  homeward  turn'd  her  still  reluctant  feet; 

And  at  her  wheel  she  spun,  till,  dark  and  late. 

The   evening  fell; — -the   time   when   they   should 

Till  the  stars  paled  that  at  dtep  midnight  burned  — 
And  morning  dawned,  and  he  was  not  returned. 

And  the  bright  sun  came  up  —  she  thought  too  soon, — 
And  shed  his  ruddy  light  along  the  Mere; 

And  day  wore  on  too  quickly,  and  at  noon 
She  came  and  wept  beside  the  waters  clear, 

"  How  could  he  be  so  late?"  — and  then  hope  fled; 

And  disappointment  darkened  into  dread. 
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He  NEVER  came,  and  she  ■with  weepings  sore 

Peered  in  the  water-flags  unceasingly; 
Through  all  the  undulations  of  the  shore, 

Looking  for  that  whieh  most  she  feared  to  see. 
And  then  she  took  home  sorrow  to  her  heart, 
And  brooded  over  its  cold,  cruel  smart. 

And  after,  desolate  she  sat  alone 

And  mourned,  refusing  to  be  comforted. 

On  the  gray  stone,  the  moss-embroidered  stone, 
With  the  great  sycamore  above  her  head; 

Till  after  many  days  a  broken  oar 

Hard  by  her  seat  was  drifted  to  the  shore. 

It  came,  —  a  token  of  his  £ate,  —  the  whole, 

The  sum  of  her  misfortune  to  reveal; 
As  if  sent  up  in  pity  to  her  soul. 

The  tidings  of  her  widowhood  to  seal; 
And  [lut  away  the  pining  hope  forlorn. 
That  made  her  grief  more  bitter  to  be  borne. 

And  she  was  patient;  through  the  weary  day 

Site  toiled;  though  none  was  there  her  work  to  bless, 

Aiid  did  not  wear  the  sullen  months  away. 
Nor  call  on  death  to  end  her  wretchedness. 

But  lest  the  grief  should  overflow  her  breast. 

She  toiled  as  heretofore,  and  would  not  rest. 
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But,  her  work  done,  what  time  the  evening  star 
Rose  over  the  cool  water,  then  she  came 

To  the  gray  stone,  and  saw  its  light  from  far 
Drop  down  the  misty  Mere  white  lengtlis  of  flame, 

And  wondered  whether  there  might  be  the  place 

Where  the  soft  ripple  wandered  o'er  iiis  face. 

Unfortunate  I    In  sohtude  forlorn 

She  dwelt,  and  thought  upon  her  hiishttnd's  grave. 
Till  when  the  days  grew  short  a  child  was  born 

To  the  dead  father  underneath  the  wave; 
And  it  brought  back  a  remnant  of  delight, 
A  little  sunshine  to  its  mother's  sight; 

A  little  wonder  to  her  heart  grown  numb, 
And  a  sweet  yearning  pitiful  and  keen: 

She  took  it  as  from  that  poor  father  come, 
Her  aiid  the  misery  to  stand  between; 

Her  little  maiden  babe,  who  day  by  day 

Sucked  at  her  breast  aud  charmed  her  woes  away. 

But  years  flew  on ;  the  child  was  still  the  same, 
Nor  human  language  she  had  learned  to  speak; 

Her  lips  were  mute,  and  seasons  went  and  came. 
And  brought  fresh  beauty  to  her  tender  cheek; 

And  all  the  day  upon  the  sunny  shore 

She  sat  and  mused  beneath  the  sycamore. 
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strange  sympathy !  she  watched  and  wearied  not, 
Haply  uncoil acious  what  it  was  she  sought; 

Her  mother's  tale  she  easily  forgot, 

And  if  she  liateued  no  wanu  tears  it  hronght; 

Though  surely  in  the  yearnings  of  her  heart 

The  unknown  voyager  must  have  had  his  part. 

Unknown  to  her;  hke  all  she  saw  unknown. 
All  sights  were  fresh  as  when  they  first  began. 

All  sounds  were  new;  each  inurmur  and  each  tone 
And  cause  and  consequence  she  could  not  scan, 

Forgot  that  uight  hrought  darkness  in  its  train. 

Nor  reasoned  that  the  day  would  come  again. 

There  is  a  happiness  in  past  regret ; 

And  echoes  of  the  harshest  sound  are  sweet. 
The  mother's  soul  was  struck  with  grief,  and  yet, 

Repeated  in  her  child,  'twas  not  unmeet 
That  eeho-like  the  grief  a  tone  should  take 
Painless,  but  ever  pensive  for  her  sake; 

For  her  dear  sake,  whose  patient  soul  was  linked 
By  ties  so  many  to  the  bahe  unborn; 

Whose  hope,  hy  slow  degrees  become  eitinct. 
For  evermore  had  left  her  child  forlorn, 

Tet  left  no  consciousness  of  want  or  woe. 

Nor  wonder  vague  that  these  things  should  be  ao. 
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Truly  Tier  joys  were  limited  and  few. 

But  they  aufficeji  a  life  to  satisfy. 
That  neither  fret  nor  dim  foreboding  knew, 

But  breathed  the  air  in  a  great  harmony 
With  its  own  place  and  part,  and  was  at  one 
With  all  it  knew  of  earth  and  moon  and  snn. 

For  all  of  them  were  worked  into  the  dream, 
The  husky  sighs  of  wheat-flelda  in  it  wrought; 

All  the  land-miies  belonged  to  it;  the  stream 
That  fed  the  Mere  ran  through  it  like  a  thoaglit. 

It  was  a  passion  of  peace,  and  loved  to  wait 

'Neath  boughs  with  fair  green  light  illuminate. 

To  wait  with  her  alone;  always  alone: 
For  any  that  drew  near  she  heeded  not. 

Wanting  them  httle  as  the  lily  grown 
Apart  from  others  in  a  shady  plot, 

Wants  fellow-lilies  of  like  fair  degree. 

In  her  still  glen  to  bear  her  company. 

Always  alone:  and  yet,  there  was  a  child 

Who  loved  this  child,  and,  from  his  turret  towers, 

Across  the  lea  would  roam,  to  where,  iuisled 

And  fenced  in  rapturous  silence,  went  her  hoars, 

And,  with  slow  footsteps  drawn  anear  the  place 

Where  mute  she  sat,  would  ponder  on  her  face. 
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And  wonder  at  her  with  a  childiab  awe. 
And  come  again  to  loot,  and  yet  again, 

Till  the  sweet  rippling  of  the  Mere  would  draw 
His  longing  to  itself ;  while  in  her  tr^n 

The  water-hen,  come  forth,  would  bring  her  hrood 

From  slumbering  in  the  rushy  solitude; 

Or  to  thoir  young  would  curlews  call  and  clang 
Their  homeless  young  that  down  the  furrows  creep; 

Or  the  wind-hover  in  the  blue  would  hang, 
Still  as  a  rock  set  iu  the  watery  deep. 

Then  from  her  presence  he  would  break  away. 

Unmarked,  ungreeted  yet,  from  day  to  day. 

But  older  grown,  the  Mere  he  haunted  yet. 

And  a  strange  joy  from  its  sweet  wildness  caught. 

Whilst  careless  sat  alone  ra^d  Margaret, 

And  "  shut  the  gates  "  of  silence  on  her  thought. 

All  through  spring  mornings  gemmed  with  melted  rime, 

All  through  hay-haivest  and  through  gleaning  time. 

O  pleasure  for  itself  that  boyhood  makes, 
0  happiness  to  roam  the  sighing  shore, 

Plough  up  with  elfin  craft  the  water-flakes. 
And  track  the  nested  rail  with  cautious  oar, 

Then  floating  lie  and  look  with  wonder  new 

Straight  up  in  the  great  dome  of  light  and  blue. 
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O  pleasure !  yet  thoy  took  him  from  the  wold, 
The  reedy  Mere,  and  all  his  pastime  there, 

The  place  where  he  was  born,  and  would  grow  old 
If  God  his  life  so  many  years  should  spare; 

i'rom  the  loyed  haunts  of  childhood  and  the  plaiu 

And  pasture-lands  of  his  own  broad  domain. 

And  he  came  down  when  wheiit  was  in  the  sheaf, 
And  with  her  fruit  the  apple-branch  bent  low, 

While  yet  in  August  glory  hung  the  leaf. 
And  flowerless  aftermath  began  to  grow; 

He  came  from  his  gray  turrets  to  the  shore. 

And  sought  the  maid  beneath  the  sycamore. 

He  sought  her,  not  because  her  tender  eyes 
Would  brighten  at  his  coming,  for  he  knew 

Full  seldom  any  thought  of  him  would  rise 
In  her  fair  breast  when  he  had  passed  from  view; 

But  for  his  own  love's  sake,  that  nnbeguiled 

Drew  him  in  spirit  to  the  silent  child. 

For  boyhood  in  its  better  hour  is  prone 
To  reverence  what  it  hath  not  understood; 

And  he  had  thought  some  heavenly  meaning  shone 
Trom  her  clear  eyes,  that  made  their  watchings  good; 

While  a  great  jteacefulness  of  sha<le  was  shed 

Like  oil  of  consecration  on  her  head. 


iiMP^h,  Google 


A  flshiiig  wallet  from  his  slioulder  slung, 
With  bounding  foot  he  readied  the  mossy  place, 

A  little  moment  gently  o'er  her  hung, 

Put  back  her  hair  and  looted  upon  her  face, 

Then  fain  from  that  deep  dream  to  wake  her  yet. 

He  " Mai^aret! "  low  murmured,  "Margaret! 

"  Look  at  me  once  before  1  leave  the  land, 

For  I  am  going,  — going,  Margaret." 
And  then  she  sighed,  and,  lifting  up  her  hand, 

L«d  it  along  his  young  fresh  cheek,  and  set 
Upon  his  face  those  blue  twin-deeps,  her  eyes, 
And  moved  it  back  from  her  in  troubled  wise. 

Because  he  came  between  her  and  her  fate, 

The  Mere.     She  sighed  again  as  one  oppressed; 

The  ivaters,  shining  clear,  with  delicate 
Keflections  wavered  on  her  blameless  breast; 

And  through  the  branches  dropt,  like  Bickerings  fair, 

And  played  upon  her  hands  and  on  her  hair. 

And  he,  withdrawn  a  little  space  to  see, 

Murmured  in  tender  ruth  that  was  not  pain, 

"  Farewell,  I  go;  but  sometimes  think  of  me. 
Maid  Margaret; "  and  there  came  by  agaia 

A  whispering  in  the  reed-beds  and  the  sway 

Of  waters:  then  he  turned  and  went  his  way. 
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Anil  wilt  thou  think  on  him  now  he  is  gone? 

No;  thou  wilt  gaze:  though  thy  young  eyes  grow  dim. 
And  thy  soft  cheek  become  all  pale  and  wan, 

Still  thou  wilt  gaze,  and  spend  no  thought  on  him; 
There  is  no  sweetness  in  his  Jaugh  for  thee  — 
No  beauty  in  bis  fresh  heart's  gayety. 

But  wherefore  linger  in  deserted  haunts? 

Why  of  the  past,  as  if  yet  present,  sing? 
The  yellow  iris  on  the  margin  Haunts, 

AVith  hyacinth  the  banks  are  blue  in  spi'ing, 
And  under  dappled  clouds  the  lark  afloat 
Pours  all  the  April-tide  from  her  sweet  throat. 

But  Miir^ret  —  ah!  thou  art  there  no  more. 
And  thick  dank  moss  creeps  over  thy  gray  stone; 

Thy.  path  is  lost  that  skirted  the  low  shore, 
With  willow-grass  and  speedwell  overgrown; 

Thine  eye  has  closed  for  ever,  and  thine  ear 

Drinks  in  no  more  the  music  of  the  Mere. 

3  he  boy  shall  come  —  shall  come  again  in  spring, 
Well  pleased  that  pastoral  solitude  to  share. 

And  some  kind  offering  in  his  hand  will  bring 
To  cast  into  thy  lap.  0  maid  most  fair  — 

Some  clasping  gem  about  thy  neck  to  rest. 

Or  heave  and  glimmer  on  tliy  guileless  breast. 
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And  he  sball  wonder  wljy  tliou  art  not  here 
The  solitude  with  "  smiles  to  entertiun," 

And  gaze  along  the  reaches  of  the  Mere; 
But  he  shall  never  see  thy  face  again  — 

Shall  never  see  upon  the  reedy  shore 

Waid  Margaret  beneath  her  sycamore. 


MAEGARET  IN  THE  XEBEC. 

["  Cnnreming  this  man  (Robert  Belaoonr),  UCtle  further  ieliiintrn 

battle  of  Mnrgton  Moor,  being  then  abnat  tnenty-seven  yeara  of 
age.  Aft*r  the  battle  of  Naiehy,  flndJng  himself  a  marheil  tnun, 
he  gnitled  tbe  country,  taking  with  biin  the  child  whom  he  had 
adnpted;  and  he  made  many  Toyi^es  between  tbe  different  ports 
of  the  Meiilterriuiean  and  Levant."] 

Resting  within  his  tent  at  turn  of  day, 
A  wailing  coice  his  scanty  sleep  beset: 

He  started  up  —  it  did  not  flee  away  — 

'Twas  no  part  of  his  dream,  but  still  did  fret 

And  pine  into  his  heart,  "  Ah  me!  ah  me!" 

Broken  with  heaving  sobs  rij'ht  mournfully. 
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Then  he  arose,  and,  troubled  a,t  this  thing. 
All  wearily  toward  the  Toice  hf  went 

Over  the  down-trod  bracken  and  the  ling, 
Until  it  brought  him  to  a  soldier's  tent, 

Where,  with  the  tears  upon  her  face,  he  found 

A  little  lUMden  weeping  on  the  grouud; 

And  backward  in  the  tent  an  aged  crone 
Upbraided  her  full  harshly  more  and  more. 

But  sunk  her  chiding  to  an  undertone 
When  she  beheld  him  standing  at  the  door. 

And  "calmed  her  Toice,  and  dropped  her  lifted  hand, 

And  answered  him  with  accent  soft  and  bland. 

No,  the  young  child  was  none  of  hers,  she  said. 
Cut  she  had  found  her  whore  the  ash  lay  white 

About  a  smouldering  tent;  her  infant  head 
All  shelterless,  she  through  the  dewy  night 

Had  slumbered  on  the  field,  —  ungentle  fate 

For  a  lone  child  so  soft  and  delicate. 

"  And  T,"  quoth  she,  "  hare  tended  her  with  carr,, 
And  thought  to  be  rewarded  of  her  kin, 

For  by  her  rich  attire  and  features  fair 
I  know  her  birth  is  gentle;  yet  within 

Tlie  tent  unclaimed  she  doth  but  pine  and  weep, 

A  burden  I  would  tain  no  longer  keep." 
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St\]]  \iliil(i  she  spoke  the  little  creature  wept, 
Till  painful  pity  touched  him  for  the  flow 

Of  all  those  tears,  and  to  his  heart  there  crept 
A  yearning  as  of  fatherhood,  and  lo! 

Reaching  his  arms  to  her,  "  My  sweet,"  quoth  he, 

'■  Deat  Uttle  madam,  wilt  thou  come  with  meV  " 

1  hen  she  left  off  her  crying,  and  a  look 
Of  wistful  wonder  sfole  into  her  eyes. 

The  sullen  frown  her  dimpled  face  forsook. 
She  let  him  take  her,  and  forgot  her  sighs, 

Contented  in  his  alien  arms  to  rest. 

And  lay  her  hahy  head  upon  his  hreast. 

Ah,  sure  a  stranger  trust  was  never  Bought 

By  any  soldier  on  a  hattle  plain. 
He  brought  her  to  his  tent,  and  soothed  his  voice, 

Bough  with  command;  and  asked,  hut  all  in  vaii 
Her  story,  while  her  prattling  tongue  rang  sweet, 
She  pkying,  as  one  at  home,  ahout  his  feet. 

Of  race,  of  country,  or  of  parentage, 
Her  lisping  accents  nothing  could  unfold;  — 

No  questioning  could  win  to  read  the  page 
Of  her  short  life;  —  she  left  her  tale  untold, 

And  home  and  kiu  thus  early  to  forget, 

She  only  knew,  —  her  name  was  —  Margaret. 
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Then  in  the  dusk  upon  his  arm  it  chanced 
That  night  that  suddenly  she  fell  asleep; 

And  he  looked  down  on  her  like  one  entranced, 
And  listened  to  her  breathing  still  and  deep. 

As  if  a  little  child,  when  daylight  closed. 

With  half-shut  lids  had  ne'er  before  reposed. 

Softly  he  laid  her  down  from  ofi  his  arm. 
With  earnest  care  and  new-bom  tendemcas: 

Her  infancy,  a  wonder-working  charm, 

Laid  hold  upon  his  love;  he  stayed  to  bless 

Tlie  sraall  sweet  head,  then  went  he  forth  that  night 

And  sought  a  nurse  to  tend  this  new  delight. 

And  day  by  day  his  heart  she  wrought  upon, 
And  won  her  way  into  its  inmost  fold  — 

A  heart  which,  but  for  lack  of  that  whereon 
To  Ak  itself,  would  nerer  hare  been  cold; 

And,  opening  wide,  now  let  her  come  to  dwell 

Within  its  strong  unguarded  citadel. 

She,  like  a  dream,  unlocked  the  hidden  springs 
Of  his  past  thoughts,  and  set  their  curi'ent  free 

To  talk  with  him  of  half-forgotten  things  — 
The  pureuesa  and  the  peace  of  infancy, 

"  Thou  also,  thou,"  to  sigh,  "wert  undefiled 

(0  God,  the  change!)  once,  as  this  little  child." 
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MARGARET    IN   THE    XEBEC.  1 

The  baby-mistress  of  a  soldier's  heart, 

She  had  but  friendlessnese  to  stand  her  friend, 

And  her  own  orphanhood  to  plead  her  part, 
When  he,  a  wayfarer,  did  pause,  and  bend, 

And  bear  with  him  tlie  starry  blossom  sweet 

Out  of  its  jeopardy  from  trampling  feet. 

A  gleam  of  light  upon  a  rainy  day, 
A  new-tied  knot  that  must  be  severed  soon, 

At  sunrise  once  before  his  tent  at  play. 
And  hurried  from  the  battle-fleld  at  noon. 

While  face  to  face  in  hostile  ranks  they  stood. 

Who  should  have  dwelt  in  peace  and  brotherhood. 

But  ere  the  fight,  when  higher  rose  the  sun, 
And  yet  were  distant  tar  the  rebel  bauds, 

She  hi.'ard  at  intervals  a  booming  gun, 

Andshewaspleased,  and  laughing  clapped  her  banc 

Till  he  came  in  with  troubled  look  and  tone, 

Who  chose  her  desolate  to  be  hb  own. 

And  he  said,  "  Little  madam,  now  farewell, 
For  there  will  be  a  battle  fought  ere  night. 

God  be  thy  shield,  for  He  alone  can  tell 
Which  way  may  fall  the  fortune  of  the  fight. 

To  fitter  hands  the  care  of  thee  pei-tain. 

My  dear,  if  we  two  never  meet  again." 
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Then  he  gave  money  shortly  to  her  nurae, 
And  chiirged  her  straitly  to  depart  iti  hasto, 

And  leave  the  plain,  whureou  the  deadly  cnrse 
Of  war  should  hght  with  ruin,  death,  and  waste, 

Aud  all  the  ills  that  must  its  presence  hlight, 

E'ei.  ii  proud  victory  should  hless  the  right. 

"  But  if  the  rebel  cause  should  prosper,  then 
It  were  not  good  among  the  hills  to  wend; 

But  journey  through  to  Boston  in  the  fen, 
And  wait  for  peace,  if  peace  our  God  shall  send; 

And  if  my  Ufe  is  spared,  I  will  essay," 

Quoth  he,  "  to  join  you  there  as  best  I  may." 

So  then  he  kissed  the  child,  and  went  his  way; 

But  many  troubles  rolled  above  his  head; 
The  Bun  arose  on  many  an  evil  day, 

And  cruel  deeds  were  done,  and  tears  were  shed; 
And  hope  was  lost,  and  loyal  hearts  were  fain 
In  dust  to  hide,  —  ere  they  two  met  again. 

So  passed  the  little  child  from  thought,  from  view  — 
(The  snowdrop  blossoms,  and  then  is  not  there, 

Forgotten  till  men  welcome  it  anew), 
lie  found  her  in  his  heavy  days  of  care. 

And  with  her  dimples  was  again  beguiled, 

Aa  on  hi;r  nurse's  knee  she  sat  and  smiled. 
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And  he  became  a  voyager  by  sea, 

And  took  the  child  to  share  his  wandering  state; 
Since  from  his  native  land  compelled  to  flee. 

And  hopeless  to  avert  her  monarch's  fate; 
For  all  was  lost  that  might  have  made  him  pause, 
And,  past  a  soldier's  help,  the  royal  cause. 

And  thus  rolled  on  lon^  days,  long  months  and  years, 
And  Margaret  within  the  Xebec  sailed; 

The  lulling  wind  made  nwsic  ia  her  ears, 

And  nothing  to  her  life's  completeness  failed. 

Her  pastime  'twas  to  see  the  dolphins  spring, 

And  wonderful  live  rainbows  glimmering. 

The  gay  sea-plants  familiar  were  to  her, 

As  daisies  to  the  children  of  the  land ; 
Bed  w.ivy  dulse  the  sunburnt  mariner 

Raised  from  its  bed  to  glisten  in  her  hand; 
The  vessel  and  the  sea  were  her  life's  stiige  — 
Her  house,  her  garden,  and  her  hermitage. 

Also  she  had  a  cabin  of  her  own. 

For  beauty  like  an  elfin  palace  bright, 

With  Venice  glass  adorned  and  crystal  stone„ 
That  trembled  with  a  many-colored  light; 

And  there  with  two  caged  ringdoves  she  did  play, 

A-ud  feed  them  carefully  from  day  to  day. 
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Her  bed  with  silken  curtains  was  enclosed, 
White  as  the  snowy  rose  of  Guelderland; 

On  Turkish  pillows  her  young  head  reposed. 
And  love  had  gathered  with  a  careful  hand 

Fair  playthings  to  the  Uttle  maiden's  side, 

From  distant  ports,  and  cities  parted  wide. 

She  had  two  myrtle-plants  that  she  did  tend. 
And  think  all  trees  were  like  to  them  that  grew: 

For  things  on  land  she  did  confuse  and  blend. 
And  chiefly  from  the  deck  the  land  she  knew, 

And  inlier  heart  she  pitied  more  and  more 

The  steadfast  dwellers  on  the  changeless  shore. 

Green  fields  and  inland  meadows  faded  out 
Of  mind,  or  with  sea  images  were  linked; 

And  yet  she  had  her  childish  thoughts  about 
The  country  she  had  left  —  though  indistinct 

And  faint  as  mist  the  mountain-head  that  sLroutla, 

Or  dim  through  distance  as  Magellan's  clouds. 

And  when  to  frame  a  forest  scene  she  tried, 
The  ever-present  sea  would  yet  intrude, 

And  all  her  towns  were  by  the  water's  side, 
It  murmured  in  all  moorland  solitude, 

\Vhere  rocks  and  the  ribbed  sand  would  intervene. 

And  w^Tus  would  edge  hex  fancied  village  greeu; 
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Because  her  heart  was  like  an  ocean  shell, 
That  holds  (men  saj)  a,  message  from  the  deep; 

And  yet  the  land  Mas  strong,  she  knew  its  spell, 
And  harbor  lights  could  draw  her  in  her  sleep; 

And  minster  chimes  from  pierced  towers  that  5wim, 

Were  the  land-angeis  making  God  a  hjmii. 

So  she  grew  on,  the  idol  of  one  heart, 
And  the  delight  of  many  — and  her  face, 

Thns  dwelling  chiefly  from  her  sex  apart. 
Was  touched  with  a  most  deep  and  tender  grace  — 

A  look  that  never  aught  but  nature  gave. 

Artless,  yet  thoughtful;  innocent,  yet  grave. 

Strange  her  adornings  were,  and  strangely  blent: 
A  golden  net  confined  her  nut-browu  hair; 

Quaint  wei'e  the  robes  that  divers  lands  had  lent, 
And  qiiaint  her  aged  nurse's  skill  and  care; 

Yet  did  they  well  on  the  aea^niiiiden  meet. 

Circle  her  neck,  and  grace  her  dimpled  feet. 

The  sailor  folk  were  glad  because  of  her, 

And  deemed  good  fortune  followed  in  her  wake; 

She  WHS  their  guardian  saint,  they  did  aver  — 
Proflpprous  winds  were  sent  them  for  her  aaire; 

And  strange  rough  vows,  strange  prayers,  they  nightly 
made, 

While,  storm  or  cahu,  she  slept,  in  nought  afraid. 
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Clear  were  her  eyes,  that  daughter  of  the  sea, 
Sweet,  when  uplifted  to  her  aged  nurae, 

She  sat,  and  communed  what  the  world  could  be ; 
And  rambling  stories  caused  her  to  rehearse 

How  Yule  was  kept,  how  maidens  tossed  the  hay, 

And  how  bells  rang  upon  a  wedding  day. 

But  they  grew  brighter  when  the  evening  star 
First  trembled  over  the  still  glowing  wave. 

That  bathed  in  ruddy  light,  ni^st,  sail,  and  spaj*; 
For  then,  ruclined  in  riist  that  twilight  gave. 

With  him  who  served  for  father,  friend,  and  guide, 

She  sat  upon  the  deck  at  eventide. 

Then  turned  towards  the  west,  that  on  her  hair 
And  her  young  cheek  shed  down  its  tender  glow. 

He  taught  her  many  things  with  earnest  care 

That  he  thought  fitting  a  young  maid  should  know, 

Told  of  the  good  deeds  of  the  worthy  dead. 

And  prayers  devout,  by  faithful  martyrs  said. 

Anil  many  psalms  he  caused  her  to  repeat 

Aii.l  sing  them,  at  his  knees  reclined  the  while, 

And  spoke  with  her  of  all  things  good  and  meet, 
And  told  the  story  of  her  native  isle. 

Till  at  the  end  he  made  her  tears  to  flow, 

llchuarsiiig  of  his  royal  master's  woe. 
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And  of  the  stars  lie  taught  her,  and  their  names, 
And  Ikow  the  chartless  mariner  they  guide; 

0£  quivering  l^ht  that  in  the  zenith  flames. 
Of  monsters  ia  the  deep  sea  caves  that  hide ; 

Then  changed  the  theme  to  fairy  records  wild, 

Enchanted  moor,  elf  dame,  or  changeling  child. 

To  her  the  Eastern  lands  their  strangeness  spread. 
The  dark-faced  Arab  in  his  long  blue  gowii, 

The  camel  thrusting  down  a  snake-like  head 

To  browse  on  thorns  outside  a  walled  white  town, 

Where  palmy  clusters  rank  by  rank  upright 

Float  as  in  quivering  lakes  of  ribbed  light. 

And  when  the  ship  sat  like  a  broad-winged  bird 
Becalmed,  lo,  lions  answered  in  the  night 

Tlieir  fellows,  aJl  the  hollow  dark  was  stirred 
To  echo  on  that  tremulous  thimder's  flight. 

Dying  in  weird  faint  moans;— till,  look!  the  sun 

And  night,  and  alt  the  things  of  night,  were  done. 

And  they,  toward  the  waste  as  morning  brake. 

Turned,  where,  inisled  in  Iiis  green  watered  land, 
The  Lybian  Zeua  lay  conehed  of  old,  and  spake. 

Hemmed  in  with  leagues  of  furrow-facfed  sand- 
Then  saw  the  moon  (like  Joseph's  golden  cup 
Come  back)  behind  some  ruined  roof  swim  up. 
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But  Klooming  childhood  will  not  always  last, 
And  storms  will  rise  e'vn  on  the  tideleea  sea; 

His  guardian  love  took  friij;lit,  she  grew  so  fast, 
And  he  began  to  thiuk  how  sad  'twould  be 

If  he  should  die,  and  pirate  hordes  should  get 

By  sword  or  shipwreck  his  fair  Margaret. 

It  was  a  sudden  thought ;  but  he  gaye  way, 
For  it  assailed  him  with  unwonted  force; 

And,  with  no  more  thim  one  short  week's  delay, 
For  English  shorps  he  shaped  the  vessel's  coiirsej 

And  ten  years  absent  saw  her  landed  now, 

With  thirteen  summers  on  her  maiden  brow. 

And  so  he  journeyed  with  her,  far  inlaud, 
Down  quiet  lanes,  by  hedges  gemmed  with  dew, 

Where  wonders  met  her  eye  on  every  hand, 
And  all  was  beautiful  and  strange  and  new  — 

All,  from  the  forest  trees  in  stately  ranks. 

To  yellow  cowslips  trembling  on  the  banks. 

All  new  —  the  long-drawn  slope  of  evening  shades, 
The  sweet  solemnities  of  waxing  light, 

The  white-haired  boys,  the  blushing  rustic  maids, 
The  ruddy  gleam  through  cottage  casements  bright. 

The  green  of  pastures,  bloom  of  garden  nooks. 

And  endless  bubbling  of  the  water-brooks. 
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So  far  he  took  thcni  on  through  tJiis  green  land. 
The  miuden  and  her  anrse,  till  journeying 

They  saw  at  last  a  peaceful  city  stiiiid 

On  a  steep  mount,  and  heard  its  clear  bells  ring. 

High  were  the  towers  and  rich  with  ancient  state. 

In  its  old  wall  enclosed  and  massive  gate. 

There  dwelt  a  worthy  matron  whom  he  knew, 
To  whom  in  time  of  war  he  gave  good  aid, 

Shielding  her  household  from  the  plundering  crew 
When  neither  law  could  bind  nor  worth  persuade: 

And  to  her  house  he  brought  his  eare  and  pride, 

Aweary  with  the  way  and  sleepj-ejed. 

And  he,  the  man  whom  she  was  fain  to  scire, 
Delayed  not  sliortly  his  request  to  make, 

Which  was,  if  anght  of  her  he  did  deserve, 
To  take  the  maid,  and  rear  her  for  his  sake, 

To  guard  her  youth,  and  let  her  breeding  be 

In  WdUiauly  reserve  and  modesty. 

And  that  same  night  into  the  house  he  brought 
The  costly  fruits  of  all  his  voyages  — 

Rich  Indian  gems  of  wandering  craftsmen  wrought, 
Long  ropes  of  pearls  from  Persian  pakoea. 

With  ingots  pure  and  coins  of  Venice  mould, 

And  silver  bars  and  bags  of  Spanish  gold; 
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And  costly  merchandise  of  fai--ofi  lands, 
And  golden  stuffs  and  shawls  of  Eastern  dye, 

He  gave  them  over  to  the  matron's  hands. 
With  jewelled  gauds,  and  toys  of  ivory, 

To  be  her  dower  on  whom  his  love  was  set, — 

His  dearest  child,  tail  Madam  Margaret. 

Then  he  entreated,  that  if  he  should  die, 
She  would  not  cease  her  guardian  iiussiou  mild. 

Awhile,  as  undecided,  lingered  nigh, 
Beside  the  pillow  of  the  sleeping  child. 

Severed  one  wanderhig  lock  of  wayy  hair. 

Took  horse  that  night,  and  left  her  unaware. 

And  it  was  long  before  he  came  again  — 
So  long  that  Margaret  was  woman  gromi; 

And  oft  she  wished  for  his  return  in  vain. 
Calling  him  softly  in  an  undertone; 

Kepeating  words  that  he  had  said  the  while, 

And  striving  to  recall  his  look  and  smile. 

If  she  had  known  —  oh.  if  she  conld  have  known  — 
The  toils,  the  hardships  of  those  absent  years  — 

How  bitter  thraldom  forced  the  unwilling  groan  — 
How  slavery  wrung  out  subduing  tears. 

Not  calmly  had  she  passed  her  hours  away. 

Chiding  half  pettishly  the  long  delay. 
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But  she  was  spared.     She  knew  no  sense  of  harm, 
While  the  red  flames  ascended  from  the  deck; 

Saw  not  the  pirate  band  the  crew  disarm, 
Mourned  not  the  floating  spars,  the  smoliing  wreck. 

She  did  not  dream,  and  there  was  none  to  tell 

That  fetters  bound  the  hands  she  loved  so  wall. 

Sweet  Margaret — withdrawn  from  human  view, 
She  spent  long  hours  beneath  the  cedar  shade, 

The  stately  trees  that  in  the  garden  grew, 
And,  overtwined.  a  towering  shelter  made; 

She  mused  among  the  flowers,  and  birds,  and  bees, 

In  winding  walks,  and  bowering  canopies ; 

Or  wandered  slowly  through  the  ancient  rooms, 
Where  oriel  windows  shed  their  rainbow  gleams; 

And  tapestried  hangings,  wrought  in  Flemish  looms. 
Displayed  the  story  of  King  Pharaoh's  dreams; 

And,  come  at  noon  because  the  well  was  deep, 

Beautiful  Rachel  leading  down  her  sheep. 

At  last  she  reached  the  bloom  of  womanhood, 
After  five  summers  spent  in  growing  fair; 

Her  face  betokened  all  things  dear  and  good, 
The  light  of  somewhat  yet  to  come  was  there 

Asleep,  and  waiting  for  the  opening  day, 

When  childish  thoughts,  like  flowers, would  drift  away. 
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0!  we  arc  far  too  happy  while  they  last; 

We  have  our  good  things  first,  and  they  coat  naught 
Tlien  the  new  splendor  comes  unfathomeii,  vast, 

A  costly  trotihle,  ay,  a  sumptuous  thoni,'ht, 
And  will  not  wait,  and  cannot  be  possessed. 
Though  infinite  yearnings  fold  it  to  the  hreast. 

And  time,  that  seemed  so  long,  is  fleetinjr  by. 
Ami  life  is  more  than  life;  love  more  than  love; 

We  have  not  found  the  whole — -and  we  must  die  — 
And  still  the  unclasped  glory  floats  above. 

The  inmost  and  the  utmost  faint  from  sight, 

For  ever  seorat  in  their  veil  of  light. 

Be  not  too  hasty  in  your  flow,  you  rhymes, 

For  Margaret  is  in  her  garden  bower; 
Delay  to  ring,  yon  soft  cathedral  chimes. 

And  tell  not  out  too  soon  the  noontide  hour: 
For  one  draws  nearer  to  your  ancient  town, 
On  the  green  mount  down  settled  like  a  crown. 

He  journeyed  on.  and,  as  he  neared  the  gate. 
He  met  with  one  to  whom  he  named  the  maid, 

Inquiring  of  her  welfare,  and  her  state, 

And  of  the  matron  in  whose  house  she  stayed. 

"  The  maiden  dwelt  there  yet,"  the  townsman  said; 

"  But,  for  the  ancient  lady,  —  she  was  dead." 
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He  furtlier  said,  she  was  but  little  known, 

Although  reputed  to  be  very  fair. 
And  little  seen  (so  niueb  she  dwelt  alone) 

But  with  her  nurse  at  statud  moniing  prayer; 
So  seldom  passed  her  sheltering  garden  wall, 
Or  left  the  gate  at  quiet  evening  fall. 

Flow  softly,  rhymes — his  hand  is  on  the  door; 

lUng  out,  ye  noonday  bcUs,  his  welcoming— 
"  He  went  out  rich,  hut  he  retumeth  poor; " 

And  strong  —  now  something  bowed  with  suHering. 
And  on  his  brow  are  traced  long  furrowed  lines, 
Earned  in  the  fight  with  pirate  Algerines. 

Her  aged  nurse  comes  hobbling  at  his  call ; 

Lifts  up  her  witliered  hand  in  dull  surprise, 
And,  tottering,  leads  him  through  the  pillared  hall; 

'•  What!  come  at  last  to  l)Iesfl  my  lady's  eyes! 
Dear  heart,  sweet  heart,  she's  grown  a  likesoine  maid — 
Go,  seek  her  where  she  sitteth  in  the  shade." 

The  noonday  chime  had  ceased  —  she  did  not  know 
Who  watched  her,  while  her  ringdoves  fiuttei'ed  near: 

While,  under  the  green  boughs,  in  accents  low 
She  sang  unto  herself.     She  did  not  hear 

His  footstep  till  she  turned,  then  rose  to  meet 

Her  guest  with  guileless  blush  and  wonder  s«eet. 
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But  soon  she  knew  him,  came  with  quickened  pace. 
And  put  her  gentle  hands  about  his  neck; 

And  leaned  her  fair  cheek  to  his  aun-buined  face. 
As  long  ago  npon  the  vessel's  deck: 

As  !oDg  ago  she  did  in  twilight  deep, 

When  heaving  waters  lulled  her  infant  sleep. 

So  then  he  kissed  her,  as  men  kiss  their  own, 
And,  proudly  parting  her  uubraided  hair. 

He  said:  "  I  did  not  think  to  see  thee  grown 
So  lair  a  woman,"  —  but  a  touch  of  care 

The  deep-toned  voice  through  its  caressing  kept, 

And,  heariug  it,  she  turned  away  and  wept. 

Wept, — for  an  impress  on  the  faoe  she  viewed  — 
The  stamp  of  feelings  she  remembered  uot; 

His  voice  was  calmer  now,  but  more  subdued, 
Not  like  the  voice  long  loved  and  uuforgot! 

She  felt  strange  sorrow  and  delightful  pain  — 

Grief  for  the  change,  joy  that  he  came  again. 

0  pleasant  days,  that  followed  his  return, 
Tliat  made  his  captive  years  pass  out  of  mind; 

[f  life  had  yet  new  pains  for  hirn  to  leai-n, 
Not  in  the  maid's  clear  eyes  he  saw  it  shrined; 

And  three  full  weeks  he  stiiyed  with  her,  content 

To  find  her  beautiful  and  ii 
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It  was  all  one  in  his  contented  sight 
Aa  though  she  were  a  child,  till  suddenly, 

Waked  of  the  chimes  iu  the  dead  time  of  the  nijjht, 
He  fell  to  thinking  how  the  urgency 

Of  Fate  had  dealt  with  him,  and  could  but  sigh 

For  those  best  things  ■wherein  she  passed  him  by. 

DowD  the  long  riyer  of  life  how,  cast  adrift. 

She  urged  him  on,  still  oa,  to  sink  or  swim; 
And  all  at  oDce,  as  if  a  veil  did  lift, 

Iu  the  dead  time  of  the  night,  and  bare  to  hira 
The  want  in  his  deep  soul,  he  looked,  was  dumb. 
And  knew  himself,  and  knew  his  time  was  come. 

In  the  dead  time  of  the  night  his  sou)  did  sound 
The  dark  sea  of  a  trouble  unforeseen, 

For  that  one  sweet  that  to  his  life  was  bound 
Had  turned  into  a  want  —  a  misery  keen: 

Was  bom,  was  grown,  and  wounded  sort'ly  cried 

All  'twist  the  midnight  and  the  morning  tide. 

He  was  a  brave  man,  and  he  took  this  thing 

And  east  it  from  him  with  a  man's  strong  hand; 

And  that  nest  morn,  with,  no  sweet  altering 
Of  mien,  beside  the  maid  he  took  bis  stand, 

And  copied  his  past  self  till  ebbing  day 

Paled  its  deep  western  blush,  and  died  away. 
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And  tlien  he  told  her  thiit  he  mit«t  depart 
Upon  the  morrow,  with  the  eiirliost  light; 

And  it  displeaaed  aiid  pained  her  at  the  heart, 
And  sho  went  out  to  hide  her  from  his  sight 

Aneath  the  cedar  tre«8.  where  dusk  was  deep, 

And  be  apart  from  liim  awhile  to  weep 

And  to  lament,  til!,  suddenly  aware 
Of  steps,  she  started  up  as  fain  to  flee. 

And  met  him  in  the  moonlight  pacing  there. 
Who  questioned  with  her  why  her  tears  might  be. 

Till  she  did  answer  bira,  all  red  for  shame, 

"  Kind  sir,  I  weep — the  wanting  of  a  name." 

"  A  name! "  quoth  he,  and  sighed.     "  I  never  knew 
Thy  father's  name;  but  many  a  stalwart  youth 

Would  give  thee  his.  dear  child,  and  his  love  too, 
And  count  himself  a  happy  man  forsooth. 

Ji  there  none  here  who  thy  kind  thoaght  hath  won?  " 

But  she  did  falter,  and  made  answer.  "  None." 

'Jhen,  as. in  father -like  and  kindly  mood. 

He  said,  "  Dear  daughter,  it  would  please  me  well 

To  see  thee  wed;  for  know  it  is  not  good 

That  a  fair  woman  thus  alone  should  dwell." 

She  said,  "  I  am  content  it  should  be  so, 

If  when  you  journey  I  may  with  you  go." 
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'riiis  wlien  he  heard,  he  thought,  right  sick  at  heart, 
Must  I  withstand  myself,  and  also  thee? 

Thou,  also  thou!  must  nohlv  do  thy  part; 
That  honor  leads  thee  on  which  holds  back  me. 

No,  thou  sweet  woman;  by  love's  great  incrcaee, 

J  will  reject  thee  for  thy  truer  peace. 

Then  said  he,  "  Lady! — look  upon  my  face; 

Consider  well  this  sear  upon  my  brow; 
I  have  had  all  misfortune  but  disgrace; 

I  do  not  look  for  marriage  blessings  now. 
Be  not  thy  gratitude  deceived.     I  know 
Thou  tliijik'st  it  is  thy  duty  —  I  will  go ! 

"  I  read  thy  meaning,  and  I  go  from  hence, 

Skilled  in  the  reason;  though  ray  heart  be  rude, 

T  will  not  wrong  thy  gentle  innocence, 
Nor  take  advantage  of  tbj  gratitude, 

But  think,  while  yet  the  light  these  eyes  shall  bless, 

The  more  for  thee — of  woman's  nobleness." 

Faultless  and  fair,  all  in  the  moony  tight, 

As  one  nshamed,  she  looked  upon  the  ground, 

And  her  white  raiment  glistened  in  his  sight. 
And,  hark!  the  vesper  chimes  began  to  sound, 

Then  lo«er  yet  she  drooped  her  young,  pure  cheek. 

And  still  was  she  ashamed,  and  could  not  speak. 
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A  swarm  of  bells  from  that  old  tower  o'ei'head, 
They  sent  their  message  sifting  through  the  boT^jha 

Of  cedars;  when  they  ceaatjd  hia  lady  said,  ■ 
"  Pray  you  forgive  mo,"  and  her  lovely  brows 

Slie  lifted,  standing  in  her  moonlit  place, 

And  one  short  momeut  looked  him  in  the  face. 

Then  straight  he  cried,  "  0  sweetheart,  think  all  one 
As  no  word  yet  were  said  between  us  twain, 

And  know  thou  that  in  this  I  yield  to  none  — 

I  love  llK'e,  sweetheart,  love  thee! "     So  full  fain, 

While  she  did  leave  to  silence  all  her  part, 

He  took  the  gleaming  whiteness  to  his  heart  — 

■  The  white-robed  maiden  with  the  warm  white  throat, 

The  sweet  white  brow,  and  locks  of  umber  flow, 
Whose  murmuring  voice  was  soft  as  rock-dove'a  note. 

Entreating  him,  and  saying,  "  Do  not  go!" 
"  I  will  not,  sweetheart;  nay,  not  now,"  quoth  he, 
"  By  faith  and  troth,  1  think  thou  art  for  mel  " 

And  80  she  won  a  name  that  eventide. 
Which  he  gave  gladly,  but  would  ne'er  bespeak, 

And  she  became  the  rougb  sea-captain 'is  bride, 
Matching  her  dimples  to  his  sunbunit  cheek; 

And  chasing  from  his  voice  the  touch  of  care. 

That  made  her  weep  when  first  she  heard  it  there. 
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Our;  year  there  was,  fulfilled  of  happiiiess, 

But  0!  it  went  so  fast,  too  fast  away. 
Then  came  that  trouhle  whieh  full  oft  doth  bless  — 

It  was  the  evening  of  a  sultry  day, 
There  was  no  wind  the  thread^hung  flowers  to  stir, 
Or  float  abroad  the  filmy  gossamer. 

Toward  the  trees  his  steps  the  mariner  heiit, 
Pacing  the  grassy  walks  with  restless  feet: 

And  he  recalled,  and  pondered  as  he  went. 
All  her  most  duteous  love  and  converse  sweet, 

Till  summer  darkness  settled  deep  and  dim, 

And  dew  from  bending  leaves  dropt  down  on  hira. 

The  flowers  sent  forth  their  nightly  odors  faint  — 
Thick  leaves  shut  out  the  starlight  overhead; 

While  he  told  over,  as  by  strong  constraint 
Drawn  on,  her  childish  life  on  shipboard  led, 

And  beauteous  youth,  since  first  low  kneeling  there. 

With  folded  hands  she  lisped  her  evening  prayer. 

Then  he  remembered  how,  beneath  the  shade, 
She  wooed  him  to  her  with  her  lovely  words, 

While  flowers  were  closing,  leaves  in  moonlight  played, 
And  in  dark  nooks  withdrew  the  silent  birds. 

So  pondered  he  that  night  in  twilight  dim. 

While  dew  from  bending  leaves  dropt  down  on  him. 
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The  flowers  sent  forth  their  nightly  odors  faint  — 
When,  in  the  darkuess  waiting,  he  saw  one 

To  whom  he  said  — "How  fareth  mj  sweet  saint?  " 
Who  answered  —  "  She  hath  borne  to  you  a  son ; ' 

Then,  turning,  left  him,  —  anrt  the  father  said, 

"  God  raiu  down  blessings  o»  his  welcome  head!  " 

But,  Margaret! — she  never  saw  the  child, 

Nor  heard  about  her  bed  love's  mournful  wailf. 

But  to  the  last,  with  ocean  dreams  beguiled. 
Murmured  of  troubled  seas  and  swelling  sails — 

Of  weary  voyages,  and  rocis  unseen. 

And  distant  hills  iu  sight,  all  oalm  and  green.  .  .  ■ 

Woe  and  alas !  —  the  times  of  sorrow  come, 
And  make  us  donbt  if  we  were  ever  gladi 

So  utterly  that  inner  voice  is  dumb, 
Whose  music  through  our  Happy  days  we  hadl 

So,  at  the  touch  of  grief,  without  our  will. 

The  sweet  voice  drops  from  us,  and  all  is  stiU. 

Woe  and  alas!  for  the  sea-captain's  wife  — 
That  Margaret  who  in  the  Xebec  played  — 

She  spent  upon  his  knee  her  baby  life; 
Her  slumbering  head  upon  his  breast  she  hid. 

How  shall  he  learn  alone  his  years  to  pass? 

How  in  the  empty  house?  —  woe  and  alas! 
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Shi'  died,  and  in  the  aisle,  the  minatcr  aifile, 

Thuy  made  her  grave;  and  there,  with  fond  iiittnt. 

Her  husband  raised,  his  sorrow  to  beguile, 
A  very  fair  aud  stately  monument: 

Her  tomb  (the  careless  vei^ers  show  it  jet), 

The  mariner's  wife,  his  love,  his  Margaret. 

A  woman's  figure  with  the  eyelids  closed, 
The  c[uiet  head  declined  in  slumber  sweet; 

Upon  an  anchor  one  f^r  hand  reposed, 
And  a  long  ensign  folded  at  her  feet, 

And  carved  upon  the  bordering  of  her  vest 

The  motto  of  her  house—  "  Jgc  aibEtl)  rtsi." 

There  is  an  ancient  window  richly  fraught 

And  fretted  with  all  hues  most  rich,  most  bright. 

And  in  its  upper  tracery  enwronght 

An  olive-branch  and  dove  wide-winged  and  white, 

An  emblem  meet  for  her,  the  tender  dove, 

Her  heavenly  peace,  her  duteous  earthly  love. 

Amid  heraldic  shields  and  banners  set, 

In  twisted  knots  and  widely-tangled  bands. 

Crimson  and  green,  and  gold  and  violet, 
Tall  softly  on  the  snowy  sculptured  hands ; 

Aud,  when  tie  sunshine  cotnes,  full  sweetly  rest 

Tike  dove  and  olive-branch  upon  her  breast. 
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VERSES. 


Second  New  Enlarged  Edition.     Square  iSwu. 
■with  ''Bits  of  Talk."     Price  $1.25. 


poeirj.  iiscgmpaoionsnipwuiDeaaeiieDi,  Its  nobihtvDt  thought  and  ofpurp. 
lu  m-Jiiralion.  .  .  .  Thia  new  edition  comprises  not  only  the  imner  fiide  br 

have  already  atagned  to  H.  H.  ber  hirii  place  in  our  caOJoEue'of  authora-  £ 
K  without  doubt,  the  moal  highly  intellectual  of  oar  lenuUe  poets  .  .  .  The  n 
(joeins,  whde  noi  inferior  to  the  others  in  point  of  lileraiy  art,  have  in  them  nu 
of  fervor  aiid  of  feeling ;  more  of  thai  lytic  sweeiness  which  catclies  the  attentii 

.  .  .  Sgrne  of  the  new  poem?  aeem  amors:  the  m 
Thej'  touch  the  high-water  mark  of  her  inlelfectual  p 


iL  March.'"  — A^.  r. 
le  eleganl  little  vo'ume  of  'Verses.'  hy  H.  H.,— 


Biolhets,  growing  sedate  with  loues  and  cares,  will  read  many  of  these 'Verses' 
wU:h  a  EceliiLS  of  admiralitm  that  Is  fnU  of  tcndemeas,"  —Advantt. 

'■  Tlie  poems  of  this  lady  hurt  taken  a  place  in  poblic  estirnalion  perhaps 
higher  thaa  thai  of  any  iivit^  American  Irriiig  pneTess.  .  .  .  They  are  Ihe  if>niTi*hi<i 
.  ofii  delicate  and  refinsd  ser.ubiliiy,  which  vTews  life  ihrouch  the  pure,  si 
phere  of  rel^ous  fervor,  and  unhea  all  tliuughlby  Ihe  tender  talisman  of 


in  of  love."  — 


Sat  inscribed  with  ber  initials  onlv,  until,  the  days  of  '  H,  H.'  Here,  hnwever, 
the  patallelnra  ceases;  fcrlhefre^  strong  beauty  which  pervade?  these 'Verses' 
has  nothing  m  common  with  Ihe  rather  languid  sweetness  of  the  earlier  writer. 
Unless  I  am  much  mistakeD,  this  enlarged  volume,  double  the  siie  of  Ihal  origi. 
Daily  issued,  «U  place  its  author  not  nterefy  above  all  American  poetesses  and  all 
Ihrine  Enriish  poetesses,  hut  above  all  women  whn  have  ever  written  poetry  in 
the  English  laneii:^,  except  Mrs.  nr™-,,,-.*  ^i^m*     ^  h  m^  i...-  ..^  ,._» j 


4.  >w:-j. 


ROBERTS    BROTHERS,  Bostom. 
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